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ROMEO AND JULIET 


DRAMATIS PERSON^i:. 


JiscALUs, prince of Verona. 

Pakis, a young nobleman, kinsman to 
the prince. 

MoN'iague, ) heads of two houses at vari- 
Capullt, \ ance with each other. 
An old man, coubin to Capnlet. 

Romeo, son to Montague. 

Mercutio, kinsman to the prince, and 
friend to Romeo. • 

Benvolio, nephew to Montague, and 
friend to Romeo. 

'I'ybalt, nephew to Lady Oapulet. 
Friar Laurence, ) 
friar Joiik, \ 


BAi/iiiAbAR, servant to Romeo. 
Gregory, } servant. Io Capul.t, 

Peter, servant to Juliet’s nurse. 
Abraham, ser\ant to Montague. 

An Apothecary. 

Three Musicians. 

Page to Pans; another Page; an Oflieei. 

Lady Montaole, wife to IMontaguc. 
Lady Capulet, wife to Capulet. 
Juliet, daughter to U.ipulet. 

Nurse to Juliet. 


Citizens of Verona; several Men and W'omen, relations to both houses, Masker^, 
Guards, Watchmen, and Attendants. 


Scene Verotia ; Mantua. 


PROLOGUE. 

Two households, both alike in dignity, 

In fair Verona, where we lay our scene, 

From ancient grudge Ijreak to new mutiny, 
Where civil blood makes civil hands 
unclean. 

From forth the fatal loins of these two foes 
A pair of star-cross’d lovers take their life; 

MTiose misadventured piteous overthrows 
Do with their death bury their parents’ 
strife. 

The fearful passage of their death -mark'd 
love, 

And the continuance of their ])arents’ 
rage, 

WTiich, but their children’s end, nought 
could remove, 

Is now the two hours’ traffic of our 
stage; 

The which if you with patient ears attend, i 

WTiat here shall miss, our toil shall strive 
to mend. 


ACT I. 

Scene I. Verona. J pithUc phxte. 

Enter Sa:vipson and Grec;ory, of the 

house of Capulet, armed leith sivords 

and buckler 

Sam, Gregory, o' my word, we’ll not 
carry coals. 

Gre. No, for then we should be colliers. 

Sam. I mean, an we be in choler, 
we’ll draw. 

Gre. Ay, wdiile you live, draw your 
neck out o' the collar. 

S^m. I strike cjuickly, being moved. 

Gre. But thou art not cjuickly moved 
to strike. 

i Sam. A dog of the house of Montague 
' moves me. 

Gre. To mewe is to stir; and to be 
valiant is to stand : therefore, if thou art 
moved, thou runn’st away. 

Sam. A dog of that house shall move 

E B 
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ACT I 


me to ^tancl : I will trkc the ^\a]l of an\ 
man or maid of Alontague"-.. 

Grc. That sliows Lhe-^ a weak slave; 
for the weakest goes to the wall. i 

Sam. True; and theufua women, 
being the weakei vessels, are ever thrust 
to the ^^nll: thcrefoie I will jnish Mon- 
tague's men horn the wall, and thrust his 
maids to the wall. 

Cn . The ({iiarrel isbetw een our masters 
and 11 s their men. 

Sam. ’Tis all one, I w ill show m)sclf 
a tyrant; when I have fought with the 
men, I wall be cruel w'ith the maids, and 
cut ulf their In ads. 

Ore. The heads of the maids ^ 

Sam. Ay, the heads of the maids, or 
their iiiaiilenheads : take it in what sense 
thou W'jll. 

Grc. They must take it in sense that 
feel it. 

Sam. Me they shall feel while 1 am 
able to stand : and ’tis known I am a 
])ielty ])iece of llesh. 

'Tis well thou art not fish; if 
thou ha'bt, thou hadst been juK^r John. 
Draw tiiy tool; here comes two of tlie 
house of the Montagues. 

Sam. My naked weapon is out: quarrel, 

T will back thee. 

Gvi. ll(Av! tuiii thy back and run? 

Savi. bear me not. 

Gi'i . No, marry; I fear thee! 

Sa)n. Let us take the law of our .sides; 
let them begin. 

Gjc, I will frown as I pass by, and ! 
let them take it as they list. 

Sam. Nay, as they daic. I will bite 
my thumb at them ; which is a disgrace 
to them, if they bear it. 

Euicr Aurauam and Balthasar. 

Ahr. Do you bite your thumb at iis, sir''' 

Sam. I do bite my thuiid), sii, 

Abr. Do you liite yoin thumb at us, 
sir ? 

Sam. [. [i^idc la Gn\'\ Is the law of oui 
side, if I say .iy ? 

Gjc. No. 

Sajji. No, sir, I do not bite my thumb 1 
at you, sir, but J bite my thumb, sir. : 


Gjr. Do you quarrel, sir ? 

I .Ibr. Quarrel, sir! no, sir. 

Sam. If you dOj sir, I am for you : I 
serve as good a man as you. 

^lbj\ No bcttei. 

Sam. Well, sir. 

Gjw Say Mietter:’ heie comes one of 
my master’s kinsmen. 

Sam. Yes, better, sir. 

.tbj\ You lie. 

Sam. Draw', if you be men. Gregory, 
lemembei thy swashing blow'. 

[T/uyfg/iL 

Enicj- Benvolio. 

Ben. I’ait, fools! 

Put up your swoids; you know' not w'hat 
• you do. [/>Vc7A< do7i’jj iJieir s7oords. 

Ejiicr Tyualt. 

Tyb. What, art thou drawn among 
these heartle'is hinds 
Turn thee, Beiivolio, look upon thy death. 
BcJi. I do but keep the peace : 2 )ut iq:) 
thy sw'ord, 

Oi manage it to part these men with me. 
Tyb. What, drawm, and talk of i)cace ! 

J hate the w’ord, 

As I hate hell, all Montagues, and thee : 
Have at thee, cow’ard ! YThev 

Entcj' several of both houses, 7 oho join the 
fj-ay ; then enter Citizens, 7inth clubs. 
First Cit. Clubs, bills, and jiartisans ! 
strike ! Ijeat them dow n ! 

Down with the ('apulets! down wdth the 
Montagues ! 

Enter Capulet in his tSO'ou, and Lady 
Capulet. 

Cap. What noise is this? Give me 
my long sword, ho ! 

La. Cap. A crutch, a crutch ! w hy call 
you for a sw'oixl ? 

Cap. ATy sw^ord, I say ! Old Montague, 
is come, 

And flourishes his blade in spite of me. 

Enter MonI'AGUE and Lady 
Montague. 

Mon. Thou villain Cai^ulct, — Hold me 
not, let me go. 
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La, Mon, Thou bhalt not btn a foot to 
seek a foe. 

E7itc7' Prince, laiih Attendants. 

Pi'hi. Uebellioub subjects, enemies to 
peace, 

Profaners of this neighbour - stained 

steel,— 

Will tliey not hear? What, ho! you 
men, you beasts, 

That quench the fire of your pernicious 
rage 

\\'ith purple fountains issuing fioin your 
veins. 

On pain of torture, from those bloody 
hands 

Throw your niistempeiM weapons to tlfc 
ground, 

And hear the senterice of your moved 
prince. 

Three civil brawls, bred of an airy word. 
By thee, old Capulet, and Montague, 
Have tlirice di-stuib’d the quiet of oui 
streets, 

And made Verona's ancient citizens 
Cast by their grave beseeming ornament'^, 
To wield old partisans, in haiuU as old. 
Canker’d with peace, to pail your canker’d 
hate : 

If ever you disturb our streets again, 

Your lives shall pay the foifeit of the 
l^eace. 

For this time, all the re^t depaK away : 

\ ou, Capulet, shall go along with me: 
.Ynd, ^loiitagiie, eome you this afternoon, 
To know our further pleasure in this case. 
To old Free*town, our common judge- 
ment-place. 

Once more, on pain of death, all men 
depart. \E \ cunt all but Mon f ague. 

Lady Moulai^ite, aud TeuvoUo, 
Mon, Who set this ancient (piaiiel new 
abroach ? 

r«peak, nephew, were you by when it 
began ? 

]Ru. Here w^ere the servants of your 
adversary, 

Vnd yours, close lighting ere I did ap- 
proach : 

[ drew to pait them: in the instant came i 
1 he fiery Tybalt, with his sw'ord prepaied, I 


Which, as he breathed defiance to my ears, 
lie swung about his head and cut the 
wdnds, 

Who nothing hurt withal hiss'd him in 
scorn : 

While we were interchanging thrusts and 
blows, 

Came more and more and fought on part 
and part. 

Till the prince came, who parted either 
part. 

La. Moti. O, where is Romeo ? saw 
you him to-day ? 

Right glad I am he w'as not at this fray. 

Ben. Madam, an hourbefoie the wor- 
slnpp’d sun 

Peer'd forth the golden window of the 
east, 

A troubled mind drave me to w^alk abroad ; 
Where, underneath the grove of sycamoie 
Thatwestw'ard rootetli fiom thecily’s side, 
So eaily walking did I see your son : 
Towards him I made, but he w'asw'arcof me 
And stole into the covert of the wood : 

I, measuring his affections by my own, 
'fhat most aie busied wdien they he most 
alone. 

Pursued my humour not pursuing his, 
And gladly shunn’d wdto gladly fled fiom 
me. 

J/on. iMany a morning hath he there 
been seen. 

With tears augmenting thefiesh morning's 
deny, 

Adding to clouds more clouds with his 
deep sighs; 

But all so soon as the all-cheering sun 
Should in the furthest east begin to draw 
The shady curtains fiom Aurora’s bed, 
Aw'ayfrom light steals home my heavy son, 
And private in his chamber pens himself, 
ShuSs up his window^s, locks fair daylight 
out 

And makes himself an artificial night: 
Black and portentous must this humour 
prove, 

Unless good counsel may the cause remove. 

Ben. My noble uncle, do you know the 
cause ? 

Mon. I neither know it nor can learn 
of him. 
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Bcu, Have you importuned him by 
any meanb ? 

Mon. Both by myself and many other 
friends : 

But he, his own affections’ counsellor, 

Is to himself — I ^\ill not say how true — 

But to himself so secret and so close, 

So far from sounding and discovery, 

As is the bird bit with an envious worm, 

Ere he can spread his sweet leaves to the 
air, 

Or dedicate his beauty to the sun. 

Could we but loam from whence his 
SOI rows grow. 

We would as willingly give cure as know. 

Enter Romeo. 

Ben. See, where he comes : so please 
you, step aside ; 

I’ll know liis grievance, or be much 
denied. 

Mon. I would thou wort so happy by 
thy stay, 

To hear tiue shiift. Come, madam, 
let’s away. 

\Exciint Mojita^e amt Lady. 

Ben. Good morrow, cousin, 

Rom. Is the day so young? 

Ben. But new struck nine. 

Rom. Ay me ! sad hours seem long. 

Was that my father that went hence so 
fast ? 

Ben. It was. What sadness lengthens 
Romeo’s houi s ? 

Rom. Not having that, which, having, 
makes them shoit. 

Ben. In love ? 

Rom. Out — 

Ben. Of love ? 

Rom. Out of her favour, where I am 
in love. 

Ben. Alas, that love, so gentle i” his 
view. 

Should be so tyrannous and rough in 
proof ! 

Rom. Alas, that love, whose view^ is 
miifUed still. 

Should, without eyes, see pathw’ays to 
his will ! 

W^'here shall we dine ? O me I What 
fray w'as here ? 


Yet tell me not, for I have heard it all. 

Here’s much to do with hate, but more 
with love. 

AVhy, then, O brawding love ! O loving 
hate ! 

O any thing, of nothing first create ! 

O heavy lightness! serious vanity ! 

Mis-shapen chaos of well-seeming forms ! 

Feather of lead, bright smoke, cold fire, 
sick health ! 

Still -waking sleep, that is not what it 
is ! 

This love feel J, that feel no love in this. 

Dost thou not laugh ? 

Ben. No, coz, I rather w’eep. 

Rom. Good heart, at w'hat ? 

Ben. At thy good heart’s oppression. 

Rom. Why, such is love's transgression. 

Griefs of mine own lie heavy in iny 
breast, 

Wdiich thou will propagate, to have it 
prest 

Wdth more of thine : this love that thou 
hast showm 

Doth add more grief to too much of mine 
own. 

Love is a smoke raised wnth the fume (T 
sighs ; 

Being pinged, a fire sparkling in lovers' 
eyes; 

Being vex’d, a sea nourish’d wdth lovers' 
tears : 

What is it else ? a madness most discreet , 

A choking gall and a preserving sw^eet. 

f arewell, my coz. 

Ben. Soft ! I wdll go along ; 

An if you leave me so, you do me wnong. 

Jvom. Tut, I have lost myself ; I am 
not here ; 

This is not Romeo, he’s some other 
w here. 

Ben. Tell me in sadness, who is thaii^*'' 
you love. 

yto/n. AVhat, shall I groan and tell 
thee ? 

Ben. Groan ! w^hy, no ; 

But s.adly tell me who. 

Rom. Bid a sick man in sadness make 
his w ill : 

Ah, word ill urged to one that is so ill ! 

In sadness, cousin, I do love a woman. 
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Ben, I aim’d so near, when I supposed 
you loved. 

Rom, A right good mark-man ! And 
she’s fair I love. 

Ben. A right fair mark, fair co/, is 
soonest hit. 

Ro7n. Well, in that hit you miss : 
she’ll not be hit 

With Cupid's arrow ; she hath Dian’s 
wit ; 

And, in strong proof of chastity well 
aim’d, 

From love’s weak childish bow she lives 
unharm’d. 

She will not stay the siege of loving 
terms, 

Nor bide the encounter of assailing ey(^, 
Nor ope her lap to saint-seducing gold: 

O, she is iich in beauty, only poor. 

That when she dies with beauty dies her 
store. 

Ben. Then she hath swoin that she ! 
\\ ill still live chaste ? 

Rom. She hath, and in that sparing 
makes huge waste, 1 

F or beauty starved wuth hei severity 
Cuts beauty off from all posterity. 

She is too fair, too wise, wisely too fair. 
To merit bliss by making me despair: 

She hath forsworn to love, and m that 
vow 

Do I live dead that live to tell it now. 

Ben. Be ruled by me, forget to think 
of her. 

Rom, O, teach me how 1 should forget 
to think. 

Ben. By giving liberty unto thine 
eyes ; 

Examine other beauties. 

Rom. ’Tis the way 

To call hers exquisite, in question more : 
These happy masks that kiss fair ladies’ 
brows 

Being black put us in mind they hide the 
fair; 

He that is strucken blind cannot forget 
d'he precious tieasurc of his eyesight 
lost : 

Show me a mistress that is passing fair, 
What doth her beauty serve, but as a 


Where I may read who ])ass’d that pass- 
ing fair ? 

Farewell : thou canst not teach me to 
forget. 

Ben. I'll pay that doctiine, or else 
die in debt. \EAennt. 

Scene II. A sireef. 

Capule'J , Paris, Servant. 

Cap. But INIontague is bound as w'ell 
as I, 

In penalty alike; and ’tis not hard, I 
think, 

hVir men so old as w’e to keep the peace. 

L*a7\ Of honourable reckoning are you 
both ; 

And pity ’tis you lived at odds so long. 

But now, my lord, what say you to my 
suit ? 

Cap, But saying o'er w'hat I have said 
befoi e : 

My child is yet a stranger in the world ; 

She hath not seen the change of fourteen 
yeais; 

Let two more summers wither in their 
pride, 

Ere w'c may think her upe to be a bride. 

Paj-. Younger than she are happy 
mothers made. 

Cap. And loo soon marr’d aie those 
so early made. 

The eaith hath swallow’d all my hopes 
but she, 

She is the hopeful lady of my earth : 

But w^oo her, gentle Paiis, get her heart, 

My will to her consent is but a part ; 

An she agree, within her scope of choice 

Lies my consent and fair according voice. 

This night 1 hold an old accustom’d feast, 

Whereto I have invited many a guest, 

Su(ji as I love; and you, among the 
store. 

One more, most w^'clcome, makes my 
number more. 

At my poor house look to behold this 
night 

Eaith -treading stars that make daik 
heaven light : 

.Such comfort as do lusty young men feel 

When ’well-ajiparell’d April on the heel 
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Of limping winter treads^ even buch de- 
light 

Among fresli fei .'dc huds shall you this 
night 

Inherit at my house; la nr all, all sec, 
And like her motbt whose merit most shall 
be: 

tWliich on moie view, of many mine 
being one 

May stand in number, though in reckoning 
none. 

Come, go with me. [7<7 Serv., 

paper. ^ Co, sirrah, trudge about 
Through fair Veiona; find those persons 
out 

Whose names are written there, and to 
them say, 

My house ami welcome on their pleasure 
slay. [Exeiuit Capuht and j\m^. 
.S^V7^ Find lliem out who>e name.s are 
written heie! It is wmitten, that the 
shoemaker should meddle wuh his yaid. 
and the tailor with his last, the lishcr wdih 
his pencil, and the painter with his nets; 
but I am bcm to tind those persons 
whose names are lierc writ, and can never 
find ',hat names the W'riiing jierson hath 
here writ. I must to ihc^ learned. — In 
good lime. 

E7ifjr Bewolio and Romeo. 

Lh'n, Tut, man, one fire burns out 
another’s 1 aiming. 

One pain is lessenM by another’s an- 
guisli ; 

Turn guldy, and lie hol]^ I^y iiackwaid 
tinning; 

One desperate grief cures wiili nnolhci’s 
langinMi : 

Take thou some new infection to tliy 
eye, 

And tlie rank poison of the old will 
die. • 

Rom. \oiiY plaintain-Icaf is excellent 
for that. 

Erji. For whai, I piny thee? 

For your broken shin. 

Romeo, art thou mad ? 

\om. Rot mad, but bound more than 
a madman is ; 

Shut up in prison, kept wdthout my food. 


Whipp’d and tormented and — God-den, 
good fellow'. 

Ser7'. God gi’ god -den. I pray, sir, 
can you read ? 

Rom. Ay, mine own fortune in my 
misery. 

AV;t'. Beiliaps you have learned it 
without book : but, I pray, can you read 
any thing you see ? 

Rom. Ay, if J know the letters and 
the language. 

Sera. Ye say honestly : rest you merry ! 
1^0771. Stay, fellow ; I can read. 

CSignior IMaitino and his wife and 
daughlers ; County Anselme and his 
beauteous sifters ; the lady w'idow of 
Mlriuio ; Sigiiior IMaceniio and his lovely 
nieces; Meixiilio and his brother ^^alen- 
imc ; mine uncle Cajiulet, his wife, and 
daughters ; my fair niece Rosaline ; la via ; 
Signior Valenlio and his cousin Tybalt; 
l-ucio and the lively Helena.’ 

A fail assembly : whither should thc 7 
come ? 

.Vrr-. Vp. 

Rom. W'hither 

.SV;7-. Tosup])cr; to our house. 

AW. Whose house ? 

Styy. My master's. 

A 0/77. Indeed, I should have ask’d you 
that bcfoic. 

X’7'c7. Kow I ’ll tell you without asking ; 
my master is the great rich Cajmlct; and 
if you he not of the liouse of Montagues, 

I pray, come and crush a cup of wine. 
Rest you meiry ! [ExR. 

Een. At this .same ancient feast of 

Capiilet’s 

Sup:, the fair Rosaline wliom thou so 
lovest, 

M ith all the admired beauties of Verona : 
Go thither; and, with unatlaintcd eye. 
Compare her face with some that I shall 
show', 

And I will make thee think thy swan a 
crow'. 

AW. When the devout religion of mine 
eye 

Maintain.s such falsehood, then turn 
tears to fires : 
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And these, who often drown’d could never 
die, 

Transpaient hcietics, he burnt for liars I 

One fairei than my ]o\e ! the all-seeing sun 

Ne’er saw her match since first the world 
bc‘gun. 

Ben. I'ut, }oa saw her fair, none else 
being by, 

Herself poised ^^ith herself in cither eye: 

But in that crystal scales let there be 
weigh’d 

Your lady’s love against some other maid 

Idiat I will show you shining at this feast, 

And she shall scant show well that now 
shows best. 

I’ll go along, no such sight to 
be shown, ^ 

But to rejoice in sidendour of mine owm. 

{ExciniL 

Scene III. A room in Capnlci's how^e. 

Enicr Lapy CAi'UiJ'/r and Nurse. 

La. Cap. Nurse, w’hcre ’s my daughter? 
call her forth to me. 

N'u7‘sc. Now, by my maidenhead, at 
twehe )’car old, 

I bade her come. What, iamb I what, 
lady -bird ! 

God forbid ! Whcic’s this girl ? What, 
Juliet ! 

Enter J ulie r. 

Jul. llow'uow'I who calls? 

Nurse. Youi mother. 

JuL ]\Tadam, T am here. 

What is your will ? 

La. Cap. This is the matter: — Nurse, 
give leave awdiile, 

We must talk in secret : — nurse, come 
back again ; 

I have remember’d me, thou’s hear our 
counsel. 

Thou know’st my daughter’s of a pietty 
age. 

Nurse. Faith, I can tell her age unto 
an houi. 

La. Cap. She’s not fourteen. 

Nurse. I ’ll lay fouitecn of my teeth, — 

And yet, to my teen be it spoken, I have 
Iml four, — 


She is not fourteen. How long is it now 
To Lainmas-tide ? 

La. Cap. A fortnight and odd days. 

Nurse. E\en or odd, of all days in the 
year, 

Come Lammas-cve at night shall she be 
fourteen. 

Susan and she — God rest all Christian 
souls ! — 

Were of an age : well, Susan is wdth God ; 
She w’as too good for me : but, as I saiil, 
On Lammas -eve at night shall she be 
fourteen ; 

That shall she, marry ; I remember it 
well. 

’Tis since the earthcjuake now eleven 
years ; 

And she wa'7 w'can’d, — I never shall for- 
get it,— 

Of all the days of the year, upon that day : 
For I h.ul then laid woimwood to my dug, 
Sitting in the sun under the do\ e-house 
w all ; 

My lord and you w^ere then at Mantua : — 
Nay, I do bear a brain: — but, as I said, 
When it did taste the w'oimwood on the 
nipple 

Of my dug and felt it bitter, jiretty fool, 

I To see it tetchy and fall out wnth the 
(lug! 

‘ Shake’ quoth the clove-house: ’twas no 
need, I tiow. 

To bid me trudge : 

And Mnce that time it is eleven years; 
For then she could stand alone ; nay, by 
the rood, 

She couhl have lun and w’^addled all about ; 
PAr even the day before, she broke her 
brow: 

And then my husband — God be with his 
soul ! 

A’ w\as a merry man— took up the child ; 
‘ \ ea,’ quoth he, ‘ do^t thou fall upon thy 
face ? 

Thou will fall backward wLcn thou hast 
more w it ; 

Wilt thou not, Jule?’ and, by my holi- 
dame, 

The pretty wnctch left ciying and said 

‘Ay.’ 

To see, now, how' a jest shall come about ! 



JWMEO AND JULIET 


ACT I 


I warrant, an I shonld ]i\e a thousand 
years, 

I nevci shouM h : ‘Wilt thou not, 

Jule?’ quoti^ lie; 

And, i)retly fool, it stiidcd and said ‘Ay.' 

La. Cap. Enough of this; I j^ray thee, 
liold thy peace. 

Nurse. Yes, madam : yet I cannot 
choose hut laugh. 

To think it should leave crying and say ‘Ay. ’ 
And >et, I wan ant, it had upon its hiow 
A hump as hig as a young cockerel' .s stone ; 
A pai lous knock ; and it cried bitterly : 

‘ Yea,’ quoth my husband, ‘ fall'st upon 
thy face? 

'fhou w lit fall backward u hen thou comest 
to age; 

W'il t thou not, J ule ? ’ it stinted and said ‘Ay. ’ 
Jul. And stint thou too, I pray thee, 
nurse, say I. 

Nurse. Peace, I have done. God 
mark tliee to his giacel 
'fhou wast the pictticst babe that e’er J 
nursed ; 

An f might live to see thee married once, 

I have my wisli. 

J.a Cap. Many, that ‘many’ is the 
very theme 

I came to talk of. 'Pell me, daughter 
Juliet, 

How ‘^taiKbyotir disposition lobe mariied? 
JuL It i^an honoui that I dream not t>f. 

Niiru\ An honour! were not I thine 
only nurse, 

I would say thou hadst suck’d wisdom 
from thy teat 

I.a. Cap. W'ell, think of marriage now; 
\oungei than you, 

Efere in Verona, ladies of esteem. 

Are made already mothers : by my count, 
I was your mother much upon these yeais 
That you are now a maid. Thus thei\ in 
brier*. 

d'he valiant Paris seeks you for his love. 

Altrse. A man, young lady ’ lady, such 
a man 

As all the w'orld — why, he’s a man of w'ax. 

La. Cap, \ eiona’s summer hath not 
such a f}o\ver. 

APr^e. Nay, he’s a flowei ; in faith, a 
very flower. 


La. Cap. What say you ? can you love 
the gentleman ? 

This night you shall behold him at our 
feast ; 

Read o’er the volume of young Paris’ face 
And find delight wo it there witli beauty’s 
pen ; 

Examine evciy^ married lineament 
And see how one another lends content, 
And what obscured in this fair volume lies 
P'md w’ritten in the margent of his eyes. 
This precious book of love, this unbound 
lover, 

To beautify him, only lacks a cover: 

The fish lives in the sea, and ’lis much 
pride 

Fijr fair without the fair wdtliin to hide : 
Thai book in many's eyes doth .share the 
glory. 

That ill gold clasps locks in tlie golden 
j stoiy: 

I So .shall you share all that he doth possess, 

; I>y liaNing him, making youi.self no less, 
j Nu7‘se. No lci>s ! nay, biggei ; women 
j grow by men. 

I.a. Cap. Speak briefly, can you like 
of Paris' love ? 

JhL I ’ll look to like, if looking liking 
move ; 

But no more deep will I endart mine eye 
Than your consent gives strength to make 
it fly. 

Enter a Servant. 

SenK Madam, the guests are come, 
suppei served up, you called, my young 
lady asked for, the nurse cursed in the 
pantry, and every thing in extremity. I 
mu‘'t hence tow^ait ; T beseech you, follow 
i stiaight. 

' La. Cap. We follow thee. [Exit Sc r- 
vajit."] Juliet, the county stays. 
Nurse. Go, girl, seek happy nights to 
happy days. [Exeunt. 

Scene IV. A street. 

Enter Romeo, Mercutio, Benvolto, 
laith five or six Maskers, Torch-bearers, 
and others. 

/torn. What, shall this speech be spoke 
for our excuse ? 
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Or shall wc on without apology? 

Ben, The date is out of such prolixity : 

We’ll have no Cupid hoodwink’d with a 
scarf, 

licaring a Tartar’s painted bow of lath, 

Scaring the ladies like a crow -keeper; 

Nor no without -book prologue, faintly 
spoke 

After the prompter, for our entrance : 

Tut let them measuve us by what they 
wdll ; 

We’ll measure them a measure, and be 
gone. 

Rom, Give me a torch : I am not for 
this ambling; 

being but heavy, I will bear the light. 

Mer. Nay, gentle Romeo, wc mfist 
have you dance. 

Rom, NVjt I, believe me ; you have 
dancing shoes 

^Vlth nimble soles: T have a soul of lead 

So stakes me to the ground I cannot move. 

Mc7\ You arc a lover ; borrow Cupid’s 
wingc, 

And soar with them above a common 
bound. 

Rom. I am too sore enpierced with his 
shaft 

To soar with his light fcatheis, and so 
bound, 

I cannot bound a pitch above dull w oe ; 

U nder love’s heavy burden do I sink. 

JMer. And, to sink in it, should you 
burden love; 

'I'oo great oppression for a tender thing. 

Rom. Is love a tender thing ? it is too* 
rough. 

Too rude, too boisterous, and it piicks 
like thorn. 

l\Iei'. If love be rough wdth you, be 
rough with love ; 

Prick love for pricking, and you beat love 
down. 

Give me a case to put my visage in: 

A visor for a vibor ! what care T 

What curious eye doth quote deformities? 

Here are the beetle browns shall blush for 
me. 

Ben. Come, knock and enter; and no 
sooner in, 

but every man betake him to his legs. 


Rom. A torch for me: let wantons 
light of heart 

Tickle the senseless rushes w’ith their 
heels, 

For I am proverb’d w'ith a gr.andsiie 
phrase ; 

1 ’ll be a candle-holder, and look on. 
d'he game was ne’er so fail, and 1 am 
done. 

Mer. Tut, dun’s the mouse, the con- 
stable’s ow n word : 

If thou art dun, wee’ll diaw’ thee from the 
mire 

Of this sir-reverence love, wherein thou 
stick’st 

Up to the ears. Come, u c burn daylight, 
ho! 

l^om. Nay, that ’s not so. 

Mcr. . I mean, sir, in delay 
We w'aste our lights in vain, like lamps 
by day. 

Take ourgood meaning, for our judgement 
sits 

Five times in that ere once in our five 
w'its. 

Rom. And wc..mean well in going to 
this mask ; 

but ’tis no wit to go. 

Mcr. ^Yhy, may one ask ? 

Rom. I di earn'd a dream to-night. 

Mcr. And so did 1. 

Rom. Well, wdiat w^as youis? 

Mcr. That dreamers often lie. 

Rom. In bed asleep, while they do 
dream things true. 

Mer. O, then, I see Queen INIab hath 
been with you. 

She is the faiiies’ midwife, and she comes 
In .shape no bigger than an agate-stone 
On the fore-finger of an alderman, 

Drawn wdth a team of little atomies 
Atlfwart men’s noses as they lie asleep ; 
Her w'aggon -spokes made of long .spin- 
ners’ legs, 

The cover of the wings of grasshoppers. 
The traces of the smallest spider’s web, 
I'he collars of the moonshine's watery 
l)eams. 

Her w^hip of cricket’s bone, the lash of 
fill] , 

Her waggoner a small grey-coated gnat. 



lO 


ROMEO AND JWJET 


ACT T 


Not half so big as a roimcl little worm 

Prick’d from the W/y fingei of a maid ; 

Her chariot is an em|jty hazel-nut 

Made by the joiner squiriel or old 
grub, 

Time out o’ mind the fairies’ coach- 
makers. 

And in this state she gallops night by 
night 

Through lovers’ brains, and then ihey 
dream of love ; 

O’er courtiers’ knees, that dream on 
court’sies straight, 

O’er lawyeis’ fingers, who straight dream 
on fees, 

O’er ladies’ lips, who straight on kisses 
dream. 

Which oft the angiy Mab with blisters 
plagues. 

Because their breaths vith sweetmeats 
tainted are : 

Sometime she gallops o'er a courtier's 
nose, 

And then dreams he of smelling out a 
suit ; 

And sometime comes she with a tithe- 
pig’s tail 

Tickling a parson's nose as a’ lies asleep, 

Then dreams he of another benefice ; 

Sometime she driveth o'ei a soldier'^ 
neck. 

And then dreams he of cutting foreign 
throats, 

Of bleaches, ambuscadocs, Spanish 
blades, 

Of healths five-fathom deep ; and then 
anon 

Drums in his ear, at which he starts and 
wakes. 

And being thus flighted swear"; a prayer 
or two 

And sleeps again. This is that very 
Mab 

That plats the manes of horses in the 
night, 

And bakes the elf-locks in foul sluttish 
hairs, 

Which once untangled much misfortune 
bodes : 

This is the hag, when maids lie on their 
backs. 


That presses them and learns them first 
to bear, 

hlaking them women of good cairiage : 
This is she — 

R 0 // 1 . Peace, peace, Mercutio, peace ! 
Thou talk’st of nothing. 

JAv. True, I talk of dreams. 

Which are the children of an idle brain. 
Begot of nothing but vain fantasy. 

Which is as thin of substance as the air 
And more inconstant than the wind, who 
'wooes 

Even now the fiozen bosom of the north. 
And, being anger’d, puffs away from 
thence, 

Turning his face to the dew-dropi:)ing 
south. 

lA'/i. This wind, you talk of, blows us 
from ourselves ; 

Supper is done, and we shall come too 
late. 

/vV/7/. I fear, too early : for my mind 
misgives 

Some consequence yet hanging in the 
s< ars 

Shall bitterly begin his fearful date 
With this night’s revels and expire the 
term 

Of a despised life closed in my breast 
By some vile foifeit of untimely death. 
But lie, that hath the steerage of my 
course, 

Direct my sail! On, lusty gentlemen. 
Be’//, Strike, drum. \Exeu/ii, 

Scene V. A hall in CapuleBs house. 

Musicians 7oai/i7?/^. Enter Servingmen, 
7viih /tapkins. 

FBst Serv, Wheie’s Potpan, that he 
helps not to take away? He shift a 
trenchei ? he scrape a trencher ! 

Sec. Scz-v. When good manners shall 
lie all in one or two men’s hands and 
they unwashed too, ’tis a foul thing. 

F/)'st Serv. Away with the joint-stools, 
remove the court-cupboard, look to the 
plate. Good thou, save me a piece of 
marchpane ; and, as thou lovest me, let 
the porter let in Susan Grindstone and 
Nell. Antony, and Potpan ! 
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Sec, Serv. Ay, ]3oy, ready. 

First .Sc7‘ZK You aic looked for and 
called for, aslvcd for and sought for, in 
the great eliamber. 

See. Serr. \Vc cannot he here and 
there too. Clieerly, boys ; be brisk 
awhile, and the longer liver take all. 

Enter Capitlet, tcv/// Juliet aiid others 

of his house, meeting the Guests and 

Maskers. 

Cap. Welcome, gentlemen ! ladies that 
have iheir toes 

Unplagued uith coins will have a bout 
with you. 

Ah ha, my mistresses ! w’hich of you all 
Will now deny to d.ance ? she that maizes 
dainty, 

She, Ull swear, hath corns; am I come 
near ye now ? 

Welcome, gentlemen ! I have seen the 
day 

That I have w'orn a visor and could tell 
A wdiispering tab' in a fair lady’s ear. 
Such as w'ould please : His gone, *tis gone, 
His gone ; 

You are welcome, gentlemen! Come, 
musicians, play. 

A liall, a hall ! give loom ! and foot it, 
girls. 

YMnsic plays, and they dance. 
More light, you knaves; and turn the 
tables up. 

And quench the fire, the room is grown 
too hot. 

Ah, siirah, this unlook’d-for sport comes 
well. 

Nay, sit, nay, sit, good cousin Capiilet; 
For you and I are past our dancing days : 
flow long is’t now^ since last yourself and I 
Were in a mask ? 

Sec. Cap. By’r lady, thirty years. 

Cap. What, man ! His not so much, 
His not so much ; 

’Tis since the nuptial of Lucentio, 

Come pentecost as quickly as it wdll, 
Some five and twenty yeais; and then 
we mask’d. 

Sec. Cap. ’Tis more, ’tis more: his son 
is elder, sir ; 

Ills son is thirty. 


Cap. Will you tell me that ? 

llis son was but a ward two yeais ago. 

Rom. XPFo a Servinymai{\ What lady - 
is that, wdiich doth enrich the hand 

Of yonder knight ? 

Sei'ZK I know not, sir. 

Rom. O, she doth teach the torches to 
burn bright ! 

It seems she hangs upon the cheek of 
night 

Like a licli jewel in an Ethiope’s ear ; 

Beauty too rich for use, for earth too 
deal ! 

So shows a snowy dove trooping with 
crows, 

As yonder lady o’er her fellow's show's. 

The measure done. I’ll watch her place 
of stand, 

And, touching hers, make blessed my 
nide hand. 

Did my heart love till now ? forswear it, 
sight ! 

For I ne'ei saw' true beauty till this night. 

Tyb. This, by his voice, should be a 
Montague. 

Fetch me my lapicr, boy. What dares 
the slave, 

Come hither, cover’d wuth an antic face, 

To fleer and scorn at our solemnity ? 

Now, by the stock and honour of my kin, 

To strike him dead I hold it not a sin. 

Cap. Why, how' nowq kinsman ! 
wherefore storm you .so ? 

lyb. Uncle, this is a Montague, our 
foe, 

A villain that is hither come in .spite, 

To scorn at our solemnity till's night. 

Cap. Young Romeo is it ? 

Tyb. ’Tis he, that villain Romeo. 

Cap. Content thee, gentle coz, let him 
alone ; 

Hejiears him like a portly gentleman; 

And, to say truth, \''eiona brags of him 

I’o be a viituous and w'ell govern'd 
youth : 

I would not for the w'ealth of all the 
towm 

Here in my house do him disparagement: 

Therefore be patient, take no note of 
him : 

It is my w'ill, the which if thou respect, 
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Show a fair presence and off these 
frowns, 

An ill-beseeming semblance for a feast. 

Tyh. It fits, when such a villain is a 
gue^t : 

I ’ll not endure him. 

Cap. He shall be endured: 

What, goodman boy ! I say, he shall : 
go to; 

Am I the master here, or you ? go to. 

^"ou’ll not endure him I God shall mend 
my soul ! 

Yon'll make a mutiny among my guests! 

You will set cock-a-hoop! you’ll be the 
man ! 

Tyh. Why, uncle, ’tis a shame. 

Cap. Go to, go to : 

You are a saucy boy: is't so, indeed? 

This trick may chance to scathe you, I 
know what : 

You must contrary me ! marry, ’tis time. 

AVcll said , my liearts ! You ai e a princox ; 
go: 

lie quiet, or — More light, more light ! 
P'or shame ! 

I’ll ni.vke you quiet. What, chcerly, 
my heaits ! 

Tyh. Patience perforce with wilful 
choler meeting 

Makes my llesh tremble in their diffeicnt 
greeting. 

I will withdraw : but this intrusion shall 

Now seeming sweet convert to bitter gall. 

\Exit. 

Rom. \To Jnlict'\ If I piofane with my 
unworthiest hand 

This holy .shrine, the gentle fine is this: 

My lips, two blushing idlgrims, ready 
stand 

To smooth that rough touch with a 
tender kiss. 

Jitl. Good pilgrim, you do wrong your 
hand too much. 

Which mannerly devotion shows in 
this ; 

For saints have hands that pilgrims’ 
hands do touch, 

And palm to palm is holy palmers’ 
kiss. 

Rom. Have not saints lips, and holy 
palmers too? 


Jitl. Ay, pilgrim, lips that they must 
use in prayer. 

Rom. O, then, dear saint, let lips do 
what hands do; 

They pray, grant thou, lest faith turn 
to despair. 

Jitl. Saints do not move, though grant 
for prayers’ sake. 

Rom. Then move not, while my prayer’s 
effect I take. 

Thus from my lips, by yours, my sin is 
purged. 

Jitl. Then have my lips the sin that they 
have took. 

Rom. Sin from my lips ? O trespass 
.sweetly urged ! 

Give me my sin again. 

Jill. You kiss by the book. 

Nurse. Madam, your mother craves a 
word with you. 

Rom. What is her mother ? 

Nttr^'C. Many, bacheloi, 

Her mother is the lady of the house. 

And a good lady, and a wise and virtu- 
ous : 

I mused her daughter, that you talk’d 
withal ; 

I tell you, he that can lay hold of her 

Shall have the chinks. 

Rom. Is she a Capulet ? 

0 deal account ! my life is my foe’s 

debt. 

Ben. Away, be gone; the S2:)ort is at 
the best. 

Rom. Ay, so I fear; the more is my 
unrest. 

Cap. Nay, gentlemen, prepare not to 
be gone ; 

We have a trifling foolish banquet to- 
W'ards. 

Is it e’en so? why, then, I thank you all ; 

1 thank you, honest gentlemen; good 

night. 

More torches here ! Come on then, let’s 
to bed. 

Ah, sirrah, by my fay, it waxes late : 

I ’ll to my rest. 

[Exeunt all hut Juliet and Nurse. 

Jul. Come hither, nurse. What is 
yon gentleman ? 

Nurse. The son and heir of old Tiberio. 
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Jill. What’s he that now is going out 
of door ? 

Nurse. Marry, that, I think, be young 
Pctrucio. 

Jul. What’s he that follows there, that 
would not dance ? 

Nurse. I know not. 

Jill. Go, ask hit> name : ifhe be married, 

My grave is like to be my wedding bed. 

Niu'se. II is name is Romeo, and a 
Montague ; 

The only son of your great enemy. 

Jul. My only love sprung from my only 
hate ! 

Too early seen unknown, and known too 
late ! 

Prodigious biitli of love it is to me, * 

That 1 must love a loathed enemy. 

Nurse. What’s this? what’s this? 

Jul. A rhyme I learn'd even now 

Of one I danced withal. 

[ One i alls within ‘ J ulict. ’ 

Nurse. Anon, anon ! 

Come, let’s away; the strangeis all are 
gone. [Exeunt. 

ACT II. 
PROLOGUE. 

Enter Chorus. 

Chor. Now old desire doth in his 
death-bed lie, 

And young affection gapes to be his 
heir ; 

That fair for which love groan’d for and 
would die. 

With tender Juliet match’d, is now not 
fair. 

Now Romeo is keloved and loves again. 

Alike bewitched by the charm of looks. 

But to his foe supposed he must com- 
plain, 

And she steal love’s sweet bait fiom 
fearful hooks: 

Being held a f(K', lie may not have access 

To breathe such vows as lovers use to 
swear ; 

And she as much in love, her means much 
less 

To meet her new-beloved any where: 


But passion lends them puwer, time 
means, to meet, 

Tempering extremities with extieme 
sweet. [Aa it. 

Scp:ne I. A lane by the wall of CapulcLs 
orchard. 

Enter Romeo. 

Rotn. Can I go forward when my heart 
is heie ? 

Turn back, dull earth, and find thy centre 
out. [He I limbs the ivall., and 

leaps down within it. 

Enter Benvoi to and Mercutio. 

Ben. Romeo ! my cousin Romeo I 

Mer. lie is w ise ; 

And, on my life, hath stoVn him home to 
bed. 

Ben. lie ran this way, and leap'd thi> 
orchard wall : 

Call, good Mercutio. 

Mer. Nay, I’ll conjuie too. 

Romeo ! humours I madman ! passion ! 
lover ! 

Appear thou in the likeness of a sigh: 

‘-'peak but one rhyme, and I am satis- 
fied ; 

Cry but ‘ Ay me I ' pronounce but ‘ love ’ 
and Glove;’ 

Speak to my gossip Venus one fair word. 

One nick-name for her purblind son and 
heir. 

Young Adam Cupid, he that shot so trim. 

When King Cophetua loved the beggar- 
maid ! 

He heareth not, he stirreth not, he moveth 
not; 

The ape is dead, and I must conjure him. 

I conjure thee by Rosaline’s bright eyes, 

By iier high forehead and her scarlet lip, 
j By her fine foot, straight leg and quiver- 
ing thigh 

And the demesnes that there adjacent lie. 

That in thy likeness thou appear to us ! 

Ben. An ifhe hear thee, thou wait anger 
him. 

Mer. This cannot ange,r him: ’twould 
anger him 

To raise a spirit in his mistress’ circle 
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Of some strange nature, letting it theie 
stand 

Till she had laid it and conjured it down; 
That were some spite : my invocation 
Is fair and honest, and in his mistress’ 
name 

I conjure only but to raise up him. 

Ecu, Come, he hath hid himself among 
these trees, 

To be consorted with the liumorous night : 
Blind is his love and best befits the dark. 

Mer. If love be blind, love cannot hit 
the mark. 

Now will he sit under a medlar tree, 

And wish his mistress were that kind of 
fruit 

As maids call medlars, when they laugh 
alone. 

O, Romeo, that she were, O, that she were 
An open et cjetera, thou a poperin pear! 
Romeo, good night: I'll to my uuckle- 
bed ; 

This field -bed is too cold for me to slecji : 
Come, shall we go ? 

Ben, Go, then ; for ’tis in vain 
To seek him here that means not to be 
found. \Eseitnt, 

Scene II. Capuhfs rre/uzrd. 

Enter l\.()Mr:(). 

Rom, He jests at scars that never felt 
a wound. 

[Jnlict appears abo7’C at a ivindoiv. 
But, soil ! what light thiough yondci win- 
dow breaks ? 

It is the east, and Juliet is the sun. 

Arise, fair sun, and kill the envious moon, 
Who is already sick and pale with grief, 
That thou her maid art far more fair than 
she : 

Be not her maid, since she is envious ; 
Her vestal livery is but sick and green 
And none but fooK do wear it ; cast it off. 
It is my lady, O, it is my love ! 

O, that she knew^ she were ! 

She speaks, yet she says nothing: w^hat 
of that ? 

Her eye discourses ; I will answer it. 

I am too bold, ’tis not to me she speaks : 
Tvr'o of the fairest stars in all the heaven. 


Having some business, do entreat her eyes 
To twankle in their spheies till they return. 
What if her eyes w^ere there, they in her 
head ? 

The biightncss of her cheek would shame 
those stars, 

As daylight doth a lamp; her eyes in 
heaven 

Would through the airy region stream so 
bright 

That birds w'ould sing and think it w'ere 
not night. 

See, how" she leans her cheek upon her 
hand ! 

O, that I were a glove upon that hand, 
That I might touch that cheek ! 

JiiL Ay me ! 

Rom, She speaks; 

O, speak again, bright angel I for thou art 
^Vs glorious to this night, being o'er my 
head. 

As is a winged messenger of heaven 
Unto the white-upturned wondering eyes 
Of mortals that fall back to gaze on him 
When he bestrides the lazy-jiacing clouds 
And sails ujion the bosom of the air. 

Jnl, O Romeo, Romeo ! w'hereforc ai t 
thou Romeo ? 

Deny thy father and refuse thy name ; 
Or, if thou w ilt not, be but sworn my love, 
And I'll no longer be a Cajiulet. 

Rom, [As/de] Shall I hear more, or 
shall I sj)cak at this ? 

Jill, ’Tis but thy name that is my 
enemy ; 

Thou ait thyself, though not a INIontaguc. 
What's Montague? it is nor hand, nor 
foot, 

Nor arm, nor face, nor any other part 
Belonging to a man. O, be some other 
name ! 

AVhat ’s in a name ? that which w^c call a 
rose 

By any other name would smell as sw^eet ; 
So Romeo would, were he not Romeo 
call'd, 

Retain that dear perfection wdiich he owc^ 
AVithoutthat title. Romeo, doff thy name, 
And for that name which is no part of thee 
Take all myself. 

Rom, 1 take thee at thy w^ord : 
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.Call me but love, and I’ll be new baptized ; 
MIenceforth I never will be Romeo. 

Jtd, What man art thou that thus be- 
I screen’d in night 
’ So stumblest on my counsel ? 

Ro/n. Ry a name 

I know not how^ to tell thee who I am : 
My name, dear saint, ib hateful to myself, 
Because it is an enemy to thee; 

Had I it wTitten, I would tear the w^ord. 

Jnl. My cars have not yet drunk a 
bundled words 

Of that tongue’s utterance, yet 1 know the 
sound : 

Art thou not Romeo and a Montague ? 

Rom. Neither, Hir saint, if either thee 
dislike. ♦ 

JtiL How earnest thou hither, tell me, 
and wherefore? 

The orchard walls aie high and hard to 
climb, 

And the place death, considering \sho 
thou art, 

If any of my kinsmen find thee here. 

Rom. With love’s light wdngs did 1 
o'er-pcrch these walls ; 

For stony limits cannot hold love out, 
And what love can do that dares love 
attempt ; 

Therefoic thy kinsmen are no let to me. 

JiiL If they do see thee, they will 
murder thee. 

Rom. Alack, there lies more peril in 
thine eye 

Than twenty of their svvoids: look thou 
but sweet, 

And I am proof against their enmity. 

Jill. I would not for the world they 
saw thee here. 

Rom. I have night’s cloak to hide me 
“ from their sight; 

And but thou love me, let them find me 
here : 

i^Iy life were better ended by their hate, 
^han death prorogued, wanting of thy 
^ love. 

Jul. By whose direction found’st thou 
out tliis place ? 

Rom. By love, who fiist did prompt 
me to inquire ; 

lie lent me counsel and I lent him eyes. 


I am no pilot ; yet, wert thou as far 
As that vast shoie wash’d with the 
farthest sea, 

I would adventuie for such merchandise. 

Jill. Thou know’st the mask of night 
is on my face. 

Else would a maiden blush bepaint my 
check 

For that which thou hast hcai cl me speak 
to-night. 

Fain would I cRvell on form, fain, fain deny 
What I have spoke : but farew^ell com- 
pliment ! 

Dost thou love me? 1 know thou wilt 
say ‘ Ay,’ 

And I will take thy w^ord ; yet, if thou 
swear’st, 

Thou mayst prove false ; at lovers' 
perjuries, 

They say, Jove laughs. O gentle Romeo, 
If thou dost love, pronounce it faithfully ; 
Or if thou think’st I am too quickly won, 
I’ll frowm and be pei verse and say thee 
nay. 

So thou wilt woo; but else, not for the 
W'orld. 

In truth, fair Montague, I am too fond, 
\nd therefore thou mayst think my 
’haviour light ; 

init tiust me, gentleman, I’ll prove more 
tiue 

Than those that have more cunning to be 
strange. 

I should have been moie strange, I must 
confess, 

But that thou overheaid'st, ere I w'as ware. 
My true love's passion: thercfoie pardon 
me. 

And not impute this yielding to light love. 
Which the dark night hath so discovered. 

Rom. Lady, by yonder blessed moon I 
•Bwx'ar 

That tips with silver all these fruit-tree 
tops — 

Jul. O, swear not by the moon, the 
inconstant moon, 

That monthly changes in her circled orb, 
lx*st that thy love piove likewise variable. 

Rom. What shall I swear by ? 

Jul. Do not swear at all ; 

Or, if thou wilt, swear by thy gracious self, 
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ROA/JlU .INP JULIET 

Wiiicli IS the god of ni} idolati}, ! If tliat Ihy bent of love be honourable, 

And ril believe thee. Thy puipose marriage, send me woid to- 

Rojfi. If my heart’s dear lo\e — I nioiiow, 

Jul, Well, do not suear: although I ’ Ily one that I’ll procure to come to thee, 
joy in ihee, ! AMicre and ^hat time thou wilt pciform 

I have no joy of tins contract to-night : I the litc ; 

It is too lasli, too unadvised, loo sudden; ! And all my fortunes at thy foot I'll lay 
TtK) like the lightning, which dotli cease I And follow thee my loid throughout the 
to be world. 

Kre one can say ‘It lightens.’ Sweet, Nurse. [117////;/] Madam ! 

goodnight! I come, anon. — Ihitif thou mcaii’st 

d'his bud of love, by summer’s ripening not uell, 

bieath, I do beseech thee — 

!May prove a beauteous flower wdien next j Nurse. [ITit/itu] IMadam 1 

we meet. i J/T. Ily and hy, I come: — 

Good night, good night! as sweet lepose j To cease thy suit, and leave me to my 
and iC'.t , • giief: 

Come to tliy heart as that within my I To-monow will I send. 

breast ! Ro/u. So thrive my soul — 

Rom. O, wilt thou leave me so iin- Jui A thousand times good night ! 

satisfied ? \Exit^ above. 

Jul. What .satisfaction canst thou have Rom. A thousand times the worse, to 
to-night? want thy light. 

Rom, The exchange* of tliy love's faith- j Love goes tow’aicl love, as .schoolboys 

fill vow for mine. j from theii book*-*, 

Jul. I gave thee mine before thou didst j Ihit love from love, toward school with 

lequest It : I hea'sy looks. \Retiriug. 

i\nd ycl 1 W'ouhl it w'ere to give again. ! ^ 

Rom. Woiildst thou withdiaw it"^ loi | /vc-tv/Av' Jui.ir/i , 

what purpose, love ? | Jul. Hist! Romeo, hist ! O, for a fal- 

Jul, But to be frank, and give it thee i coiier's voice, 

again. To lure this tassel-gentle back again ! 

And yet I wish but foi the thing I have: Bondage is hoaise, and may not .speak 
My bounty is as boundless as tlie .sea, aloud; 

My love as deep ; the more I gi\e to thee, Fdse would Hear the cavewdiere Echo lies. 
The more I have, fir both are iniinite. And make her airy tongue more hoaise 
\Nursc calls loithiu. ( than mine, 

I hear .some nouse within; dear lo\e, With ^’petition of my Romeo’s name. 

adieu ! Rom. It i.^^ my soul that calls upon my 

Anon, good muse ' Sweet Montague, be name : 

true. How silver-.sw'eet sound loveus’ tongues 

Stay but a little, 1 wall come again.^ by night, 

[A’.w/, above. Like softest music to attending cais! 
Rom. O blessed, bles^ed night ’ I am Jul. Romeo ! 

afeard, Rom. My dear? 

Being in night, all this is but a dream, Jul. At what o'clock to-morrow' 

Too flattenng-sw'cct to be substantial. Shall I send to thee ? 

Rom. At the hour of nine. 

he-euter aberve. I wall not fail: ’tis twenty years 

Jul. Three woids, <lcar Romeo, and till then. 

good night indeed. I have forgot wdiy I did call thee back. 
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AW/. Let me stand here till thou le- 
mcmber it. 

Jiil. I shall forget, to have thee still 
stand there, 

Remembeiing how I love thy company, j 

Rom. And I’ll htill stay, to have thee 
still forget, 

Forgetting any other home but this. 

Jnl. ’Tib almost morning; I would have 
thee gone : 

And yet no fuitlier than a wanton's biid ; 
Who lets it hop a little from her hand, 
Like a poor prisoner in his twisted gyves, 
And with a silk thread plucks it back 
again, 

So loving-jealous of his liberty. 

Rom. I would I were thy bird. 

Jill. Sweet, so would T ; 

Y et I should kill thee with much chei ishing. 
Good night, gocxl night ! parting is such 
sweet sorrow. 

That I shall say good night till it be 
morrow’. [A'avV above. 

Rom. Sleep dw^cll upon thine eyes, 
peace in thy breast ! 

Would I M’ere sleep and peace, so sw’eet 
to rest ! 

Hence will I to my ghostly father's cell. 
His help to crave, and my dear hap to 
tell. \Exil. 

Scene ITT. Eriar Lani'cnccs cell. 

Enter Friar Laurenxe, with a basket. 

Erl. L. The grey-eyed morn .smiles on 
the frowning night. 

Chequering the eastern clouds wdth streaks 
of light, 

And flecked darkness like a drunkard reels 
From forth day's j)ath and Titan's fiery 
wheels : 

Now, ere the sun advance his burning eye, 
The day to cheer and night’s dank dew 
to dry, 

I must up-fill this osier cage of ours 
With baleful w’-ecds and precious -juiced 
flowers. 

The earth that’s nature’s mother is her 
tomb; 

What is her burying grave that isherwomb. 
And from her womb children of divers kind 
VOL. Til. 


We .sucking on her natural bosom find, 
Many for many virtues excellent, 

None but for some and yet all different. 
O, mickle is the powerful grace that lies 
j In herbs, plants, stones, and their true 
qualities : 

Foi nought .so vile tliat on the earth doth 
live 

r>ut to the earth some special good doth 
give, 

Nor aught so good but strain'd fiom that 
fair use 

Revolts from true birth, stumbling on 
abuse : 

Virtue itself turns vice, being misap])lied ; 
And vice sometimes by action dignified. 
Within the infant rind of thi.s small flower 
Poison hath lesidcnce and medicine pow'er : 
For this, being smelt, \a ith that part cheeis 
each part ; 

Being tasted, slays all senses with the 
heni t. 

Two such opposed kings encamp them still 
In man as w’cll as hcrl)>, grace and rude 
will ; 

And w’herc the w'orser is piedominant. 
Full soon the canker death cats up that 
plant. 

Enter Romeo. 

Rom. Good morrow, father. 

Fi'l. Z. Benedicitc ! 

What early tongue .so sweet saluteth me ? 
Young son, it argues a distempei’d head 
So soon to bid good morrow’ to thy bed : 
Care keeps his w^atch in every old man’s 
eye, 

And where care lodges, sleep \\ ill never lie ; 
But W’here unbruised )Outh with unstuff'd 
brain 

Doth conch his limbs, thcic golden sleep 
•doth reign ; 

Therefore thy earliness doth me assure 
Thou art up-roused by some dibtempeia- 
ture; 

Or if not so, then here I hit it right, 

Our Romeo hatli not been in bed to-night. 

Rom. That last is- true ; the sw’eeter 
rest was mine. 

Frl. L. God pardon sin ! wast thou 
with Rosaline’ 

C 
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Roni, Willi Rosaline, iny ghostly 
fnlher? no; 

1 have forgot that name, and that name’s 
woe, 

/>7. That \s my good son : hut where 
liasi thou been, then 

Rom. I 11 tell thee, eic thou ask it me 
again. 

I have been feasting with mine enemy, 

Where fin a sudden one hath wounded me. 

That ’s by me wounded : both our remedies 

Wbtlnn thy help and holy physic lies: 

I bear no hatied, blessed man, for, lo, 

My intercession likewise steads my foe. 

Fru A. lie ]>lain, good son, and homely 
in thy diift ; 

Riddling confession finds but ridflling 
slnift. 

Roni. d'hen plainly know my heart’s 
dear lo\e is set 

On the fair daughter (»f rich Capulet ; 

As mine on heis, so hers is set on mine; 

And all coml-iined, save wdiat thou must 
combine 

I’y holy mariiage: when and where and 
how 

We met, w'C woo'd and made exchange 
of vow, 

I’ll tell thee as we pass; but this T pray. 

'Idiat thou consent to mairy iis to-day. 

Fri. L. Holy Saint Fiancis, what a 
change is here ! 

Is Rosaline, whom thou didst love so dear, 

So .soon forsaken ? young men’s love 
then lies 

Not truly in their licarts, ljut in their eyes. 

Jesu Maria, what a deal of brine 

Hath wash’d thy sallow checks for 
Rosaliiu ! 

ilow' much salt waater Ihrowm awny in 
waste, 

To season love, that of it doth not taste ! 

The sun not yet thy sighs from heaven 
cleais, 

Thy old groans ring yet in my ancient cars ; 

Lo, here upon thy cheek the stain doth 
sit 

Of an old tear that is not w^ash’d off yet : 

If e'er thou wast thyself and these woes 
tliine, 

Thou and these w oes were all for Rosaline: 


And art thou changed ? pronounce this 
sentence then, 

Women may fall, when thcie's no 
strength in men. 

Rom. Tiiou cliid’st me oft for loving 
Rosaline. 

Fri. L. h'or doting, not for loving, 
pupil mine. 

Rom. And bad’st me bury love. 

Fn. L. Not in a grave, 

To lay one in, another out to ha\c. 

Rom. 1 pray thee, chide not : she wdiom 
I love now' 

Doth grace for grace and love for love 
allow ; 

The other did not so. 

Fri. L. O, she knew w'ell 

Thy love did icad by lote and could not 
spell. 

Rut come, young waverer, come, go 
with me, 

In one respect I ‘II tby assistant be ; 

For this alliance may so happy piove, 

T<^ turn your households’ rancour to 
pure love. 

7\om. O, let us hence; I stand on 
sudden baste. 

Fri. Wisely and slow'; they stumble 
that run fast. \Excunt. 

Scene IV. A sired. 

Etiicr Benvolio Mercutio 

i Mcr. \Vhere the devil should this 
Ivomco be ? 

Came he not home to-night ? 

Ba?. Not to his hxthei’s ; 1 spoke 
with his man. 

Mer. Ah, that same pale haid-hearted 
w’cnch, that Rosaline, 

Torments him so, that he w'ill sure run 
mad. 

Beil. Tybalt, tliekinsman of old Capulet, 
Hath sent a letter to his father’s house. 

J/cc. A challenge, on my life. 

Ben. Romeo will answer it. 

Mer. Any man that can write may 
an^w'er a letter. 

Ben. Nay, he will answ'er the letter’s 
master, how' he dares, being dared. 

Mer. Alas, poor Romeo I he is already 
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dead: stabbed with a white w’cnch’s 
black eye ; shot thorough the ear with a 
love-song; the very pin of his lieait cleft 
wdth the blind bow-boy's butt-shaft : and 
is he a man to encounter Tybalt ? 

Ben, AVhy, w’hat is Tybalt? 

Mer. Moie than prince of cats, J can 
tell you. O, he is the courageous captain 
of complements. He fights as you sing 
prick-song, keeps time, distance, and 
proportion ; lests me liis minim rest, one, 
Iw'o, and the third in your bosom: the 
very butcher of a silk button, a duellist, 
a duellist; a gentleman of the very first 
house, of the fust and second cause: ah, 
the immortal passado ! the punto reverse J 
the hai ! 

Ben, The wfiiat ? 

Mer, The pox of such antic, lisping, 
affecting fantasticoes ; these new' tuneis 
of accents ! ‘ By Jesu, a very good 

blade ! a very tall man ! a very good 
whore!’ ^Vh)^ is not this a lamentable 
thing, grandsire, that W'C should be thus 
afflicted wdth these strange flies, these 
fashion-mongers, these pei dona-mi's, who 
stand so much on the new' form, that 
they cannot sit at case on the old bench ? 
O, their bones, their bones ! 

Enter Romeo, 

Ben, Here comes Romeo, here comes 
Romeo. 

Mer, Without his roe, like a dried 
herring: O flesh, flesh, how art thou 
fishified ! Now is he for the numbers 
that Petrarch flow'ed in : Laura to his 
lady w'as but a kitchen-wench; marry, 
she had a better love to bc-rhynic her; 
Dido a dow’dy ; Cleopatra a gipsy ; Helen 
and Hero hildings and harlots; Thisbe a 
grey eye or so, but not to the purpose. 
Signior Romeo, bon jour! there’s a 
Fiench salutation to your French slop. 
You gave us the counterfeit faiily last 
night. 

Rom, Good morrow to you both. 
What counterfeit did I give you ? 

Mer, The slip, sir, the sli]); can you 
not conceive ? 

Rotn. Pardon, good Mercutio, my 


business was great ; and in such a case as 
mine a man may strain courtesy. 

Mer. That’s as much as to say, such 
a case as yours constrains a man to bow 
in the hams. 

Rom. ]\1 caning, to court’sy. 

Mer. Thou hast most kindly hit it. 

Rom. A most courteous exposition. 

Mer. Nay, I am the very pink of 
courtesy. 

Rom. I’ink for flower. 

Mer. Right. 

Rom. Why, then is my pump well 
flowered. 

Mer. Well said : follow me this jest 
now' till thou hast woiii out thy pump, 
that when the single sole of it is w'orn, 
the jest may remain after the wearing 
sole singular. 

Rom. O single-soled jest, solely singu- 
lar for the singleness I 

Mer. Come betw'een us, good Benvolio ; 
my wits faint. 

Rom. Switch and spurs, switch and 
spurs; or T'll cry a match. 

Mt.r. Nay, if thy wits run the wild- 
goose chase, T have done, for thou hast 
more of the wihl-goose in one of thy wits 
than, I am sure, I have in my whole 
live : was I with you there for the goose ? 

Rom, Thou wast never with me foi 
.any thing wlien thou was not there for 
the goose. 

Mer. J will bite thee by the ear for 
that jest. 

Rom. Nay, good goose, bite not. 

Mer. Thy wnt is a very bitter sweeting ; 
it is a most sharp sauce. 

Rom. And is it not w'cll served in to a 
sweet goose ? 

Mer. O, here’s a wit of clieveril, that 
stretcTies from an inch narrow to an ell 
broad ! 

Rom. I stretch it out for tliat word 
‘ broad ; ’ which added to the goose, 
proves thee far and wnde a broad goose. 

Mer. Why, is not this better now 
than groaning for love? now art thou 
sociable, now art thou Romeo ; now’ art 
thou what thou art, by art as well as by 
nature: for this drivelling love is like a 
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great natural, that runs Iflling up and 
down to hide his bauble in a hole. 

Ben. Stop there, stop lliere. 

Mev. Thou desircst me to stop in my 
tale against the hair. 

Ben. Thou wouldst else have made 
thy tale large. 

yl/tv. O, thou uit deceived; I would 
have made it short : for I was come to 
the ^\hole depth of my tale; and meant, 
indeed, to occupy the argument no 
longer. 

Rom. Here’s goodly gear! 

Enter ISurse ani Peter, 

I\Icr. A sail, a sail ! 

Ben. Two, two; a shirt and a smock. 

Nuri>c. Petci 1 

Peter. Anon ! 

Altr\'e. My fan, Peter. 

I\Ier. flood I’etci, to hide her face; 
for her fan’s the faiier face. 

Nu7'se. God yc good morrow, gentle- 
men. 

Mcr, God ye good den, fiTir gentle- 
woman. 

Nurse. Is it good den ^ 

ISIcr. Tis no levs, I tell you, for the 
bawdy hand of the dial is now uixm the 
prick of noon. 

Nurse. Out upon you ! what a man 
are you ! 

Rom. One, gentlewoman, that God 
hath made for himself to mar. 

Nurse. By my troth, it is well said ; 
‘ for himself to mar,’ cpioth a’ ? Gentle- 
men, can any of you tell me where I may 
find the young Romeo ? 

Rojn. I can tell you ; but young 
Romeo will be older when you have 
found him than he w\as when you sought 
him ; I am the youngest of that name, 
for fault of a worse. 

Nurse. You say well. 

Mer. Yea, is the worst well ? very 
well look, i’ faith; wisely, wdsely. 

Nurse. If you be he, sir, I desire 
some confidence with you. 

Be77. She will indite him to some 
supper. 

jifer. A bawd, a bawd, a bawd ! So ho ! 


Rom. Y'hat hast thou found ? 

J/e^'. No hare, sir ; unless a hare, sir, 
in a lenten jne, that is something stale 
and hoar ere it be spent. 

An old hare hoar, 

And an old hare lioar, 

H very good meat in lent : 

But a haie that is honr 
Is too much for a score, 

\Yhen it hoars ere it be spent. 

Romeo, will )Tni come to your father's ? 
we’ll to dinner, thither. 

AY;;/. I will follow you. 

Jl/er. Farewell, ancient lady ; farewell, 
[f/;;;’ /;;;•] Mady, lady, lady.’ 

[E \ euul Mercutio and Bcnvolio. 

Nin'se. Marry, farewell ! I piay you, 
sir, \rhat .saucy merchant was this, that 
was so full of his ropery? 

Rom. A gentleman, nur&e, that loves 
to hear himself talk, and will ^pcaknrore in 
a minute than he wall stand to in a month. 

Niersc. An a’ speak any thing against 
me, I’ll lake him down, an a’ were 
lustier than he is, and twenty such Jacks ; 
and if I cannot, I’ll find those that shall. 
Scurvy knave ! I am none of his flirt- 
gills ; I am none of his skains-mates. 
And thou must stand by too, and suffer 
every knave to use me at his pleasure? 

Peter. I saw' no man use you at his 
pleasure ; if I had, my w’capon should 
quickly have been out, I warrant you : 
I dare di'aw as soon as another man, if I 
see occasion in a good rpiarrel, and the 
law on my side. 

Nurse. Now, afore God, I am so 
vexed, that every part about me quivers. 
Scurvy knave ! Pray you, sir, a w'ord : 
and as I told you, my young lady bade 
me incpiire you out; wdrat she bade me 
say, I w'ill keep to myself: but first let 
me tell ye, if ye should lead Ircr into a 
fool's paradise, a^ they say, it W'ere a 
very gi'oss kind of behaviour, as they 
say : for the gcntlew'oman is young; and, 
therefore, if you should deal double with 
her, truly it were an ill thing to be 
offered to any gentlew'oman, and very 
weak dealing. 
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Rorn. Nurse, commend me to thy lady 
and mistress. I protest unto thee — 

Nn7'se. (jood heart, and, i’ faith, I 
will tell her as much : Lord, Lord, she 
will be a joyful woman. 

Rom, AVhat wiit thou tell her, nurse? 
thou dost not mark me. 

Niii'se. I will tell her, sir, that you do 
protest ; which, as 1 take it, is a gentle- 
manlike offer. 

Rom, Lid her devise 
Some means to come to shrift this after- 
noon ; 

And there she shall at P’riar Laurence' 
cell 

lie sluivcd and mairied. Here is for 
thy pains. • 

N'ursc, No, truly, sir; not a penn}^ 

Rom, Go to; I say you shall. 

Ahirse, This afternoon, sii ? well, 
she shall be there. 

Rout. And stay, good nurse, behind 
the abljey wall : 

Within this hour my man shall be witli 
thee. 

And bring thee cords made like a tackled 
Stan ; 

Which to the high top-gallant of my joy 
Must be my convoy in the secret night. 
Farewell; be tiusty, and I'll quit thy 
pains : 

Farewell; commend me to thy mistress. 

jVttrse. Now God in heaven hlesb 
thee! llaik you, sir. 

Rotfi. What say’st thou, my dear 
nurse ? 

Nurse, Is your man secret ? Did you 
ne’er hear say, 

Two may keep counsel, putting one 
away ? 

Rom. I warrant thee, my man’s as 
true as steel. 

Nitri>e, Well, sir; my mistress is the 
sw^eetest lady — Lord, Lord ! when ’twas 
a little prating thing ; — O, there is a 
nobleman in towm, one Paris, that would 
fain lay knife aboard ; but she, good 
soul, had as lief see a toad, a very toad, 
as see him. I anger her sometimes and 
tell her that Paris is the propercr man ; 
but, I ’ll warrant you, when I say so, she 


looks as pale as any clout in the versal 
world. Doth not rosemary and Romeo 
begin both with a letter ? 

Rom. Ay, nurse; what of that? both 
wdth an R. 

Niiri,e. Ah, mocker ! that ’s the dog’s 
name; R is for the — No; I know it 
Ijegins with some other letter: — and she 
hath the prettiest sententious* of it, of 
you and rosemary, that it w^ould do you 
good to hear it. 

Rom. Commend me to thy lady. 
Nurse. Ay, a thousand times. \^Exit 
Romeo.'l Peter! 

7V/. Anon ! 

Nurse. Peter, take my fan, and go 
before, and apace. \Excttut. 

Scene CaJuhTs orchard. 
Juliet. 

Jul. The clock struck nine wdicn 1 
did send the nurse; 

In half an hour she promised to leturn. 
I'erchance she cannot m; et him: that’s 
not so. 

O, she is lame ! love's heralds should be 
thoughts, 

Which ten times faster glide than the 
sun's beams, 

Diiving back shadow's over louring 
hills : 

d'liereforc do nimbi e-pinion'd doves draw^ 
love, 

And therefoie hath the wdnd-swdft Cupid 
w ings. 

Now" is the sun upon the highmost hill 
Of this day's journey, and fiom nine till 
twelve 

Is three long hours, yet she is not come. 
Had she affections and w^arm youthful 
•blood. 

She would be as swdfl in motion as a 
ball; 

My words would bandy her to my sweet 
love, 

.\nd his to me ; 

fllut old folks, many feign as they w"ere 
deaf! ; 

Unwieldy, slow, heavy and pale as lead. 
O God, she comes ! 
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Enter Nurse and 1’eter. j 

O honey nurse, what news ? 
Hast thou met with him ? Send thy 
man away. 

Nurse. Teter, stay at the gate. 

\Exii Peter. 

Jill. Now, good sweet nurse, — O 
Lord, why look’st thou sad? 

Though news be sad, yet tell them 
merrily ; 

If good, thou shamcst the music of sweet 
news 

By playing it to me with so sour a face. 

Nttrse. 1 am a- weary, give me leave 
awhile : 

Fie, how my bones ache I what n jaunt 
have I had ! 

Jill. I would thou hadst my bones, 
and I thy nows. 

Nay, come, I pray thee, speak , good, 
good muse, s])eak. 

Niine. Jesii, what haste? canyon not 
slay awdiile ? 

Do you not see that I am out of breath ? 

Jill. How art thou out of breath, when 
thou hast breath 

To say to me that thou art out of breath ? 
The excuse that thou dost make in this 
delay 

Is longer than the tale thou dost excuse. 
Is thy news good, or bad ? answer to that ; 
vSay cither, and 1 'll stay the circumstance : 
Let me be satisfied, is’t good oi bad? 

Nui'se. Well, you have made a simple 
choice ; you know' not how to choose a 
man : Romeo ! no, not he ; though his 
face be better than any man’s, yet his leg 
excels all men’s ; and for a hand, and a 
foot, and a body, though they be not to 
be talked on, yet they are past compare ; 
he is not the flower of courtesy, buf I’ll 
warrant him, as gentle as a lamb. Go 
thy ways, w'ench ; serve God. What, 
have you dined at home ? 

Jill. No, no : but all this did I know 
before. 

What says he of our marriage ? what of 
that ? 

Nurse. Lord, how my head aches ! 
what a head have I ! 


It beats as it would fall in twenty pieces. 
My back o’ t’other side, — O, my back, 
my back ! 

Beshrew your heart for sending me about, 
To catch my death with jaunting up and 
dow'n ! 

Jul. r faith, I am sorry that thou art 
not well. 

.Sweet, sw'eet, sw’ect nurse, tell me, what 
says my love ? 

Al/rse. Your love says, like an honest 
gentleman, and a couiteous, and a kind, 
and a handsome, and, I w'anant, a vir- 
tuous, — Where is your mother ? 

Jul. Whenj is my mother ! why, she 
is within ; 

V/here should she be ? JIow oildly thou 
lepliest ! 

‘Your love says, like an honest gentleman, 
Where is your mother ? ’ 

jVurse. O God’s lady dear ! 

Are you so hot ? marry, come up, I trow ; 
Is this the poultice for my aching bones? 
1 lenceforwaid do your messages yourself. 

Jul. Here’s such a coil! come, wdiat 
says Romeo ? 

Nurse Ha\e you got lea\e to go to 
shrift' to-day ? 

Jul. I have. 

Nune. Then hie you hence to Fiiar 
Laurence’ cell ; 

j Theie stays a husband to make you a wife : 
i Now comes the w’anton blood up in your 
cheeks, 

They’ll be in scarlet straight at any news. 
Hie you to chinch; 1 must another w'ay, 
To fetch a ladder, by the wdiich your love 
Must climb a bird’s nest soon wdien it is 
dark : 

I am the drudge and toil in your delight. 
But you shall bear the burden soon at 
night. 

Go; I'll to dinner; hie you to the cell. 

Jul. Hie to high fortune! Honest 
nurse, farewell. \Exeunt. 

Scene VI. Friar Laurence'’ s cell. 
Enter Friar Laurence and Romeo. 

Fri. L. So smile the heavens upon 
this holy act, 
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I'hat after hours with sorrow chide us 
not ! 

l^om. Amen, amen ! but come what 
sorrow can, 

It cannot countervail the exchange of joy 
That one short minute gives me in her 
sight ; 

Do thou l)ut close our hands with holy 
words. 

Then love-devouring death do what he 
dare ; 

It is enough I may but call her mine. j 

Fri. L, 'Fhese violent delights have ; 
violent ends 

And ill their triumph die, like fire and 
powder. 

Which as they kiss consume : the sw^eej:- 
cst honey 

Is loathsome in his own deliciousness 
And in the taste confounds the appetite : 
d'herefore Io\e moderately; long lo\e 
doth so; 

Too swift arrives as tardy as too slow. 

Enter Juliet. 

Here comes the lady: O, so light a foot 
Will ne’ei wear out the everlasting flint : 
A lover may bestiide the gossamer 
That idles in the wanton summer aii, 

And yet not fall ; so light is vanity. 

Jut. Good even to my ghostly confessor. 

Fri. L. Romeo shall thank thee, 
daughtei, for us both. 

Jid. As much to him, else is his thanks 
too much. 

Rom. Ah, Juliet, if the measure of thy 

joy 

He heap’d like mine and that thy skill be 
more 

To blazon it, then sw^eeten with thy breath 
This neighbour air, and let rich music’s 
tongue 

Unfold the imagined happiness that both 
Receive in either by this dear encounter. 

Jnt. Conceit, more lich in matter than 
in words. 

Brags of his substance, not of ornament: 
They are but beggars that can count 
their worth ; 

But my true love is grow n to such excess 
I cannot sum up sum of half my wealtli. 




Come, come with me, and w e 
will make short work; 

For, by your leaves, you shall not stay 
alone 

Till holy church incorporate two in one. 

\E.\eunt. 

ACT III. 

Scene I. A public place. 

Enter !Mercutio, Benvolio, Page, 
and SerN ants. 

Beti. I pray thee, good Mercutio, let s 
retire : 

The day is hot, the Capulets abioad, 
And, if we meet, we shall not scape a 
brawl ; 

For now', these hot days, is the mad 
blood stiiring. 

Mcr. d'hou art like one of those 
fellows that when he enters the confines 
of a tavein clai)S me his sword upon llie 
table and snys ‘ God send me no need of 
thee !’ and by the operation of the second 
cup draws it on the draw'cr, when indeed 
there is no need. 

Ben. Am I like such a fellow' 

Mer. Come, come, thou art as hot a 
Jack in thy mood ns any in Italy, and as 
soon moved to be moody, and as soon 
moody to be moved. 

Ben. And what to ? 

Mcr. Nay, an there were two sueh, 
we should have none shortly, for one 
would kill the other. Thou ! why, thou 
wilt quarrel with a man that hath a hair 
more, or a hair less, in his beard, than 
thou hast: thou wilt quarrel with a man 
for Clacking nuts, having no other reason 
but because thou hast hazel eyes ; what 
eye but such an eye would spy out such 
a quarrel ? Thy head is as full of quarrels 
as an egg is full of meat, and yet thy head 
hath been beaten as addle as an egg for 
quarrelling : thou hast quarrelled with a 
man for coughing in the street, because 
he hath w'akened thy dog that hath lain 
asleep in the sun : didst thou not fall out 
with a tailor for wearing his new^ doublet 
before Easter? wdth another, for tying 


Fri. A. 
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liis new shot*^. with old nh‘i>n<l ^ and yet 
tliou w'llt tutor me from quanelling! 

Ben. An I were so apt to quai'-t*l as 
thou ait, any man should buy the fee- 
simple of my life for an hour and a 
quarter. 

J/<v'. Tlie fee-simple ! O simple ! 

Jk'n. r>y my head, here come the 
C'apiileis. 

M r. lly iny heel, I care not. 

E.nfcr Tvr.At/r and others. 

Tyh. Volhuv me close, for I will speak 
to them. Gentlemen, good den : a word 
with one of you. 

Mer. Ami liiit one word with one of 
us? couple it ^Mth something; make it a 
woid and a blow. 

lyh. You shall find me apt enough to 
that, sir, an you \sili give me occasion. 

I\Ier. Gould you not take some occasion 
without giving ? 

7'yh. Meicutio, thou consort’st with 
Romeo, — 

Mer. Consoi. I what, dost thou make 
us minstiels ? an thou make minstrels of 
us, look to hear notliing but discords : | 
heie’s my fiddlestick ; heie’s that shall 
make you dance. ‘Zounds, ron-'Ort! 

Ben. We talk heie in the public haunt 
of men : 

Either withdraw’ unto some private place. 
And reason coldly of your grievances, 

Or else depart ; here all eyes gaze on us. 
Mer. IMen’s eyes WTre made to look, 
and let them gaze; 

I wdll not budge for no man’s pleasure, I. 
Enter Romeo. 

7'yh. Well, peace be with you, sir : 

heie comes my man. 

Mer. But I'll be bang’d, sir, i^ he 
wear your livery : 

Many, go before to field, he’ll be youi 
fcrllow’er ; 

Your worsliip in that sense may call him 
‘ man. ’ 

7'yb. Romeo, the hate I bear thee can 
aflbid 

No hettei term than this, — thou art a 
villain. 


Rom. Tybalt, the reason that I liavc 
to love tliee 

I)oth much excuse the appertaining rage 
To such a greeting: villain am I none; 
Theieforc faiewell ; I see thou know^’st 
me not. 

7yb. Boy, this shall not excuse the 
injuries 

Tliat thou hast done me; therefore turn 
and draw’. 

l\oni. I do protest, I never injured thee, 
But love thee bcttei than thou canst de- 
A ise, 

Till thou blialL know' the reason of my 
love : 

And so, good Capulet, — which name 1 
• tender 

As dearly as my own, — be satisfied. 

Mer. O calm, dibhonoural^le, vile sub- 
mission ! 

Alla stoccata cariies it away. [Dro!7os. 
d’ybalt, you rat-catcher, will you walk? 

7yb. What w'oiildst thou have with 
me ? 

Mer. Good king of cats, nothing but 
one of your nine li\ es ; that I mean to 
make bold wdthal, and, as you shall use 
me hereafter, diy-beat the rest of the 
eight. AVil) you ])luck your sword out 
of his pilchei by the ears ? make haste, 
lest mine be about your cars ere it be out. 

Tyb. I am foi you. [Draiu/nif. 

Rom. Gentle Mercutio, put thy rapier 
up. 

J/c;*. Come, sir, your passado. 

IT/icyfoJit. 

Rom. Draw, Benvolio ; beat down 
their weapons. 

Gentlemen, for shame, forbear this out- 
rage I 

Tybalt, MercuUvi, the ^wince expressly 
hath 

Forbidden bandying in V erona streets : 
Hold, Tybalt! good Mercutio! 

YJybalt 7tnder Ro?neo'‘s arjii stah^ jMcr- 
ciitio^ and Jlics with his fol lowers. 

Mer. I am hurt. 

A plague o’ both your houses! I am 
sped. 

Is he gone, and hath nothing ? 

What, art thou hurt ? 
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Mc7\ Ay, ay, a .scratch, a scratch; 
marry, 'tis enough. 

Where is my page? Go, villain, fetch a 
surgeon. \^Exit Rage. 

Ro?n. Courage, man ; the hurt cannot 
be much. 

Ml’?\ Ko, his not so deep as a well, 
nor so wide as a church-door; but ’tis 
enough, ’twill serve : ask for me to- 
morrow, and you shall finrl me a grave 
man. I am ]X'i'>pered, 1 warrant, for this 
w orld. A plague o’ both your houses ! 
'Zounds, a dog, a rat, a mouse, a cat, to 
scratch a man to death ! a braggart, a 
logue, a villain, that fights by the book 
of arithmetic ! W’liy the devil came you 
between us ? I w'as luut under your arih. 

Rotii, I thought all for the best. 

Mct% Help me into some house, 
llen\t)lio, 

Or I shall faint. A plague o’ both your 
houses ! 

They have made worms’ meat of me ; 1 
liave it, 

And soundly too : your houses ! 

\_Ext’H7U Mc/\ 7it7o a7id Bc77voIio, 

Rorn. This gentleman, the prmce’s 
near ally, 

'Sly very friend, hath got his mortal hurt 
In my behalf ; my reputation stain'd 
With Tybalt's slander, — Tybalt, that an 
houi 

I lath been my kinsman ! O sw^eet Juliet, 
TJiy beauty hath made me effeminate 
And in my temper soften'd valour's steel! 

Rc-eiitcr liLXVOLio. 

Boi. O Komeo, Romeo, brave iVIer- 
cutio’s dead ! 

That gallant spirit hath as]')ired the clouds. 
Which too untimely here di<l scorn the 
earth. 

Ro7ii. This day’s black fate on more 
days doth depend ; 

This but begins the woe others must end. 

Be7i, Here comes the furious Tybalt 
back again. 

Rom, Alive, in triumph ! and IVIercutio 
slain ! 

Aw'ay to heaven, respective lenity, 

And fire-eyed fury be my conduct now ! 


Re-e7itc)- Tybai.t. ' 

Now, Tybalt, take the villain back again, 
I'hat late thou gavest me ; for ?kIercutio’s 
soul 

Is but a little way above our heads, 
Staying for thine to keeji him company: 
Lither thou, or I, or both, must go with 
him. 

Tyh. Thou, wretched boy, that didst 
consort him here, 

.Shalt with him hence. 

Rom. This shall determine that. 

\71uy fghi ; Tybalt falls. 
Bc7i. Romeo, away, be gone ! 

The citizens are up, and Tybalt slain. 
Stand not amazed : the prince wall doom 
thee death, 

If thou art taken : hence, be gone, away ! 
Ro771. O, I am fortune's fool I 
Be 71. W'hy dost thou stay ? 

{^Exit R 077700. 

E77tC7' Citizens, etc. 

Fi}'5i Cit. W'hich way r.in he that kill'd 
Mercutio ? 

Tybalt, that murderer, which way lan he ? 
}se77. Theie lies that Tybalt. 

FirJ Cil. Up, sir, go with me; 

I charge thee in the prince's name, obey. 

E77hr Prince, a1lc7idcd ; Montague, 
Cai’ULET, thci7‘ Wives, a7id others. 
Brlti. AVherc are the vile beginners of 
this fray ? 

Bi 77. O noble prince, I can discover all 
The unlucky manage of this fatal liraw 1 : 
There lies the man, slain by young Romeo, 
That slew thy kinsman, brave iSIercutio. 
I. a. Cap. Tybalt, my cousin O my 
brother’s child! 

O ivince ! O cousin ! husband ! O, the 
blood is spilt 

Of my dear kinsman ! Prince, as thou 
art true, 

PMr blood of ours, shed blood of Montague. 
O cousin, cousin ! 

P7'777. Benvolio, who began this bloody 
fray ? 

Ben. Tybalt, here .slain, whom Romeo's 
hand did slay ; 
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Romeo that spoke him fair, hade him 
bethink 

How nice the quarrel was, and urged 
withal 

Your high disidcasiire : all this uttered 
With gentle breath, calm look, knees 
humbly bow’d, 

C'ould not take truce with the unruly spleen 
OfTyljalt deaf to i^eare, but that he tilts 
With pieicing steel at bold INIercutio’s 
breast, 

Who, cdl a', hot, turns deadlypointtopoint, 
And, with a uiaitial scorn, with one hand 
beats 

Cold death aside, and with the other sends 
It back to whose dexterity 

Retorts it : Romeo he cries aloud, 

‘Hold, friends! friends, part!’ a.nd 
swifter than his tongue, 

His agile arm boats dowm their fatal ])oints. 
And ’twixt them rushes; underneaih 
wdiosc arm 

An envious thrust forni I'ybali hit the life 
Of stout Me eutio, and then Tyb'alt fled; 
But by and by comes back to Romeo, 
Who had liul newly entertain’d re\enge, 
And lo’t they go like lightning, for, ere I 
Cvmld clraw^ to part them, was stout 
Tybalt slam. 

And, as he fell, did Romeo turn and lly. 
This is the truth, or let Benvolio die. 

La. Cap. He is a kinsman to the 
IMontague ; 

Affection makes liim false; he speaks not 
true ; 

Some twenty of them fought in this black 
strife, 

And all those twenty could but kill one 
life. 

I beg for justice, wdiich thou, prince, mii‘'{ 
give ; 

Romeo slew Tybalt, Romeo must notclivc. 

Prin. Romeo slew" him, he slew' 
INIercutio ; 

Y ho now the price of his dear blood doth 
owe ? 

Mon. Not Romeo, prince, he was 
Mercutio's friend; 

His fault concludes but what the law 
should end, 

The life of Tybalt. 


Pi in. And for that offence 

Immediately w e do c\ile him hence : 

I liav'e an interest in your hate's ])rocccding, 
IVIy blood for your lude brawls doth lie a- 
bleeding ; 

But I'll amerce you witli so strong a fine 
That you shall all lejicnt the hiss of mine : 
I will be deaf to pleading and excuses; 
A'or leais nor prayers shall inirchase out 
abuses : 

Therefore use mine : let Romeo hence in 
liaste, 

Klse, when he's found, tliat hour is his 
last. 

Bear hence this body and attend our 
will ; 

IMcrcy but murders, iiaidoning those that 
kill. YLxciini. 

ScEXi: IT. Capuh'l\\ on/iani. 

Enicr Jeliet. 

Jul. Callop apace, )(*u Tier) -fioted 
steeds, 

Towards Bhoibus’ lodging: such a wag- 
goner 

As Phaethon would whi]) you to tlie W’cst, 
And liring in cloudy night immediate]}. 
Sjiread thy close curtain, love-pei forming 
niglit, 

That lunaways' eyes may wink, and 
Romeo 

I>cap totlicsc arms, untalk'd of and unseen. 
Lo\ers can see to do their amorous rites 
By their owm beauties ; or, if love be blind, 
It liest agrees with night. C'ome, civil 
night, 

'I'liou sober-suited matron, all in black, 
And learn me iKnvto h>',e a winning matcli, 
I’lay’d fora pair of stainless maidenhoods : 
Hood my unmaim'd blood, bating in my 
cheeks, 

With thy black mantle ; till stiange love, 
giown bold, 

Tliink true love acted simple motlesty. 
Come, night ; come, Romeo ; come, tliou 
day in night ; 

For thou wilt lie upon the wings of niglu 
Whiter than new snow on a raven’s back. 
Come, gentle night, come, loving, black- 
brow ’d night, 
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Give me my Romeo; and, when he shall 
die, 

Take him and cut him out in little stars, 
And he will make the face of heaven so 
fine 

That all the world will ])e in love wdth 
night 

And pay no w’orshiji to tlie garish sun. 

O, I have liought tlie mansion of a love, 
lUit not possess’d it, and, though I am 
sold , 

Not yet enjoy'd ; so tedious is this day 
As is the night before some festival 
To an impatient cliild that hath new robes 
And may not wear them. O, here comes 
my muse. 

And she brings news; and ever}' longi!e 
that speaks 

But Romeo’s name si)eaks heavenly elo- 
quence. 

Enter Nurse, loith co7'ds. 

Now, nurse, w hat newvs ? What hast thou 
there ? the C(u’ds 
That Romeo bid tliee fetch ? 

Nurse. a} , the cords. 

\rJiro7r:> them doirn. 

Jill. Ay me! wdiat news? why <lost 
thou wring thyliands? 

Nuj'se. Ah, well-a-day! he’s dead, he’s 
dead, he's dead ! 

We arc undone, lady, we are undone! 
Alack the da} ! he’s gone, he’s kill’d, 
he’s dead ! 

Jul. Can heaven be so envious? 

Nurse. Jvomeo can, 

Thougli lieaven cannot : O Romeo, 
Romeo ! 

Who ever would have thought it? Romeo! 

Jul. What devil art thou, that dost 
torment me thus ? 

This torture should be loar’d in dismal hell. 
Hath Romeo slain himself? say thou 
but ‘ I,’ 

And that bare vow el ‘ I ’ shall poison more 
Than the death-darling eye of cockatrice : 
1 am not I, if there be such an I ; 

Or those eyes shut, that make thee 
answer ‘ I.’ 

If he be slain, say ‘T; or if not, no: 
Brief sounds determine of my weal or woe. 


Niu'se. I saw the wound, 1 saw it with 
mine eyes, - - 

God save tlie mark! — here on his manly 
breast : 

A piteous corse, a bloody inteous corse ; 

1‘ale, pale as ashes, all bedaub’d in blood, 

All in gore-blood ; I sw^ounded at the 
sight. 

Jul. O, break, my heart! poor bank- 
rupt, break at once ! 

To prison, eyes, ne’er look on liberty ! 

Vile earth, to earth resign; end motion 
here ; 

And thou and Romeo press one heavy 
bier ! 

Nurse. U Tybalt, T}balt, the best 
friend I had ! 

O courteous Tyl^alt ! honest gentleman ! 

d'hat e\er 1 should live to see thee dead ! 

JuL What stoim is, this that blows so 
contrary ? 

Is Romeo slaughter'd, and is Tybalt dead? 

My dear-loved cousin, and my dealer lord? 

Then, dreadful tiumpet, sound the general 
doom I 

1-V>r w'ho is living, if those two arc gone ? 

Nu)St\ Tybalt is gone, and Romeo 
banished ; 

Romeo that kill'd him, he is banished. 

Jul. O God 1 did Romeo’s hand shed 
'Tybalt's blood ? 

Nurse. It did, it did ; alas the day, it 
did ! 

Jul. O serpent heart, hid w'ith a flower- 
ing face ! 

Did ever dragon keep so fair a cave? 

Beautiful t}iant! fiend angelical! 

Dove - feather’d raven! wolvish- ravening 
lamb ! 

Despised substance of divines! show' ! 

Just opposite to w'hat thou justly scem'st, 

A damned saint, an honourable villain ! 

O nature, w'hat hadst thou to do in hell. 

When thou didst bower the spirit of a 
tiend 

In mortal paradise of such sweet flesh ? 

Was ever book containing such vile matter 

So fairly bound ? O, that deceit sliould 
dwell 

In such a gorgeous palace ! 

Nurse. There’s no trust, 
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No faitli, no honesty in ineii ; all perjured, 
All forsworn, ail naught, all di'.semhlers. 
Ah, where’s iny man? give me some 
aqua vitie : 

These griefs, these woe^, these sorrows 
make me old. 

Shame come to Romeo ! 

////. Rhster'd be thy tongue 

For such a \\ish! he ^^as not born to 
shame : 

Upon his brow shame is ashamed lo <^it ; 
For ’lis a throne where honour may be 
crown’d 

Sole monarch of the universal eaitli. 

O, wliat a beast was T to chide at him ! 

AVill you s]:)eak well of him that 
kill’d your cousin ? 

yi//. Shall I speak ill of him that is 
my h u shall ? 

All, poor my lord, i\hat tongue shall 
smootli thy name, 

When I, thy thiee -hours ^\i^e, have 
mangled it ? 

but, wherefo ^illaiu, didst thou kill 
my cousin.^ 

That villain cousin would liave kill'd my 
husband : 

back, foolish teais, back to your nati\e 
spring ; 

Vour tiibutary drops behmg to woe, 
Which you, mistaking, offer up to joy. 
My Imsband lives, that Tybalt w'ould liave 
slain ; 

And Tybalt’s dead, that would have slain 
my husb-and : 

All thisiscomfort ; w^hereforcwccpl thciU 
Some word there was, w'orser than 
Tybalt’s death, 

That murder’d me ; I w'ould forget it fain ; 
but, O, it presses to my memory, 

Like damned guilty deeds tosinners’ minds: 
‘ Tybalt is dead, and Romeo -banisked;’ 
That ‘banished,’ that one warn! ‘banished,’ 
1 lath slain ten tliousand Tybalts. T} bait’s 
death 

Was wf)e enough, if it had ended there : 
Or, if sour woe delights in fellowship 
And nccdly will be rank’d with other 
griefs, 

Why follow’d not, when she said ‘ Tybalt ’s 
dead,’ 


Thy lather, or tliy mother, nay, or 
both, 

Which modern lamentation might have 
moved ? 

Ikit with a rearward following Tybalt's 
death, 

‘ Romeo is banished,' to speak that word, 
Is father, mother, Tybalt, Romeo, Juliet, 
.Ml slain, all dead. ‘ Romeo is banished ! ’ 
There is no end, no limit, measure, bound, 
In that word's death; no words can that 
woe sound. 

Whereis my father, and my mother, nurse? 

Weeping and wailing over 
Tyl>ah's coi'sc' : 

Will you go to them? 1 wall bring you 
*■ tliitlier, 

J^u/. Wash they his wounds with tears : 
mine shall be spent, 

When theirs aie dry, for Romeo’s banish- 
ment. 

Take up those cords: puoi ropes, you arc 
])CguiRd, 

botli you and I; for Romeo is exiled: 
lie made >ou for a highway to my bed; 
but I, a maid, die maiden-widowed. 
Come, cords, come, nurse; I'll to my 
wedding-bed ; 

And death, not Romeo, take my maiden- 
head ! 

jVifrsr. I lie to ymir chamber: I'll find 
Romeo 

d'o comfort you : I w^ot well wlicrc he is. 

1 lark ye, your Romeo w'ill be liereal night : 
I’ll to him; he is hid at I.ruirence’ cell. 

y>//. O, find him ! give this ring to my 
true kniglu. 

And bid him come to take his last farew^ell. 

ScEXE III. En(7r r,aii)cncti> cell. 

Enter Friar Laurence. 

Fri. L. Romeo, come forth ; come 
forth, thou fearful man : 

Allliction is enamour’d of thy parts, 

And thou art w'cdded to calamity. 

Enter Romeo. 

Rom. Father, wdiat news? what is the 
prince’s doom ? 
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AYhat sorrow craves acquaintance at niy 
liand, 

That 1 }ct know not ? 

7'V'/. L. Too familiar 

1-. my dear son with such sour company : 
I bring thee tidings of the ]u‘ince’s doom. 

Rcw/. hat less llian drioms-tlay is the 
prince’s doom ? 

LW. Z. gentler judgement vanish’d 
from his li})s, 

Not l)od}'’s death, but body's banishment. 

R^,’//. II a, banishment! be merciful, 
say ‘ death 

For exile hath more terror in his look, 
Much more than death : do not say 
‘ banishment.’ 

I'W. Z. lienee from Verona art thou 
banished : 

Be patient, for the world is broad and 
wide. 

TvVw. There is non orld without Verona 
walls, 

But purgatory, torture, hell itself. 
Ilence-banishedis lianish’d from the world, 
And world’s exile is death : then banished, 
Is death mis-term’tl : calling death banish- 
ment, 

Thou cutt’stmy head off uith agolden axe. 
And smilest upon the stroke that murders 
me. 

En. L. O deadly sin ! O rude un- 
thankfulness ! 

Thy fault our law calls death ; but the 
kind ]')rincc, 

Taking thy part, hath rush’d aside the 
law, 

And turn’d that black word death to 
banishment : 

This is dear mercy, and thou seest it not. 

Rom. ’Tis torture, and not mercy : 
heaven is here, 

Where Juliet lives ; and every cat and dog 
And little mouse, every’ unworthy thing, 
Live here in heaven and may look on her; 
But Romeo may not : more validity. 
More honourable state, more courtship 
lives 

In carrion-flies than Romeo ; they may 
seize 

On the white wonder of dear Juliet’s hand 
And steal immortal blessing from her lips, 


Who, even in pure and vestal modesty, 
Still blusli, as thinking their own kisses 
sin ; 

But Romeo may not ; he is banished : 
P’lies may do this, but I from this must 
fly: 

They arc fiee men, but I am banished. 
And say’s! thou yet that exile is not death? 
Iladst thou no poison mix’d, no sharp- 
ground knife. 

No sudden mean of death, though ne’er 
so mean, 

But ‘banished’ to kill me ? — ‘ banished’ ? 
O fiiar, the <lamne<l use that Nvord in hell; 
I lowlings attend it: how hast thou the 
heart, 

Being a divine, a ghostly confessor, 

A sin-absolvei, and my friend profess’d, 
To mangle me with that word ‘banished’? 

FjI. Z. Thou fond mad man, hear me 
but speak a word. 

Rom. O, thou wilt speak again of 
banishment. 

Fri. Z. I’ll give thee armour to keep 
off that w'ord ; 

..Vdvorsity’s sweet milk, j^hilosophy, 
Tocomfort thee, tliough thou art banished. 

Rom. Vet ‘ banished ’ ? Piang up 
])hilosophy ! 

Unless philo>o])hy can make a Juliet, 
Di'iplant a town, reverse a prince's doom, 
It helps not, it prevails not : talk no more. 

Fn. Z. O, then I see that madmen 
have no ears. 

Rom. How^ should they, wdren that 
wise men have no eyes ? 

Fri. L. Let me dispute wdth thee of 
thy estate. 

Rom. Thou canst not speak of that 
thou dost not feel : 

Wert thou as young as I, Juliet thy 
•love. 

An hour but married, Tybalt murdered, 
Doting like me and like me banished. 
Then mightst thou speak, then mlghtst 
thou tear thy hair, 

And fall upon the ground, as I do now. 
Taking the measure of an unmade grave. 

\Knocking within. 

Fri. L. Arise ; one knocks ; good 
Romeo, hide thyself. 
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Rom. Not I; unless the breath of 
heart-sick groans, 

Mist-likc, infold me horn the search of 
eyes. \Knocl'in^^. 

Fri. L. Hark, how they knock ! 
Who’s llieie? Komco, arise; 

Thou wilt l)e taken. Stay awhile! 
Stand up ; \Kt7ocJzin^. 

Run to my study. By and by ! God’s 
will, 

What simpleness is this ! I come, I 
come I \Kn0rkn7g. 

Who knocks so haid? whence come you ? 
what’s your will ? 

Nitrsc. Let me come in, and 

you sliall know my errand ; 

I come from Lady Juliet. 

/o7. ].. Welcome, then. 

Fitter Nurse. 

Nit?‘se. O holy friar, O, tell me, holy 
friar, 

Where i>5 my lidy\ lord, where’s Romeo? 

E'i‘u L. There on the ground, with 
his ov\n tears made drunk. 

Nurse. O, lie is even in my mistress’ 
case, 

J list in her case I O woful sympathy ! 

Piteoufl predicament ! Even so lies she, 

Blubbering and weeping, weeping and 
blubbering. 

Stand up, stand up; stand, an you be a 
man : 

For Juliet’s sake, for her sake, rise and 
stand ; 

Why shouhl you fall into so deep an O ? 

Rom. Nurse ! 

Nurse, Ah sir ! ah sir ! Well, death’s 
the end of all. 

Rom. Spakest thou of Juliet? how is 
it with her ? 

Doth she not think me an old mnrdfi’er, 

Now I have stain’d the childhood of our 
joy 

Willi blood removed but little from her 
own ? 

Where is she? and how doth she? and 
what says 

My conceal’d lady to our cancell’d love? 

Nurse. O, she says nothing, sir, but 
weeps and weeps ; 


And now falls on her bed; and then 
starts u]-), 

And Tybalt calls; and then on Romeo 
cries. 

And then down falls again. 

Rom. As if that name, 

Shot from the deadly level of a gun, 

Did murder her; as that name's cursed 
hand 

Murder’d her kinsman. O; tell me, 
friar, tell me, 

In what vile part of this anatomy 
Doth my name lodge? tell me, that 1 
may sack 

The hateful mansion. 

Jiis stoord. 

Fri. L. Hold th} dcspeiate hand : 
Art thou a man ? thy form cries out thou 
ait : 

Thy tears are womanish; thy wild acts 
denote 

The unreasonable fury of a beast : 
Unseemly woman in a seeming man! 

Oi ill-beseeming beast in seeming both! 
Thou hast amazed me : by my holy order, 
I thought thy disposition better tempei’d. 
Hast thou slain Tybalt? wilt thou slay 
thyself? 

And sby thy lady too that lives in thee, 
By doing damned hate upon thyself? 
AVliy rail’st thou on thy birth, the heaven, 
and eaith ? 

Since birth, and heaven, and earth, all 
three do meet 

Tn thee at once; which thou at once 
wouldst lose. 

Fie, fie, thou shamest thy shape, thy 
love, thy vit; 

Which, like a usurer, abound’st in all, 
And iisest none in that true use indeed 
Wliich should bedeck thy shape, thy 
love, thy wit : 

Thy noble shape is but a form of wax, 
Digressing from the valour of a man ; 
Thy dear love sworn but hollow perjury, 
Killing that love which thou hast vow’d 
to cherish ; 

Thy -wit, that ornament to shai^e and love, 
Mis-shapen in the conduct of them both, 
Like powder in a skilless soldier’s flask. 
Is set a-fire by thine own ignorance, 
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And thou dismember'd with thine own 
defence. 

^Vhat, rouse thee, man! thy Juliet is 
alive, 

For whose dear sake thou wast but lately 
dead ; 

There art thou liappy : Tybalt would kill 
thee, 

but tlioii slew’st Tybalt; there ait thou 
happy too : 

The law that threaten’d death becomes 
thy fiiend 

And turns it to exile; there art thou 
happy ; 

A pack of blessings liglits upon thy back ; 

Happiness courts thee in her best arrays 

but, like a misbehaved and sullen wench, 

Thou poiit’st upon thy foitunc and thy 
love : 

Take heed, take heed, for such die 
miserable. 

Clo, get thee to thy love, as was decreed, 

Ascend her chamlicr, hence and comfoit 
her : 

but look thou stay not till the watch be 
set, 

I'br then thou cans! not pass to Mantua; 

Where thou shalt live, till we can find a 
time 

To blaze your mariiage, reconcile your 
friends, 

beg pardon of the prince, and call thee 
back 

With twenty hundred thousand times 
moie joy 

Than thou went’st forth in lamentation. 

Clo before, nurse: commend me to thy 
lady ; 

And bid her hasten all the hou.se to bed, 

Which heavy soriow makes them apt 
unto : 

Romeo is coming. 

Nu7'se, O I.ord, I could have stay’d 
here all the night 

To hear good counsel: O, what learning 
is ! 

My loid. I’ll tell my lady you will come. 

Rofji. Do so, and bid my sweet pre- 
pare to chide. 

Nurse. Here, sir, a ring she bid me 
give you, sir : 


Hie you, make haste, for it grows very 
late. \Ejcit. 

Roni. How well my comfort is revived 
by thi.', ! 

Eri. ].. Go hence; good night; and 
hci c stands all your state : 

Either be gone before the watch be set. 

Or by the break of day disguised from 
hence : 

Sojourn in Mantua; I’ll find out your 
man. 

And he shall .signify fiom time to time 

Ever)" good hap to you that chances here : 

Give me thy hand ; ’lis late : farewell ; 
good night. 

Rom. but that a joy past joy calls out 
on me. 

It were a grief, so biief to part with thee : 

Faicwell. YExcuiii. 

Scene TV. A roovi 

EuUr CAPUI.ET, T.APY CAI’ULET, 
and IRAKIS. 

CiJ. Things have falFn out, sir, so 
unluckily. 

That we have had no time to move our 
daughtei ; 

Look you, she loved her kinsman Tybalt 
deaily, 

x\nd so did I ; — Well, we were boin to die. 

'Tis very late, she'll not come dowm to- 
night : 

I promise you, but for your company, 

I would have been a-bed an hour ago. 

Par. These times of woe afford no 
time to woo. 

Madam, good night: commend me to 
your daughter. 

La. Cap. I will, and know her mind 
early to-moiTow- ; 

To-n3^ht she is mew’^'d up to her heaviness. 

Cap. Sir Paris, I will make a desperate 
tender 

Of my child’s love : 1 think she will be 
luled 

In all respects by me ; nay, more, I doubt 
it not. 

Wife, go you to her ere you go to bed ; 

Acquaint her here of my sou Paris’ 
love ; 
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And bid her, mark you me, on 'Wednes- 
day next — 

Hut, soft! ^\llat day is this? 

J^ar. Monday, my lord. 

Cap. hlonday! ha, ha! "SYell, Wednes- 
day is too soon, 

O’ Thursday let it be : o' Thursday, tell 
her, 

She shall be married to this noble earl. 

Will you be ready? do you like this haste ? 

We 1) keep no great ado, — a friend oi 
two ; 

For, hark you, Tybalt being slain so late. 

It may be thought we held him carelessly, 

Being oui kinsman, if we revel much: 

Therefore we’ll have some half a dozen 
friends, 

And there an end. But what say you to 
Thursday ? 

Par, hly lord, I would that Thursday 
vcrc to-morrow. 

Cap. Well, get you gone : o' Thursday 
be it, th n. 

Go you to Juliet ere you go to bed. 

Prepare her, wife, against this wedding- 
day. 

Farewell, my hn*d. laght to my cham- 
ber, ho ! 

Afore me ! it is so very very late, 

That we may call it early by and by. 

Good night. \Excimf. 

Scene V. CapukCs orchard. 

Enter Romeo Juliet ahozie, at the 
luindoia. 

Jnl. Wilt thou be gone ? it is not yet 
near day : 

It w^as the nightingale, and not the lark, 

That pierced the fearful hollow of thine 
ear; 

Nightly she sings on 3’on j^omegr^nate- 
tree : 

Believe me, love, it was the nightin- 
gale. 

Rom. It was the laik, the herald of 
the morn, 

No nightingale: look, love, what envious 
streaks 

Do lace the severing clouds in yonder 


Night’s candles arc burnt out, and jocund 
da}' 

Stands tiptoe on the misty mountain tops. 

I must be gone and live, or slay and die. 

Jitl. Von light is not day -light, I 
kno\v it, I : 

It is some metcoi that the sun exhales, 

d'o be to thee this night a torch -bearei. 

And light thee on thy way to Mantua : 

Therefore staj'yet; thou need's! not to 
be gone. 

Rom. Let me be ta'en, let me be put 
to death ; 

I am content, so thou wilt liave it so. 

I ’ll .say yon grey is not the morning’s eye, 

’Tis but the ])ale i*eflex of Cynthia’s brow ; 

Nor that is not the lark, whose notes do 
beat 

The vanity hea\cn so high above our 
head-. : 

I have more care to stay than will to 
go: 

Come, death, and welcome! Juliet wills 
it so. 

IIow is’t, my soul? let’s talk; it is not 
day. 

Jill. It is, it is: hie hence, be gone, 
away ! 

It is the lark that sings so out of tune. 

Straining harsh discords and unpleasing 
sharps. 

Some say the lark makes sweet division ; 

This doth not so, for she divideth us : 

Some say the lark and loathed toad 
change eyes; 

O, now I would they had changed voices 
loo ! 

Since arm from arm that voice doth us 
aft lay, 

Hunting thee hence with hunt’s-up to the 
day. 

O, now be gone; more light and light it 
grows. 

Rom. More light and light ; more dark 
and dark our woes ! 

Enter Nurse, to the chamber. 

Nurse. Madam ! 

Jnl. Nurse? 

Nni'se. Your lady mother is coming to 
your chamber : 
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The day is broke; be wary, look about. 

lExit. 

JuL Then, window, let day in, and 
let life out. 

Rom, Farewell, farewell ! one kiss, 
and I’ll descend. \ITc gocth down. 

JuL Art thou gone so ? love, lord, ay, 
husband, friend ! 

I must hear from thee every day in the 
hour. 

For in a minute there are many days: 

O, by this count I shall be much in years 

Ere 1 again behold my Romeo ! 

Rom. Farewell ! 

T will omit no opportunity 

That may convey my greetings, love, to 
thee. * 

JhL O, think’st thou we shall ever 
meet again? 

Rom, I doubt it not; and all these 
woes shall serve 

For sweet discourses in our time to come. 

JtiL O God, I ha^e an ill -divining 
soul ! 

Methinks 1 see thee, now thou art lielow. 

As one dead in the bottom of a tomb: 

Either my cycsiglit fails, or thou look’st 
jiale. 

Rom. And trust me, love, in my eye 
so do you : 

Dry sorrow drinks oiii blood. Adieu, 
adieu ! \Ex7{. 

Jul. O fortune, fortune ! all men call 
thee fickle: 

If thou art fickle, what dost thou with 
him 

That is renown’d for faith? Be fickle, 
fortune ; 

For then, I hope, thou wilt not keep him 
long. 

But send him back. 

La. Cap. [IVithin'] IIo, daughter! are 

' you up? 

Jul. Who is’t that calls? is it my lady 
mother ? 

Is she not down so late, or up so early ? 

What unaccustom’d cause proem es her 
hither ? „ 

Enie7^ Lady Capulet. 

La. Cap. Why, how now, Juliet ! 

VOL. III. 


J 21 L iMadam, I am not well. 

J.a. Cap. Evcrmoic weeping for your 
cousin’s death ? 

What, wilL thou wash him from his giave 
with tears? 

An if thou couldst, thou couldst not make 
him live; 

Therefore, have done : some grief shows 
much of love ; 

But much of grief shous still some want 
of u It. 

Jtil. Yet let me weep foi such a feeling 
loss. 

J.a. Cap. So shall you feel the loss, 
but not the friend 

Which you u cci) for. 

Jul. Feeling so the loss, 

I cannot choose but ever weep the fiiend. 

La. Cap. Well, girl, thou weep'st not 
so much for his death, 

As that the villain lives \\hich slaughtei’d 
him. 

Jul. What villain, madam ? 

La. Cap. 'fhat same villain, Romeo. 

Jul. [Aside} Viliam and he be many 
miles asunder. — 

God pardon him! I do, with all my 
heart ; 

And yet no man like he doth grieve my 
heart. 

La. Cap. That is, because the traitor 
murdeiei lives. 

Jul. Ay, madam, from the reach of 
tliesc my hands : 

Would none but I might venge my cousin’s 
death ! 

La. Cap. Wc will have vengeance for 
it, fear thou not : 

Then weep no moic. I'll send to one in 
Mantua, 

Where that same banish'd runagate doth 
jive. 

Shall give him such an unaccustom’d 
dram. 

That he shall soon keep Tybalt company : 

And then, I hope, thou wilt be satisfied. 

Jul. Indeed, I never shall be satisfied 

With Romeo, till I behold him — dead — 

Is my poor heart so for a kinsman vex’d : 

Madam, if you could find out but a man 

To bear a poison, I would temper it : 

D 
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That Romeo should, upon receipt thereof, 
Soon sleep in quiet. O, how luy heait 
abhors 

To hear him named, and cannot come to 
him. 

To wreak the love 1 bore my cousin 
U])on his body that hath slaughtei’d him ! 

La. Cap. Find thou the means, and 
I 'll find such a man. 

But now I’ll tell thee joyful tidings, giil. 

Jul. And joy comes well in such a 
needy time; 

What arc they, I beseech your ladyship ? 

La. Cap. Well, u’ell, thou hast a care- 
ful father, child i 

One u'ho, to jnit thee from thy heaviness, 
Hath sorteil out a sudden day of joy, 
That thou expeot'st not nor I look'd not 
for. 

Jtth ISIadam, in happy time, what day 
i.s that? 

La. Cap. Marry, my child, eaily next 
Thursday morn, 

The gallant, }oung and noble gentleman, 
TheC'ounty Pari',, at Saint Peter's Church, 
Shall happily make thee there a joyful 
biide. 

Jill. Now, by Saint Peter’s Church and 
Peter too, 

He shall not make me there a joyful bride. 
I wonder at this haste; that I must wed 
Ere he, that should be husband, comes to 
woo. 

I pray you, tell raylord and father, nTadam, 
I will not marry yet; and, when I do, I 
swear, 

It shall be Romeo, whom you know I hale, 
Rather than Paris. These are news in- 
deed ! 

La. Cap. Here conies your father; tell 
liim so youiself, 

And see how lie will lake it at your l|and.s. 

Enter Capui.ei’ and Nurse. 

Cap. When the sun sets, the air cloth 
drizzle dew; 

But for the sunset of my brother’s son 
It rains downright. 

How now! a conduit, girl? what, still 
in tears ? 

Evermore showering ? In one little body 


Thou count erfeit’st a bark, a sea, a wind ; 

For still thy eyes, which I may call the 
sea, 

Ho ebb and flow with tears; the bark thy 
body is, 

Sailing in this salt flood ; the winds, thy 
sighs; 

Who, 1 aging with thy tears, and they with 
them, 

Without a sudden calm, \\ ill overset 

Thy tempest - to.ssed body. How now, 
wife ! 

Have you deliver'd to her our decree? 

La. Cap. Ay, sii ; but she will none, 
she gives you thanks. 

I would the fool were mairied to hei grave! 

Cap. Soft ! take me wdth you, take me 
with you, wife. 

Howl w'ill she none? doth she not give 
us thanks ? 

Is she not proud ? doth she not count her 
blest, 

Unw^orthy as she is, that we have wrought 

So woithy a gentleman to be her bride- 
groom ? 

Jul. Not proud, you have ; but thank- 
ful, that you have; 

I’loud can I never be of what I hate; 

But thankful even for hate, lliat is meant 
love. 

Cap. IIow' now', how mnv, clioji-logic! 
What is this ? 

‘ Proud,’ and ‘I thank you,’ and ‘I thank 
you not ; ’ 

And yet ‘not proud:’ mistress minion, 
you, 

Thank mo no thankings, nor pioud me no 
prouds, 

But fettle your fine joints ’gainst Thursday 
next, 

To go w'ith Paris to Saint Peter's Church, 

Or I will drag thee on a hurdle thither. 

Out, you green -sickness carrion ! out, you 
baggage ! 

You tallow'-face! 

La. Cap. Fie, fie! what, are you 
mad ? 

Jill. Good father, I beseech you on my 
knees, 

Hear me with patience but to speak a 
word. 
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Cap, Hang thee, young baggage ! dis- 
obedient wretch ! 

I tell thee what : get thee to church o’ 
Thursday, 

Or never after look me in the face : 

Sjieak not, reply not, do not answer me; 

]NIy fingers itch. Wife, w^e scarce thought 
us blest 

That God had lent us but this only child ; 

but now I see this one i'^ one too much. 

And that we have a curse in having her ; 

Out on her, hilding ! 

Niii‘se. Ood in heaven bless her ! 

You arc to blame, my loid, to late her so. 

Cap. And why, my lady \\ isdom ? hold 
your tongue, 

Good prudence ; smatter with your gos- 
^sips, go. 

Nurse. I speak no ticason. 

Cap. O, Gt)d ye god -den. 

Alirsc. IMay not one speak ? 

Cap. Peace, you mumbling fool! 

® Utter your giavily o'er a gossip’s bowl; 

For hcie w'o need it not. 

J,a, Cap. You are too hot. 

Cap. f God’s bread ! it makes me 
mad : 

i'Day, night, hour, tide, time, woik, 
play, 

Alone, in company, still my care hath 
been 

do have her match'd : and having now 
! provided 

A gentleman of noble parentage, 

Of fair demesnes, youthful, and nobly 
train’d, 

vStulPd, as they say, with honourable 
})arts, 

I’roportion’d as one’s tlmught would wish 
a man ; 

And then to have a WTctched jiuling fool, 

A -whining mammet, in her fortune’s 
tendei , 

To answer ‘I’ll not wed; I cannot 
love, 

I am too young ; I pray you, pardon 
me.’ 

Put, an you wall not w'ed, I’ll pardon 
you : 

( Graze where you will, you shall not house 
with me : 


Look to’t, think on’t, I do not use to 
jest. 

Thursday is near ; lay hand on heart, 
advise : 

An you be mine, I’ll give you to my 
friend ; 

An you be not, hang, beg, starve, die in 
the streets, 

Foi, by my soul, I’ll ne’er acknowledge 
thee, 

Nor what is mine shall never do thee 
good : 

Trust to’t, bethink you ; I’ll not be 
forsworn. \^ExiL 

Jill. Is there no pity sitting in the 
clouds, 

That sees into the bottom of my grief? 

O, sweet my mother, cast me not away ! 

Delay this marriage for a month, a 
W'eck ; 

Or, if you do not, make the bridal bed 

In that dim monument wdieie Tybalt 
lies. 

La. Cap. Talk not to me, for I'll not 
speak a word : 

Do as thou wilt, for I ha\e done with 
thee. {Exif. 

Jul. O God! — O nurse, how shall 
this be prevented ? 

My husband is on earth, my faith in 
heaven ; 

How shall that faith return again to 
earth, 

Unless that husband send it me from 
heaven 

By leaving earth ? comfort me, counsel 
me. 

Alack, alack, that heaven should practise 
stratagems 

Upon so soft a subject as myself! 

What say’st thou? hast thou not a word 
iff joy ? 

Some comfort, nurse. 

Nurse. Faith, here it is. 

Romeo is banish’d ; and all the world to 
nothing. 

That he dares ne’er come back to chal- 
lenge you ; 

Or, if he do, it needs must be by stealth. 

Then, since the case so stands as now it 
doth, 
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I think it best you married with the 
county. 

O, he’s a lovely ^rentlcman ! 

Romeo’s a dishcloiit to him : an eagle, 
madam, 

Hath not so green, so quick, so fair an 
eye 

As Paris hath. Beshrew my veiy heart, 

I think you are happy in this second 
match, 

For it excels your first ; or if it did not, 

Your first is dead ; or 'twere as good he 
were, 

As living here and you no use of him. 

JitL Speakcst thou from thy heart ? 

Nurse. And from my soul too ; 

Or else beshrew them both. 

Jul. Amen ! 

Nurse. What ? 

Jul. Well, thou hast comforted me | 
marvellous much. 

Go in ; and tell my lady I am gone. 

Having disj 'ased my father, to Lau- 
rence' cell, 

To make confession and to be absolved. 

Nurse. Marry, I will ; and this is 
wisely done. \^Exif. 

Jul. Ancient damnation ! O most 
wucked fiend ! 

Is it more sin to wish me thus forsworn. 

Or to dispraise my lord vith that same 
tongue 

Which she hath praised him with above 
compare 

So many thousand limes? Go, coun- 
sellor ; 

Thou and my bosom henceforth shall be 
twain. 

I’ll to the friar, to know his remedy: 

If all else fail, myself have power to die. 

[yTa//. 

ACT tv. 

Scene T. Friar Laurence's cell. 

Enter Friar Laurence and Paris. 

Fn. L. On Thursday, sir ? the time is 
very shoit. 

Par. My father Capulet will have it 
so ; 


And I am nothing slow to slack his 
haste. 

F'n. L. You say you do not know the 
lady's mind : 

Uneven is the course, I like it not. 

Par. Immoderately she weeps for Ty- 
balt’s death, 

And thercfoie have I little talk’d of love ; 

For Venus smiles not in a house of tears. 

Xow, sir, hei father counts it dangerous 

That she doth give hci sorrow so much 
srvay. 

And in his wisdom hastes our maniage. 

To stop the inundation of hei teais; 
j Winch, loo much minded by herself 
j , alone, 

May be put from her by society: 

I Now do yon know the leason of this, 
haste. 

Fri. L. [.hide] I would I knew not 
why it should be slow'd. 

Look, sir, heie comes the lady tow^ards 
111) cell. 

Juliet. 

Par. Happily met, my lady and my 
wife ! 

Jul. That may be, sir, when I may be 
a wife. 

Par. That may be must be, love, on 
Thuisday next. 

Jul. What mu‘^t be shall be. 

Fri. L. That’s a certain text. 

Pai . Come you to make confession to 
this father ? 

Jul. To answer that, I should confess 
to you. 

Par. Do not deny to him that you 
love me. 

Jul. I will confess to you that I love 
him. 

Par. So will ye, I am sure, that you 
love me. 

Jul. If I do so, it wall be of more 
price, 

Being spoke behind your back, than to 
your face. 

Par. Poor soul, thy face is much 
abused with tears. 

Jtd. The tears have got small victory 
by that; 
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For it was bad enough before their 
spite. 

Par. Thou wiong’st it, more than 
tears, with that report. 

Jul. That is no slander, sir, w'hich is 
a truth ; 

And what I spake, I spake it to my 
face. 

Par. Thy face is mine, and thou hast 
slander’d it. 

Jul. It may be so, for it is not mine own. 

Are you at leisiue, holy father, now; 

Or shall I come to you at evening mass ? 

Pri. L. My leisure serves me, j^eiisive 
daughter, now. 

]\Iy lord, we must entieat the time alone. 

Par. God shield I should disturb d«?- 
votion ! 

Juliet, on Thursday early will I rouse ye: 

Till then, adieu ; and keep this holy kiss. 

[Aa/A 

Jul. O, shut the door ! and when thou 
hast done so, 

Come weep w'ithme ; past hope, past cine, 
past help ! 

Fri. L. Ah, Juliet, I already know thy 
^lief; 

It strains me jiast the compass of my wdts : 

I hear thou must, and nothing may pnr- 
rogue it. 

On Thursday next be married to this 
county. 

Jul. Tell me not, fiiar, that thou 
hear’st of tins. 

Unless thou tell me how I may jirevent it ; 

If, in thy wdsdom, thou canst give no help. 

Do thou but call my resolution wdse, 

And wdth this knife I’ll help it presently. 

God join’d my heart and Komeo’s, thou 
our hands; 

And ere this hand, by thee to Romeo 
seal’d, 

Shall be the label to another deed, 

Or my true heart with treacherous revolt 

Turn to another, this shall slay them both : 

Therefore, out of thy long - experienced 
time, 

Give me some present counsel, or, behold, 

’Twdxt my extremes and me this bloody 
knife 

Shall play the umpire, arbitrating that 


Which the commission of thy years and art 
Could to no issue of tiue honour biing. 
Re not so long to speak ; I long to die, 
If what thou s])cak’st speak not of remedy. 

Fri. L. Hold, daughter: I do spy a 
kind of hojic, 

Which cra\es as desperate an execution 
As that is despeiate which we w^ould pre- 
vent. 

If, rather than to marry County Paris, 
Thou hact the strength of will to slay 
thyself. 

Then is it likely thou wilt undertake 
A thing like death to cliide away this 
shame. 

That copest with death himself to scape 
from it; 

And, if thou darest, I’ll give thee remedy. 

Jul. O, bid me leap, rather than many 
Paris, 

From off the battlements of yonder tower ; 
Or walk in thievish w'ays ; or bid me lurk 
Wliere seipents are; chain me with roar- 
ing bears ; 

Or shut me nightly in a charnel-house, 
O’er-cover’d cjuite with dead men's rat- 
tling bones, 

^Vlth reeky shanks and yellow^ chapless 
skulls ; 

Or bid me go into a new-made grave 
And hide me wdth a dead man in his 
shroud ; 

Things that, to hear them told, have made 
me ti emble ; 

And I will do it without fear or doubt. 
To live an un^tain’il wdfe to my sweet love. 

Fri. A. Hold, then ; go home, be 
meiry, give consent 

To marry Par is : Wednesday is to-morrow : 
'I'o-morrow^ night look that thou lie alone ; 
Let not ihy muse lie with thee in thy 
jchainbei : 

Take thou this vial, being then in bed. 
And this distilled licpioi drink thou off; 
When presently through all thy veins 
shall run 

A cold and drow'sy humour, for no pulse 
Shall keep his native progress, but sur- 
cease : 

No w^armth, no breath, shall testify thou 
livest ; 



38 


ROMEO AND JULIET 


ACT IV 


The roses in thy lips and cheeks shall fade 
To paly ashes, thy eyes’ windows fall, 
Like death, when he shuts up the day of 
life : 

Each pait, deprived of supple govern- 
ment, 

Shall, stiff and stark and cold, appear 
like dealli : 

And in this boi row’d likeness of shrunk 
death 

Thou shalt continue two and forty hours, 
And tlien awake as from a pleasant sleep. 
Now, when the bridegroom in the morn- 
ing comes 

To louse thee from thy bed, there art 
thou dead : 

Then, as the manner of our countiy is, 

In thy best robes uncover’d on the bier 
Thou shall be borne to that same ancient 
vault 

Where all the kindred of the Capulets lie. 
In the mean time, against thou shalt 
awake, 

Shall Romeo by my letleis know our drift. 
And liither shall he come: and he and I 
Will watch thy waking, and that very night 
Shall Romeo bear thee hence to Mantua. 
And this shall fiee thee from this piesent 
shame ; 

If no inconstant toy, nor womanish fear, 
Abate thy valour in the acting it. 

JitL Give me, give me ! O, tell not 
me of fear ! 

Fri. L. Hold ; get you gone, be strong 
and piospcrous 

In this resolve ; I 'll send a friar with 
speed 

To Mantua, with my letters to thy lord. 

Jul. f^ove give me strength ! and 
strength shall help affoid. 

Farewell, dear father ! Jlxctint. 

• 

Scene II. Hall in Caj>nlels house. 

Enter Catulet, Lady Capulet, Nurse, 
and two Servingmen. 

Cap. So many guests invite as here are 
writ. \Exit Fird Senjant. 

Sirrah, go hire me twenty cunning cooks. 

Sec. Sera. You shall have none ill, sir; 
for I ’ll try if they can lick their fingers. 


Cap. Flow canst thou try them so ? 

Sci. Serzu Many, sir, ’tis an ill cook 
that cannot lick his owm fingeis: there- 
foie he that cannot lick l«s fingers goes 
not with me. 

Cap. Go, he gone. [Exit .See. Sen’anf. 
Wc shall be much unfurnibh'd for this 
time. 

What, is my daughter gone to PViar 
Laurence ^ 

Nitrse. Ay, forsooth. 

Cap. Well, he may chance to do some 
good on her : 

A peevish self-will’d harlotry it i^. 

A^urse. See where she comes fiom shrift 
with meriy look. 

Enter JULIEI’. 

Cap. 1 1 ow n o w, my headsti ong ! n here 
have you been gadding? 

Jill. Where I have learn ’d me to le- 
pent the sin 

Of disobedient oppo'^ition 
To you and youi behests, and am enjoin’d 
By holy J^aiirence to fall piosirate here, 
And beg your pardon: paidon, I beseech 
you ! 

Henceforward I am ever ruled by you. 

Cap. vSend foi the county; go tell him 
of this : 

I’ll have this knot knit up to-morrow 
moi ning. 

Jill. I met the youthful lord at Lau- 
rence’ cell ; 

.And gave him nhat hecomed love I might 
Xol stepping o’er the hounds of modesty. 

Cap. Why, I am glad on’t; this is 
well : stand up : 

Tin's is as't should be. Let me sec the 
county; 

Ay, mairy, go, I say, and fetch him 
hither. 

Now, afore God ! this reverend holy friar, 
All our whole city is much hound to him. 

Jul. Nurse, will you go with me into 
my closet, 

To hel]) me sort such needful orna- 
ments 

As you think fit to fuinish me to-morrow’? 

La. Cap. No, not till Thursday ; there 
is time enough. 
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Cap. Go, nurse, go with her : we ’ll to 
church to-moriow. 

{Exeunt Juliet and Nurse. 

La. Cap. We shall be short in our 
provision : 

’Tis now near night. 

Cap. Tusli, I will stir about, 

And all things shall be well, I warrant 
thee, wife : 

Go thou to Juliet, help to dock up her; 

I’ll not to bed to-night; let me alone; 

I'll play the housewife for this once. 
What, ho ! 

They are all forth. Well, I will walk 
myself 

To County l^aiis, to prepare him up 

Against to-morrow: my heart is won*- 
drous light, 

Since this same wayward giil is so re- 
claim'd. {E.xcunt. 

Scene ITI. Juliet ’’ s chamber. 

E7itL'r Juliet and Nurse. 

Jul. Ay, those attires are best : but, 
gentle nurse, 

I pray thee, leave me to myself to-night; 

For 1 have need of many oiisons 

To move the heavens to ^mile upon my 
state. 

Which, well thou know’st, is cross and 
full of sin. 

Enter Lady Caeui.et. 

La. Cap. What, are you busy, ho? 
need you my help ? 

Jul. No, madam; we have cull’d such 
necessaries 

As are behoveful for our state to-moiroAv : 

So please you, let me now be left alone. 

And let the nurse this night sit up with 
you; 

For, I am sure, you have your hands 
full all. 

In this so sudden business. 

I.a. Cap. Good night : 

Get thee to bed, and rest ; for thou hast 
need. 

{Exeunt Lady Capiilct and Nurse. 

Jul. Farewell ! God know's w^hen w'e 
shall meet again. 


I have a faint cold fear thrills through 
my veins. 

That almo-st freezes up the heat of life: 
I’ll call them back again to comfort me : 
Nurse ! What should she do here ? 

My dismal scene I needs must act alone. 
Come, vial. 

What if this mixture do not w'ork at all ? 
Shall I be married then to-morrow 
morning ? 

No, no : tins shall forbid it : lie thou 
there. {I.ayim> doion her dai^ger. 
What if it be a poison, which the friar 
.Subtly hath minister’d to have me dead, 
Lest ill this marriage he should be dis- 
honour'd, 

Because he married me before to Romeo ? 
I fear it is : and yet, methinks, it should 
not. 

For he hath still been tried a holy man. 
llow if, when I am laid into the tomb, 

I wake before the time that Romeo 
Come to redeem me? there's a fearful 
point ! 

Shall I not, then, be stifled in the vault, 
To whose foul mouth no healthsome air 
breathes in. 

And there die strangled ere my Romeo 
comes ? 

Or, if I live, is it not very like, 

'The hornlde conceit of death and night, 
Together with the teiror of the place, — 
As in a vault, an ancient receptacle, 
Wheic, for these many hundred years, 
the bones 

Of all my buried ancestors are pack’d : 
Wheie bloody Tybalt, yet but green in 
earth, 

Lies festciing in his shroud; where, as 
they say. 

At some hours in the night spirits 
j,resort ; — 

Alack, alack, is it not like that I, 

So early w'aking, what with loathsome 
smells. 

And shrieks like mandrakes’ torn out of 
the earth, 

That living mortals, hearing them, run 
mad ; — 

O, if I wake, shall I not be distraught. 
Environed wdth all these hideous fears ? 
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And madly play with my forefathers* 
joints ? 

And pluck the mangled d ybalt from his 
shroud ? 

And, in this rage, with some great 
kinsman’s hone, 

As with a chii), da'-li out my dcspciate 
brains ? 

O, look ! methinks I see my cousin’s | 
ghost I 

Seeking out Romeo, that did spit his i 
body 

Upon a rapier’s point : stay, Tybalt, stay’ 

Romeo, I come ! tins do I (irink to thee 
\She falls upon her Ihd, 'loithin the 
cu/iauis. 

Scene IV. Hall In CapuhTs hou^t. 

Eniey Lady Capulet and Kuiso. 

La. Cap, Hold, take these keys, and 
fetch mote spices, nurse 

Nurse. '1 hey ca for dates and quinces 
in the pastiy. 

Enlc'' CArcLET. 

Cap. Come, siir, sin, stir! the second 
cock hath ciossM, 


First Serv. Things for the cook, sir; 
but I know not what. 

I Cap. Make haste, make haste. {Exit 
First Sirrah, fetch drier logs: 

Call Peter, he will show thee where they 
ai e. 

Scl. Se/'z'. I have a liead, sir, that 
will find out log-,, 

And never trouble Peter for the mattei. 

[Aa it. 

Cap. Mass, and well said; a meiry 
whoreson, ha! 

'Fhou shalt be logger-head. Cood faith, 
‘tis day : 

The county will be here with music 
straight, 

Por so he said he W'ould : I heai him neai. 

[ Ihun'c 701 thin, 

Xuise! Mhfe ! Mdiat, h(»! What, nuise, 
Isr.y! 

Re~iuU r Nurse. 

(lo waken Juliet, go and tiim her up; 

ril go and cliat with Paris: liie, make 
h.tvie, 

i\Iake haste; the biidegroom he is come 
ahead}' : 

Make haste, I spy. {Exeunt. 


The curfew' -bell liath iting, ‘tis three 
o’clock : 

Look to the baked meals, good Angelica: 

Spare not for cost. 

Nurse. Co, you cot-quean, go. 

Get you lo bed; faith, }ou’ll be sick to- 
m 01 row 

For this night’s watching. 

Cap. No, not a whit: what! 1 have 
watch’d ere now' 

All night for lesser cause, and ne'er been 
sick. 

La. Cap. Ay, you have been a mouse- 
hunt in your time ; , 

But I wall watch you from such walchiiifi' 
now. ^ 

{Exeunt Ladv Capulet and Nurse. 

Cap, A jealous-hood, a jealous-hood 1 

Enter three or four Servingmen, zoith 
spits, logs, and baikels. 

Now, fellow', 


Scene Juliet's chamber. 
Enter Nuise. 


I 

I 


Nincse. Mistress ! wliat, mistress ! 
Juliet! fast, I warrant her, she: 
Why, lamb! why, lady! fie, vou slug-a- 
bed ! 


I Why, love, I say! madam! sw'cet-lieart ! 
i why, bride! 

I W hat, not a w'oid ? you take your penny- 
W'oiths now ; 


, Sleep foi a w'cek ; for the next night , I 
I warrant, 

I The County Paris hath set up his rest, 
j That you shall rest but little. God for- 


give me, 

Marry, and amen, how' sound is she 
aslce]) 1 

I must needs wake her. Madam, madam, 
madam ! 

Ay, let the county take you in your 
bed; 


What ’s there ? 
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He’ll fright you up, i’ faith. Will it not 
be? ^Undraios the curtains. 

What, cliess’d! and in > our clothes ! ami 
down again ! 

I must needs wake you : Lady ! lady ! 
lady ! 

Alas, alas ! Help, help ! my lady’s dead I 

O, well-a-day, that ever T was born ! 

Some aqua vitje, ho ! ^ly lord ! my lady ! 

Enter Lady Capulct. 

La. Cap. Wliat noise is here ? 

Nurse. O lamentable day ! 

Im. Cap. What i'^ the matter? 

Nurse. Look, look ! O heavy day ! 

Ln. Cap. O me, O me ! My child, m\' 
only life. 

Revive, look up, or I will die with thee I 

Help, help! Call help. 

Enter Capulet. 

Cap. For shame, bring Juliet foith; 
her lord is come. 

Nw'ic. She's dead, deceased, she's 
dead ; alack the day ! 

Im. Cap. Alack the day. .she’s dead, 
she's dead, she's do id ! 

Cap. Ha! let me see her: out, alas! 
she’s cold; 

Her blood is settled, and her joints aie 
stiff; 

Life and these lips have long been sepa- 
rated : 

Death lies on her like an untimely frost 

Upon the sweetest flower of all the held. 

jYurse. O lamentable day I 

La. Cap. O woful time ! 

Cap. Death, that hath ta’cn hei hence 
to make me wail, 

Ties up my tongue, and will not let me 
speak. 

Enter Friar Laurence and Paris, 
with Musicians. 

Fri. L. Come, is the bride ready to go 
to church ? 

Cap. Ready to go, but never to return. 

O son ! the night before thy wedding-day 

Hath Death lain with thy wife. There 

^ she lies, 

' Flower as she was, deflowered by him. 


Death is my son-in-law. Death is my heir; 

My daughter he hath w'edded : I will die. 

And leave him all; life, living, all is 
Death’s. 

Pai'‘. Have I thought long to see thL 
morning's, face, 

And doth it give me such a sight as this ^ 

La. Cap. Accuised, unhappy, WTCtched, 
hateful day ! 

Most misciable hour that e’er time saw 

In lasting labour of his pilgi image ! 

Rut one, pool one, one poor and loving 
child, 

But one thing to lejoice and solace in, 

And cruel death hath catch’d it from my 
sight ! 

Nurse. O w'oe ! O woful, w oful, woful 
day I 

Moi>l lamentable day, most tvoful day, 

That ever, cvci, 1 did yet behold! 

O day! O day 1 O day ! O hateful day ! 

Nevei was seen so black a day as this: 

! O w oful day, O w oful da v ! 

I Tar. Beguiled, divorced, tvronged, 

! spited, slam ! 

Most detestable dealli, by thee beguiled, 

By cruel tiuel thee quite ovei thrown ! 

O love! O life! not life, but lo\e in 
death ! 

Cap, Despised, distiessed, hated, mar- 
tyr’d, kill’d ! 

Uncomfortable time, why earnest thou 
now 

To muider, muider our solemnity? 

O child ! O child ! my soul, and not my 
child ! 

Dead art thou ! Alack ! my child is 
dead ; 

And with my child my joys aie buried. 

Fri. Z. Peace, ho, foi sliame ! con- 
fusion's cine lives not 

In thd!^c confusions. Heaven and your- 
self 

Had part in this fair maid ; now heaven 
hath all. 

And all the bettei is it for the maid : 

Your pait in her you could not keep 
from death, 

But heaven keeps his pait in eternal life. 

The most you sought ivas her promo- 
tion ; 
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For ’twas your heaven she should he 
advanced : 

And weep ye now, seeing slie is advanced 
Above the clondh, a^, high as heaven 
itself? 

O, in Ihi* love, you love your child so 
ill, 

That you run mad, seeing that she is 
well : 

She’s not well married that lives married 
long ; 

liUt she's bC'^L married that dies married 
young. 

Dry up your teais, and stick your rose- 
mary 

On this fair corse; and, n,s the custom 

is, 

In all her best airay bear her to church : 
For though fond nature bids u* all 
lament. 

Yet nature’s tears are icason’s merri- 
ment. 

Cap. All things that we ordained 
fesuval, 

Turn from their office to black funeral ; 
Our mstnimenls to melancholy bells, 

Our wedding cheer to a sad buiial 
feast, 

Our solemn hymns to sullen diiges 
change. 

Our liridal iloA\ers serve foi a buiiedi 
corse, 

And all things change them to the con- 
tiary. 

Fri. 1.. Sir. go you in ; and, madam, 
go with him; 

And go. Sir Pans; every one prepare 
d'o follow this fair corse unto her grave : 
The heavens do lour upon you for some 
ill; 

Move them no more by crossing their 
high will. \Kxcunf CMpuht, 

I^ady Capidft, Paris., and JPiar. 

Idnst Mm. Faith, we may put up our 
pipes, and be gone. 

Plnrse. Honest good fellows, ah, put 
up, pul U]) ; 

For, well you know, this is a pitiful case. 

\Exit. 

First Jfns. Ay, by my troth, the case 
may be amended. 


Enter Peter. 

Pet. Musicians, O, musicians, ‘Heart’s 
case, Ileait’s ease O, an you will have 
me live, play ‘ Heart’s ease.’ 

First Mtis. Why ‘ Heart’s ease ’? 

Pci. O, musicians, because my licart 
itself plays, ‘ My heart is full of woe O, 
play me some meriy dump, to comfort 
me. 

First Mii^. Not a dumii we; ’tis no 
time to play now. 

Pet. You will not, then ? 

First Mm. No. 

Pet. 1 will then give it you soundly. 

^ I'lrsi Mw^. What will you giNe us? 

Pet. No money, on my faith, but the 
gleek ; I will give you the minstrel. 

First Mns. Tlien will 1 give you the 
serviiig-cieature. 

Pet. Then will I lay the serving- 
ci cat lire’s ilagger on your pate. I will 
cany no crotchets: I’ll re you, I’ll fa 
}ou; do you note me? 

J'lrst Mils. An you re us and fa us, you 
note us. 

Sec. Mils. Pray you, put up }'oiu 
dagger, .and 2:>ut out yoiu wit. 

Pit. Then have at you wdth my wdt! 
I wdl dry-beat you with an iron w’it, and 
juit up my iron dagger. iVnswcr me like 
men : 

‘ When grilling grief the heart doth 
wound, 

And doleful durniis the mind ojipress, 
Then music with hei silvci sound ’ — 

Avhy ‘silver sound’? W’liy ‘music with 
lici sil\er .sound ’? What say you, Simon 
Catling ? 

F'irU JIfiis. Marry, sir, because silver 
hath a sweet sound. 

/b/. Pietty! What say you, Hugh 
Rebeck ? 

See. Aim. I say ‘ silver sound,’ because 
musicians sound for silver. 

Pet. Pretty too ! What say you, James 
Soundpost ? 

Third A fits. Faith, I know not what 
to say. 

Tef. O, I cry you mercy; you are the 
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singer: 1 will say for you. It is ‘music 
with lier silver sound,’ because musicians 
have no gold for sounding : 

‘ Then music w ilh her silver sound 
With speedy help doth lend redress.’ 

\Exii, 

First Mus. What a pestilent knave is 
this same ! 

See. Mus. Ilang him, Jack ! Come, 
we’ll in here ; tariy foi the mourner',, 
and stay dinner. \Exeuuf. 

ACT V. 

SCLNL I. J/izutua. A street. 

Enter Romeo. 

Roni. If I may trust the llattcring 
truth of sleep, 

INIy dreams presage some joyful news at 
hand : 

My bosom’s lord sits lightly in his 
throne ; 

And all this day an unaccustom’d spirit 
Lifts me above the giound ^^ith cheerful 
thoughts. 

I dreamt my lady came and found me 
dead — 

Strange dream, that gives a dead man 
leave to think ! — 

And breathed such life with kis.'jes in my 

lips 

dliat 1 revived, and was an emperor. 

Ah me ! how sweet love itself possess'd, 
When but love’s shadows are so rich in 
joy! 

Enter Bali'HASar, hooted. 

News from Verona! — IIo\v now, 
Llalthasar ! 

Dost thou not bring me letters from the 
friar ? 

How doth my lady? Is my father 
well ? 

How fares my Juliet? that I ask again; 
For nothing can be ill, if she be well. 

Bat. Then she is well, and nothing 
can be ill : 

Her body sleeps in Capel’s monument, 
And her immortal part with angels 
lives. 


I saw her laid low in her kindred’s vault, 
And presently took post to tell it you: 

O, pardon me for biinging these ill 
news. 

Since you did leave it for my office, sir. 

Rom. Is it even so? then I defy you, 
stais ! 

Thou know’st my lodging: get me ink 
and paper, 

And hire post-horses ; I will hence to- 
night. 

Bat. 1 do beseech you, sir, have 
patience : 

Vour looks are pale and wild, and do 
im]iort 

Some misadventure. 

Rom. Tusli, thou art deceived : 
Ixave me, and do the thing I bid thee 
do. 

Hast thou no letters to me fiom the fiiai ? 

Bat. No, my good lord. 

Rom. No matter: get thee gone. 
And hire those horses; I'll be with thee 
stiaight. [EaU Balthasar. 

Well, Juliet, I will lie wdth thee to-night. 
Let's sec for means: O mischief, thou 
art swift 

To enter in the thoughts of desperate 
men ! 

I do lemcmber an apothecaiy, — 

And hereabouts he dwells, — which late I 
noted 

In tatter’d w'eeds, wdth overwdielming 
brow',, 

Culling of simples ; meagie W'cre his 
looks, 

Shaip miseiy had worn him to the bones : 
And in his needy shop a tortoise hung, 
An alligator stuff'd, and other skins 
Of ill-shaped fishes; and about his shelves 
A beggaily account of empty boxes, 
Green*^\arthen pots, bladtlers and musty 
seeds. 

Remnants of packthread and old cakes of 
roses. 

Were thinly scatter’d, to make up a show. 
Noting tln-^ penury, to myself I said 
‘An if a man did need a poison now^, 
Whose sale is present death in INIantua, 
Here lives a caitiff wretch would sell it 
him.’ 
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O, this bame thought did but forerun my 
need ; 

And this same needy man must sell it 
me. 

As I remember, this should be the house. 

Being holuhiy, tlie Ijeggar’s slioj) is <^11111. 

What, ho ! apothecary ! 

Enter Apothecary. 

Ap. Wlio calls so loud ? 

Rom. Come hnlicr, man. I see that 
thou art poor : 

Hold, thcie is forty ducats : let me 
have 

A dram of poison, such soon -speed mg 
gear 

As will clisi)erse itself through all the 
veins 

That the life-weary taker may fall dead 

And that the trunk may be di'^cliarged of 
breath 

As violently a*, ha^•\ jKWsder fired 

Doth hurry fioin the fatal cannon's 
womb. 

Ap. Such mortal drugs I have; but 
Mantua'', law 

Is death to any he that uttei's them. 

Rom. Alt thou so baie and full of 
M retchedness, 

And feav’st to die famine is in thy 
cheeks, 

Need and oppression starveth m thmc 
eyes, 

Contem])t and beggary hangs upon thy 
back ; 

The world is not thy friend nor the 
w'orld’s law ; 

The world affords no law to make thee 
rich ; 

Then be not jicor, but break it, and take 
this. 

Ap. IVIy poverty, but not m> will, 
consents. 

Rom. I pay thy poverty, and not thy 
will. 

Ap. Put this in any liquid thing you 
will, 

And diink it off; and, if you had the 
strength 

Of twenty men, it would dispatch you 
straight. 


Rom. There is thy gold, worse poison 
to men's souls, 

Doing more murdeis in this loathsome 
w'orld, 

Than these poor compounds that thou 
inayst not sell. 

I sell thee poison; thou hast sold me 
none. 

Farewell: buy food, and get th}scir in 
fledi. 

Come, cordial and not poison, go witli 
me 

To Juliet's giave; for there must 1 use 
thee. \Excu}it. 

^ ScFAi: II. Friar l\u(riucc\s nil. 

Enttr Fkiak 

I/LJ. Holv ] 'ram iscan friar ! brf)thei, 
lio ! 

Enter Fkiar Lyuki'ac. l. 

Eri. L. Thi-* same should lie the voice 
of Fiiar |ohn. 

Welcome fiom Mantua: what says 
R(>meo ^ 

Or, ii his mind be writ, give me his 
lettei. 

En. J. doing to find a bare -foot 
bic»ther out, 

One of our order, to associate me. 

Here in tbF city visiting the sick, 

And finding him, the searchers of the 
town. 

Suspecting that we both were in a house 

M hero the infectious pestilence did reign, 

Scal'd up the doors, and would not let 
us forth ; 

So that my speed to Mantua lliere was 
stay'd. 

Em. L. Who bare my letter, then, to 
Romeo ? 

In'. J. I could not send it, — here it 
is again,- -- 

Nor get a messenger to bring it thee, 

So fearful w'cre they of infection. 

Eri. L. Lnha])py fortune 1 hy my 
brotiierhood. 

The letter was not nice but full of 
charge 

Of dear import, and the neglecting it 



SnENE IT 


ROMEO AND JULIET 


45 


May do much danger. Friar John, go 
hence ; 

Ciet me an iron crow, and bring it straight 

Unto my ccIL 

Fn. J. Brother, T’ll go and bring it 
thee. \hAil. 

Fri. L. Now must I to the monument 
alone ; 

Within tliis three hours will fair Juliet 
wake ; 

She will beslircw me much that Romeo 

JIatli liad no notice of these accidents; 

But I will wTite again to Mantua, 

And keep her at my cell till Romeo 
come ; 

Boor luiiig cors(‘, closed in a dead man'^j 
tomb! l^Exit. 

Scene III. A churchyard i vi il a 
toiuh belong luy to ihc i 'ajulcfs. 

Enter I'ARis, and hF Rage hca7'in'y 
J/o7i'cr\' and a torch. 

Far. Give me thy torch, boy: hence, 
and stand aloof: 

Yet i)ut it out, for I w'oiild not be seen. 

Under yond yew-trees lay I bee all along, 

Holding thine car clcoe to the hollow 
ground ; 

So shall no foot upon the churchyaid 
tread. 

Being lo()sc, unfirni, with digging up of 
graves, 

But thou shall hear it : wliistle then to 
me. 

As signal that thou hear’st something 
approach. 

Give me those ilowxas. Do as I bid 
thee, go. 

I\i^c. [./oV/c] I am almost afraid to 
stand alone 

Here in the churchyard; yet T will ad- 
venture. [Rrtirc<^. 

Far. Sw’eet dowser, with flowers thy 
bridal bed I strew, — 

O w'oe ! thy canopy is dust and 
stones ; — 

Which wdth swx'et winter nightly I wdll 
dew, 

Or, w'anting that, wdth tears dislill'd 
by moans : 


The obsequies that I for thee will 
keep 

Nightly shall lie to strew thy grave 
and weep. [7 Vic I^ayc whistles. 

The boy gives w’arning something doth 
approach. 

\Vhat cursed foot w'anders this w'ay to- 
night. 

To cro<s my ob^ccpiies and true love’s 
rite ^ 

What, with a toichl muffle me, night, 
awhile. \l\ctires. 

Enter Ro^tro and Balthasar, soith a 
torch., mattoch, etc. 

Ro/n. Give me that mattock and the 
wrenching iion. 

Hold, take this letter ; eaily in the 
morning 

See thou deliver it to my lord and father. 

Give me the light: upon thy life, I 
chaige thee, 

Wdiate'er thou hear'.st or secst, stand all 
aloof, 

And do not interrupt me in my course. 

Why 1 descend into this bed of death. 

Is partly to behold my larly's face; 

But chiefly to take thence from her dead 
finger 

A jirccious ring, a ring that I must use 

In dear employment : therefore hence, 
be gone : 

But if thou, jealous, dost return to pry 

In wdiat I further shall intend to do. 

By heaven, I will tear thee joint by 
joint 

And strew this hungry churchyard with 
thy limbs : 

The time and my intents are savage-wild, 

]\Tore fierce and more inexorable far 

Than empty tigers or the roaring sea. 

Fai^ I wdll be gone, sir, and not 
trouble you. 

Ro/n. So shalt thou show' me friend- 
ship. Take thou that : 

Live, and be jirosperous : and farewell, 
good fellow. 

Bal. [Aside] For all this same, I’ll 
hide me hereabout : 

His looks I fear, and his intents I doubt. 

[Retires, 
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Rom, Thou dot editable maw, thou 
womb of death, 

Gorged with the dearest morsel of the 
earth, 

Thus I enforce thy lottcn jaws to open. 

And, in despite, I'll ciam thee wnth 
moie focxl ! \Op<:ns the tomh. 

Par. Tins is that banish’d haughty 
Montague, 

That murder'll my love’s cousin, with 
wdiich grief, 

It is sup])osed, the hnr cieature died; 

And heie is come to do some villanous 
shame 

To the dead bodies: I will apprehend j 
him. j Cbwcf j 

Stop thy unliallow’d toil, vile IMon- j 
tague ! 

Can vengeance lie pursued further than 
death ? 

Condemned villain, I do apprehend 
thee : 

Obey, and go wun me; for thou must 
die. 

Rom. I must indeed; and ihcrefoie 
came I liuiiei. 

Good gentle youth, tempt not a desperate 

Fly hence, and leave me : think upon 
these gone ; 

Let them affiight thee. I beseech thee, 
youth, 

Put not another sin upon my head, 

Py urging me to finy: O, be gone I 

By heaven, 1 love thee better than my- 
self ; 

For I come hither arm’d against my- 
self: 

Stay not, be gone; live, and hereafter 
say, 

A madman’s mercy bade thee run aw'ay. 

Par. I do defy thy conjurations^ 

And apprehend thee for a felon here. 

Rom. Wilt thou provoke me ? then 
have at thee, boy ! [ They fight . 

Page. O Lord, they fight! I will go 
call the wMteh. [Exit. 

Par. O, I am slain! [Falls.] If thou 
be merciful, 

Open the tomb, lay me with Juliet. 

[Dies. 


Rom. In faith, I will. Let me peruse 
this face. 

Meicutio’s kinsman, noble County Paiis ! 

What said my man, when my betossed 
soul 

Did not attend him as w'C rode? I 
think 

He told me Pari'> should have mari^ld 
Juliet : 

Said he not so ? or did I dream it so ? 

Or am I mad, hearing him talk of 
Juliet, 

To think it was so? O, give me thy 
hand , 

One writ wdth me in sour inisfoi tune’s 
book ! 

I 'll bury thee in a triumphant grave ; 

A grave? O, no! a lantern, slaughter’d 
youth, 

l'«;r here lie^ Juliet, and her beauty 
makes 

This vault a feasting ple^encc full of 
light. 

Death, lie thou theie. by a dead man in- 
terr’d. [Laying J^aris in the tomb. 

IIow' oft when men are at the point of 
death 

Have they been mciry! which their 
keepers call 

A lightning before death : O, how may I 

Cali this a lightning ? O my love ! my 
wdfe ! 

Death, that hath suck’d the honey of tliy 
bi eath. 

Hath had no powder yet upon thy 
beauty : 

Thou ait not conquer’d; beauty's ensign 
yet 

Is crimson in thy lips and in thy clieeks, 

And death’s jiale Hag is not advanced 
theie. 

Tybalt, liest thou theie in thy bloody 
sheet ? 

O, what more favour can I do to thee, 

Than wdth that hand that cut thy youth 
in twain 

To sunder his that w>'as thine enemy ? 

Forgive me, cousin! Ah, dear Juliet, 

W'hy art thou yet so fair ? shall 1 
believe 

That unsubstantial death is amoious. 
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And that the lean abhorred monster 
keeps 

Thee here in dark to l)e liis paramour? 

For fear of that, I still will stay with 
thee ; 

And never from this palace of dim 
night 

Depart again: here, heie -will I le- 
main 

With worms that are tliy chamber-maids; 
O, here 

Will I set up my everlasting rest, 

And shake the yoke of inauspicious 
stars 

From this world -v earied flesh. Eyes, 
look 3’oui last ! 

Arms, take your last embrace! and, lips, 

0 you 

The doors of bieaih, seal w iih a nghteou» 
kiss 

A dateless bargain to engrossing death ' 

Come, bitter conduct, come, unsavoury 
guide ! 

Thou desperate jiilot, now’ at once run 
on 

The dashing rocks thy sea-sick vvcaiy 
baik ! 

Here’s to my love! j O true 

apothecary 1 

Thy drugs aie quick. Thus with a ki-s i 

1 die. \Dic,. 

F.utei\ at (he other end of the chut ehyard^ 
Fkjar Laurence, loith a /antern, 
eroiv, and ^pade, 

Fri, L. Saint Francis be ray speed! 
how’ oft to-night 

Have my old feet stumbled .at giavc.s! 
Who ’s there ? 

Bat, Here’s one, a friend, and one 
that knows you w'ell. 

E?'!. Z. Bliss be upon you ! Tell me, 
good ray friend, 

What torch is yond, that vainly lends his 
light 

To grubs and eyeless skulls ? as I 
discern, 

t burneth in the Capels’ monument. 

BaL It doth so, holy sir; and there’s 
my master, 

■^ne that you love. 


Eri. L. Who is it ? 

Jnd, Romeo. 

E'ri. L. 1 low’ long hath he been there ? 

BaL Full half an hour. 

Eru L. Go with me to the \ault. 

BaL 1 dare not, sir : 

My master knows not but I am gone 
hence ; 

And fearfully did menace me wdth 
death, 

If I did stay to look on his intents. 

En. L, Stay, then ; 1 ’ll go alone. 

F'ear comes upon me : 

O, much 1 fear some ill unlucky thing. 

BaL As 1 did sleep under this yew- 
tiee here, 

I dieamt my ma<;ter and another fought. 

And that my master slew him. 

En, L. Romeo! 

\ Advances. 

Alack, alack, w’hat blood is this, which 
Slams 

The ston} entrance of this sepiilchie ? 

WTiat mean these masterless and gory 
swoids 

To lie diicoloui'd by this place of peace ? 

[/A/Zc/'s' the tomb. 

Romeo! O, pale! Who else? whnt, 
Paris too ? 

And steeji'd in blood? Ah, what an 
unkinil hour , 

Is guilty of this lamentable chance ! 

The lad} stirs. { Jitlut 7vahes. 

fill. O comfoitablc fiiar ! w’heie is my 
lord ? 

I do remember w’ell wheie I should be. 

And there 1 am. W here is my Romeo ? 

[.VF/jc inthin. 

Eri. /. I hoar some noise. Lad}-, 
come from that nest 

Of de.ath, contagion, and unnatural 
sl«ep : 

A gi eater powan* than w’e can contra- 
dict 

Hath thwarted our intents. Come, 
come aw^ay. 

Thy husband in thy bosom there lies 
dead ; 

And ]\aris too. Come, I'll dispose of 
thee 

Among a sisterhood of holy nuns : 
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Stay not to question, for the watch is 
coming ; 

t’ome, go, good Juliet ai^ain\ 1 

dare no longer stay. 

Jtd. Cio, get thee hence, foi I will not 
away. [E xil Fri. /.. 

AYhat’s here? n cup, closed m my true 
lo\e’s hand ? 

Poison, I see, hath been his timeless 
end : 

O chuil ! duink all, and left no friendly 
drop 

To help me after? I will kiss thy lips; 

Haply some poison yet doth hang on 
them, 

To make me die with a icstorative. 

him. 

Thy lips are W'arm. 

Fir^t Watih. Jllthui] Lead, boy: 
w'hich way ^ 

Jitl. Yea, noise then I'll be biief. 
O hapjiy daggei ! 

\Siiaf Romip's 

This is thy sheath ['^/ah ht'rsclf]\ there 
lust, and let me die. 

[/'h//.9 on Romeo's body, and dhs. 

Enter AYatch, loith the Page Parts. 

Page. This is the place; there, where 
the torch doth burn. 

First Watch, d'he ground is bloody; 
seaich about the churchyard: 

Go, some of you, w'hoe’er you lind at- 
tach. 

Pitiful sight ! hcie lies ihe county slain • 

And Juliet bleeding, w’arm, and newly 
dead, 

\Yho here hath lain these tw'o days buried. 

Go, tell the prince : lun to the Capulet^ : 

Raise up the Islontagucs: .some others 
search : 

\Ye see the ground whereon these vocs do 
lie ; 

But the true ground of all these piteous 
w^oes 

We cannot without circumstance descry. 

Re-enter some 0 / the Watch, with 
Bai/piiasar. 

Sec. Watih. Here’s Romeo’s man ; we 
found him in the churchyard. 


First Watch. Hold him in safety, till 
the piiiice come hither. 

Re-enter others of the Watch, with Friar. 
Laurence. 

Third Watch. Here is a friai, that 
liembles, sighs, and v\ecps: 

Wc took this mattock and this spade 
from him, 

As he was coming fiom this churchyard 
side. 

I'irst Watch. A gieat suspicion : stay 
the fiiar too. 

Filter the Prince Attendants. 

Prince. What misadvcntuie is socaily 
up. 

That calls our person from our morning’s 
rest ? 

Enter Capule/i , Lai>y Capule'I', 
and others. 

Cap. What should it be, that they so 
shriek abioad ? 

La. Cap. I'lie people in the street cry 
Romeo, 

Some J ulict, and some Pai is ; and all run. 

With ojien outciy, towaid our monument. 

Prince. What fear is this which startles 
in our ears ? 

First Watch. Sovcieign, here lies the 
County Paris slam ; 

And Romeo dead; and Juliet, dead 
before, 

Warm and new kill’d. 

I'rime. Search, seek, and know how 
thi> foul murdei comes. 

First Watih. Here is a friar, and 
slaughter'd Romeo’s man ; 

With instruments upon them, fit to onen 

These dead men’s tombs. 

Cap. O heavens ! O wife, look hosv our 
daughter bleeds ! 

This dagger hath mista’en, — for, lo, his 
house 

Is empty on the back of Montague, — 

And it mis -sheathed in my daughter’s 
bosom ! 

I.a. Cap. O me ! this sight of death is 
as a hell, 

That warns ray old age to a sepulchre. 
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Enter Montague and othei's. 

Prince. Come, Montague ; for thou art 
eaily up, 

To see tliy son and heir more early 
d(j\vn. 

Mon. Alas, my liege, niy wife is dead 
to-niglit ; 

Grief of my son’s exile hath slopp’d her 
breath : 

\Yhat further woe conspires against mine 
age ? 

Prince. Look, and thou shall see. 

Mon. O thou uiitauglit I what maimers 
is in this, 

To press before thy father to a grave? 

Prince. vSeal up the mouth of outrage 
for a while, 

Till w'c can cleai these ambiguities, 

And know then spiring, their head, then- 
true descent ; 

And then will I be general of yom 
woes, 

And lead you even to death : meantime 
forbear, 

And let mischance be slave to patience. 

bring forth the jiarties of suspicion. 

J''n. L. I am the greatest, able to do 
least, 

Vet most suspected, as the time and 
place 

Doth make against me, of this direful 
murder ; 

And here I stand, both to impeach and 
purge 

Myself condemned and myself excused. 

Prince. Tlien say at once what thou 
dost know in this. 

Pri. L. I will be brief, for my short 
date of breath 

Is not so long as is a tedious tale. 

Romeo, there deatl, was husband to that 
Juliet ; 

And she, there dead, that Romeo’s faith- 
ful wdfe : 

I married them ; and their stol’ri marriage- 
day 

Was Tybalt’s dooms-day, wdiosc untimely 
death 

Banish’d the new-made biidegioom from 
this city, 

VOL. lil. 


Foi whom, and not for Tybalt, Juliet 
pined. 

You, to lemove that siege of grief from 
her. 

Betroth’d and would have mairied her 
pci force 

To County Taiis: then comes she to 
me, 

.Vnd, with w'ild looks, bid me devise 
some mean 

To rid her from this second marriage, 

Or in my cell there would she kill her- 
self. 

Then ga\e I her, tutor’d b}* my art, 

A sleeping potion; wliich so look effect 
-Vs 1 intended, foi it wTought on her 
The form of deatli: meantime I wiit to 
Romeo, 

That he should hither come as this diie 
night. 

To help to take her from her bon ow’d 
grave, 

Being the time the potion’s force should 
cea^e. 

But he which bore my letter, P'riar 
J ohn. 

Was ''ta\’d by accident, and yester- 
night 

Return'd my letter back. Then all alone 
At the prefixed hour of her v\aking, 
Came 1 to take liei fiom her kindied's 
vault ; 

Me.aning to keep her closely at my cell, 
Till 1 conveniently could send to Romeo: 
But when I came, some minute ere the 
time 

Of her awaking, here untimely lay 
The noble Pans and tiue Romeo dead. 
She w-akes; and I entreated her come 
forth, 

And bear this work of heaven w'ith 
mtience : 

But then a noise did scare me fiom the 
tomb ; 

And she, too desperate, w’ould not go 
with me, 

But, as it seems, did violence on her- 
self. 

All this 1 know^ ; and to the marriage 
Her nurse is privy; and, if aught in this 
^Miscarried by my fault, let my old life 

E 
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Be sacrificed, some hour before his time, 

Unto the rigour of severest law. 

Pnnee. We still have known thee for 
a holy man. 

Where’s Romeo's man ? what can he say 
in this? 

BaL I brought my master news of 
Juliet’s death; 

And then in post he came from iMantua 

To this same place, to this same monu- 

This letter he early bid me give his 
fathei, 

And threaten’d me with death, going in 
the vault, 

If I departed not and left him theie. 

Pnnee. Give me the letter; I will j 
look on It. I 

Where is the county's page, that raised 
the watch ? | 

Sirrah, what made your innstcr in this ' 
place ? 

Page. He ca.'e with llowers to strew' 
his lady’s g’avc; 

And bid me stand aloof, and so I did : j 

Anon comes one with light to ope the | 
tomb ; 

And by and by my master diew on j 
him ; 

And then 1 ran away to call the watch. 

Prince. This letter doth make good 
the friar''' wouis, 

Their course of love, the tidings of her 
death : 

And here he w'rites that he did buy a 
poison 

Of a poor ’pothecary, and there wdtlial 


Came to this vault to die, and lie with 
Juliet. 

Where be these enemies ? Capulet ! 
Montague ! 

See, w'hat a scourge is laid upon your 
hate, 

That heaven finds means to kill your joys 
with love. 

And I for winking at your discords too 

Have lost a brace of kinsmen: all are 
punish'd. 

Cap. O brother Montague, give me 
thy hand : 

This is my daughter's jointure, for no 
moie 

Can I demand. 

Mon. But 1 can give thee more : 

For I will raise her statue in pure gold ; 

That while A'erona by that name is 
know n. 

There shall no figure at such rate be 
set 

As that of title and faithful Juliet. 

Cap. As rich shall Romeo’s by his 
lady's he ; 

Poor -^aciifices of our enmity ! 

Pi nice. A glooming peace this moi ning 
with it brings ; 

The sun, for soriow’, vs ill not show his 
head ; 

Go hence, to have more talk of these sad 
things ; 

Some shall be pardon’d, and some 
punished : 

PTir never w'as a story of more w'oe 

Than this of Juliet and her Romeo. 

{^Exeunt. 
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DRAMATIS 

Tlmon, of Athcii'^. 

Lucius, j 

Lucullus, flattering loicN. 

Sempronius, J 

VeN'TIDIU‘>, one of TimoiiT false 
friends. 

Aluiiuadus, an Atbenian caiHain. 
Apemantus, a dnnjish philosopher. 
hLAVius, steward to Tinioii. 

I’oct, Painter, Jeweller, and Mer- 
chant. 

An old Athenian. 

Cupid and Amaz( 
Other Lords, Senators. Officers, Sc 


PERSON/E. 

Flam INI us. J 

]>u( iLius, I servants to Timon. 

Slrvilius, j 

CtPiiis, 

IhllLOTUS, 

Thus, servants to Timoifs 

Lucius, j creditors. 

Hortens lus, | 

And others, J 

A Page. A Fool. Three Strangers. 

PlIRYMA, J , . 1 J 

I’lM \NDP \ I Alcibiades. 

3ns in the mask. 

ildiets, Panditti, and Attendants. 


Scene : Athens^ and the nci^hbonnng leoods. 


ACT I. 

Scene 1. Athens. A hall in Timon'' s 
house. 

Enter Poet, I’aintcr, Jew'cller, Merchant, 
a)id others^ at sci'cral doors. 

Poet. (Hood day, sir. 

Pain. I am glad you’re well. 

Poet. I liavc not seen you long : liow' 
goes the worhl I 

Pam. It wears, sir, as it grows. 

Poet. Ay, that’s well km>wii: 

Put what particular rarity ? wliat strange, 

MTich manifold record not matches ? 

iMagic of bounty! all these spirits thy 
powder 

Hath conjured to attend. I know the 
merchant. 

Pain. I know them both; th’ other’s 
a jeweller. 

^Ter. O, his a worthy h^rd. 

Jti'io. Nay, that’s most fix’d. 

jMer. A most incomparable man, 
breathed, as it were, 


To an untirable and continiiate goodness : 
He passes. 

Jeio. 1 have a jewel here — 

Mcr. O, pray, let’s sce'l: for the 
Lord Timon, sir? 

yiiic If he will touch the estimate; 
but, for that — 

Poet, \Rniting to himself^ ‘ M’hen wx 
for recompense have praised the vile, 
It stains the glory in that liappy \crse 
Which aptly sings the good.’ 

J/er. ’I'is a good form. 

{Look?}?g at the jei VC I . 

/eii>. And rich : here is a water, look ye. 

Pain. You are rapt, sir, in some work, 
5#me dedication 
To the great lord. 

J\>et. A thing slipp'd idly from me. 
Our poesy is as a gum, which oozes 
ITom wLence ’tis nourish’d : the fire 
i’ the flint 

Show s not till it be struck ; our gentle flame 
Provokes itself and like the current flies 
Each bound it chafes. W’hat have you 
there ? 
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Siilxlucs and properties to his love and 
tendance 

All sorts of hearts; yea, from the glass- 
faced flatterer 

To Apemantus, that few things k)ves 
better 

Than to abhor himself: even he dro})s 
down 

The knee before him and returns in peace 

Most rich in Timon’s nod. 

Pam, I saw tliem sjK'ak togetlier. 

Poet. Sir, I ha\e ii])on a higli and 
pleasant hill 

Feign'd Fortune to be throned : the base 
o’ the mount 

Is rank’d with all deseits, all kind of 
natures, 

That labour on the bosom of this sphete 

Topiopagate their states: amongst them 
all, ^ 


Pain. A picture, sir. When conies 
your book forth? 

Poet. Upon the heels of my present- 
ment, sir. 

Let’s see your piece. 

Pam. 'Tis a good iiiece. 

Poet. So ’tis: this comes off well and 
excellent. 

Pain. Indifferent. 

Poet. Ad mil able: how this gi ace 

Speaks his owm standing! what a mental 
power 

This eye shoots forth! how big imagi- 
nation 

IMovcs in this lip! to the dumbness of 
the gesture 

One might interpiet. 

Pam. It is a jiretty mocking of the life. 

Here is a touch ; is't good ? 

Poet. I will say of it. 

It tutors nature : artificial strife 

Lives in tliese touche'^, livelier than life. 

Enter icrtain Senators, and over. 

Pain. I low* this lord is follow''d! 

Poet. The senators of Athens: happy 
man ! 

Pain. Look, more ! 

Pott. You see thi^ coniluence, this 
great flood of visitors. 

I have, in this rough w'ork, shaped out a 
man, 

Whom this beneath w^orld doth embrace 
and hug 

With amjdest entertainment: my free 
drift 

Halts not particularly, but moves itself 
In a wide sea of wax : no leveU'd malice 
Infects one comma in the couise I hold ; 
But flies an eagle flight, bold and forth on, 
Leaving no tiact behind. 

Pain. How" shall I understand )j>ou ? 

Poet. I will unbolt to you. 

Von see how all conditions, Iiowall minds, 
As well of glib and slippery creatures 
as 

Of grave and austere quality, tender down 
Their services to Lord Timon : his large 
fortune 

Upon his good and gracious nature 
hanging 


Whose eyes are on this sovereign lady 
fix'd, 

One do I ])crsonate of Lord Timon ’s 
flame, 

Whom Fortune with her i\oiy hand w'afts 
to her ; 

Whose present grace to piesent slaves and 
servants 

Translates his livals. 

Pain. ’d ih conceived to scope. 

This throne, this J^'ortuiic, and this hill, 
methinks, 

With one man beckon’d from the rest 
below'^, 

Bowing his head against the stecjjy mount 

To climb his happiness, would be well 
expiess'd 

In our condition. 

Poit. Nay, sir, but hear me on. 

All tliose wLicli weie his fellows but of 
late, 

Scmie better than his \alue, on the moment 

Follow his strides, his lobbies fill with 
tendance, 

Rain sacrificial whisperings in his ear, 

Make sacred even his stirrup, and through 
him 

Drink the free aii . 

Pain. Ay, many, what of these? 

Poet. When Fortune in her shift and 
change of mood 
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Spurns down her late beloved, all his 
dependants 

\Vhich labour’d after him to the moun- 
tain’s top 

Even on their knees and hands, let him 
slip down. 

Not one accompanying his declining foot. 
’Tis common : 

A thousand moral paintings I can show 

That shall demonstrate thcbC quick blows 
of Fortune’s 

More piegnantly than w'ords. Yet you 
do w'ell 

To show^ Lord Tiimiii that mean eyes have 
seen 

The foot above tlie head. 

TriDupcts <! 02 aid. Eiitcr I.okd Timon, 
JiimscJf (Oil) tcomly io evoy 
suiio)'i rt Messengei /;w// Ventidius 
iaUduyiAih him ; and otho' 

soi'anfs folloi< dnp\ 

Tim. Imprison'd \> he, say you ’ 

Ay, my good lord: live talents 
is his debt, 

I Tis means most shoit, his creditors most 
strait : 

Your honourable letter he desiies 

To those have shut him up; wliich failing, 

Teiiods his comfort. 

y'lm. Nolile AYntidius ! Well ; 

I am not of that feather to shake off 

My friend wdieii he must need me. I do 1 
know him j 

A gentleman that well deserves a hel)): 

Which he shall have; I’ll pay the debt, 
and free him. 

Mois. Your lordship ever binds him. 
Tim. Commend me to him : I will 
send his ransom ; 

And being enfranchised, bid him come to 
me. 

’Tis not enough to hel]! the feeble uj), 

Tut to sup})ort him after. Fare you 
W'ell . 

Moss. All happiness to your honour ! 

[Exd. 

Enter an old iVthenian. 

Old Ath. Loid Timon, hear me speak. 
Tim. Freely, good father. 


Old Ath. Thou hast a servant named 
Lucilius. 

Tim. I have so : what of him ? 

Old Ath. Most noble Tiinon, call the 
man before thee. 

Tim. Attends he here, orno? Lucilius! 

Lite. Here, at your lordshi])’s service. 

Old Alh. This fellow here, Lord Timon, 
this thy creature, 

By night frequents my house. I am a man 

That from my first have been inclined to 
thrift ; 

And my estate deserves an heir more 
raised 

Than one which holds a trencher. 

'Tim. Well ; what further ? 

Old Ath. One only daughter have I, 
no kin eKe, 

On whom I may confer wLat I have got : 

The maid is fail, o’ the youngest for a 
bride. 

And I have bred her at my dearest cost 
I In qualities of the best. This man of 
thine 

Attenijits her love: I prithee, noble lord, 

Join wuh me to forbid him her resort; 

M>Ncli have spoke in vain. 

'Tim. The man is honest. 

Old Ath. Therefore he wdll be, Timon ; 

His honesty rewards him in itself; 

It mu'.t not bcai my daughtei. 

'J'lm. Docs she love him ? 

Old Ath. She is young and apt: 

Our own precetlcnt passions do instruct us 

What levity’s in youth. 

'J'lm. Y'/b Li(ciliiis\ Love you the maid ? 

Liu . Ay, my good lord, and she accepts 
of it. 

Old Ath. If in her marriage my consent 
be missing, 

I call the gods to W'itness, I wall choose 

]Minc»lieir from forth the beggars of the 
W'oild, 

And dispossess her all. 

'Jim. How shall she be endow'’d, 

If she be mated with an equal husband ? 

Old Ath. Three talents on the present ; 
in future, all. 

Tim. This gentleman of mine hath 
served me long : 

To build his fortune I wall strain a little, 
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For ’tis a bond in men. Give him thy 
daughtei : 

What you bestow, in him I ’ll counter- 
poise, 

And make him weigh with her. 

Old Afh. Most noble lord, 

Pawn me to this your honour, she is his. 

Tdh. My hand to thee ; mine honour 
on my promise. 

Lite, Humbly I thank your lordship : 
never may 

That state or fortune fall into my keeping, 

Which is not owed to you ! 

\E\cunt Ltinhus and Old Athenian. 

Poet. Vouchsafe my labour, and long 
live your loidship ! 

Tim. I thank you ; you shall hear horn 
me anon : 

Go not away. What have you thcic, my 
friend ? 

Pain. A piece of painting, which I do 
beseecli 

Your lordship to accept. 

Tim. Painting is welcome. 

The painting is almost tiie natiual man; 

For since dishonour traffics with man’s 
nature, 

He is InU outside : these pencilPd figures ai e 

Even such as they give out. I like 
your w'ork ; 

And you shall find I like it; wait 
attendance 

Till you hear further from me. 

Pain. The gods pie^erve ye ! 

Tim. Well fare you, gentleman: gi\c 
me your hand ; 

We must needs dine together. Sir, your 
jewel 

Hath suffer’d under praise. 

Jeia. What, my lord ! dkspr.ai'^e? 

Tim. A mere satiety of commendations. 

If I should pay you for’t as ’tis cxt€^ll’d, 

It would unclew me quite. 

JenK ]\Iy lord, ’tis r.ated 

As those which sell would give ; but you 
well know. 

Things of like value differing in the owners 

Are pnzed by their masters; believe ’t, 
dear lord, 

You mend the jewel by the w’^earing it. 

Ttm. Well mock’d. 


Mer. No, my good lord; he speaks 
the common tongue, 

Which all men speak with him. 

7'im. Look, who comes here: will 
you be chid? 

Enter ApeMANTUS. 

/c:c. We’ll bear, with your lordship. 

Mcr. He’ll spare none. 

I'lm. Good morrow'^ to thee, gentle 
Apemantus ! 

A/em. Till I be gentle, stay thou for 
thy good morrow^ ; 

When thou art Timon’s dog, and these 
kna\es honest. 

'Pun. Wh} dost thou call them knaves? 
thou know'st them not. 

A pern. Ale they not Athenians? 

Tim. Yes. 

A/em. Then I icqient not. 
yera. You know me, Apemantus ? 

^ij\m. Thoi kmnv’>5t I do : I call’d 
thee by tliy name. 

71m. Thou art pioud, ..Vpemantus. 

.l/em. Of nothing so much as that I 
.am not like Timon. 

7im. Whithci ait going? 

A/em. 'Vo knock out an honest Atheni- 
an's brains. 

71m. That’s a deed thou’h die for. 

..l/em. Right, if doing nothing be 
death by the law*. 

7/;//. Ilow' likcst thou this picture, 
Apemantus ? 

A/em. The best, foi the innocence. 

7'im. Wrought he not well that painted 
it? 

Ipcm. He wrought better that made 
the painter; and yet he’s but a filthy 
piece of work. 

]\xin. You’re a dog. 

.ipem. Thy mother’s of my generation : 
what’s she, if I be a dog? 

Tim. Wilt dine wdth me, Apemantus? 

Apem. No; I cat not loids. 

71m. An thou shouldst, thou’ldst 
anger ladies. 

A/cm. O, they eat lords; so they 
come by great bellies. 

Tim. That’s a lascivious apprehen- 
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Apem. So ihou aj^prehendcst it : take 
it for thy laboui. 

'Tim. IIow dost thou like this jewel, 
Apemantus ? 

Apem. Not so well as plain-dealing, 
which will not cost a man a doit. 

T/m. What dost thou think ’tis w'orth ? 

Apem. Not worth my thinking. 1 low- 
now, poet ! 

Poef. IIow now, philo'>c)}dici ! 

ylpem. "J'hoii host. 

JW/. Alt not one? 

Ap(?m. Ves. 

/W. Then T He not. 

Apem. Art not a poet 

Poe/. Yes. ^ 

Apem. Then thou host: look in tin- 
last work, where thou hast feigned him 
a worthy fellow'. 

/W/. That’s not feigned ; he is so. 

Apem. Yes, he is worthy of thee, and 
to }iay thee foi thy labour : he that loves 
to be flattered is woithy o’ the flatteier. 
Heavens, that I weie a lonl ! 

7Vm. What wouldst do then, Ape- 
niantus ? 

Apem. E'en ns Apemantus does now : 
hate a loid with my heart. 

Tim. What, thyself.^ 

Apem. Ay. 

'Jim. \Yherefoie? 

Apem. fHiat I had no angry wit 
to be a lord. Art not thou a mer- 
chant ^ 

J/er. Ay, Apemantus. 

Apem. Traffic confound thee, if the ! 
gods w’ill not ! 

Afer. If traffic do it, the gods do it. 

Apem. Traffic’s thy god; and thy god 
confound thee ! 

Trumpet sounds. Enter a Messenger. 

7'im. What tiumpct’s that? 

Ales's. ’Tis Alcibiades, and some tw'cnty 
horse. 

All of companionship. 

7>w. Ihay, entertain them; give them 
guide to us. 

\Exeunt some Attendants. 
You must needs dine with me: go not i 
you hence I 


Till I have thank’d you: when dinner’s 
done, 

Show me this piece. I am joyful of 
your sights. 

Enter Alcibiades, luith the rest. 

Most w'elcomc, sir! 

Apem. vSo, so, theie! 

Aches contract and starve your supple 
joints ! 

That there should be small love ’mongst 
these sweet knaves, 

And all this courtesy ! The strain of 
man's bicd out 
Into baboon and monkey. 

A/ti/>. Sir, you have saved my longing, 
and I feed 

Most huiigcily on your sight. 

Tim. Right w-elcome, sir! 

Ere we depart, we'll shtiie a bounteous 
time 

In diftercnt pleasures. Pi ay you, let us 
111 . [P \nint all cxicpt Apemantus. 

Enter two Loids. 

I'll \t Lord. What lime o’ day is’t, 
Aiieuiantiis ? 

Apem. Time to be honest. 

First Lord. That time selves still. 

Apem. I'he more accursed thou, that 
still omitt’st it. 

See. I.oid. Thou ait going to Lord 
Timon's fea'-i ? 

Apem. Ay, to see meat fill knaves and 
wine heat fools. 

See. Lord. Fare thee well, fare thee 
w cll. 

Ap^m. Thou ait a fool to bid me fare- 
well twice. 

See. Lord. \Vhy, Apemantus ? 

Apem. Shouldst hace kept one to thy- 
self, ufor I mean to give thee none. 

Fird Lord. Hang thyself! 

Aj\'m. No, I w'ill do nothing at thy 
bidding: make thy requests to thy friend. 

Sec. l.ord. Away, unpeaceable dog, or 
I ’ll spurn thee hence I 

Apem. I will fly, like a dog, the heels 
o’ the ass. [Exit. 

First Lord. 1 le ’s opposite to humanity. 
Come, shall w'e in. 
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And taste Lord Timon’s bounty ? he out- 
goes 

The very heart of ldndRO^s. 

Sec. Lord. He pours iL out; Plutus, 
the god of gold, 

Is but his steward: no meed, but he 
repays 

Sevenfold* above itself; no gift to him, 
But bleeds the giver a return exceeding 
All use of rjuittance. 

First I a rd. The noblest mind he carries 
That ever govern'd man. 

Sec, Lord. Long may he live in for- 
tunes ! Shall we in ’ 

First Lord. I 'll keep you ccunpany. 

I Exeunt. 

Scene II. A hanqueting-room in 
Timoiis house. 

Hautboys playing loud music. A great 
banquet serzrd in ; Flavi rs and others 
attending; t‘ i enter I.ori) Tjmon, 
Ai.cii51AI)ES, Lords, Senators, and 
Vkntidius. Then comes, dropping 
after all, AeemanTUS, discontentedly, 
like himself. 

J^en. jNIost honour’d Timon, 

It hath pleased the gods to lemembcr 
my father’s age, 

And call him to long peace. 

He is gone happy, and has left me rich : 
Then, as in grateful virtue I am bound 
Xo youi free heart, I do return those 
talents. 

Doubled with thanks and service, from 
whose help 
I derived liberty. 

Tun. O, by no means, 

Honest Ventidius ; you mistake my love ; 
1 gave it freely ever; and theie’s none 
Can truly say he gives, if he recciva^ : 

If our betters play at that game, we must 
not dare 

To imitate them; faults that are rich 
are fair. 

Veil. A noble spiiit ! 

Tim, Nay, my lord.s, 

[ They all stand ceremoniously 
looking on Timon. 
Ceremony was but devised at first 


To set a gloss on faint deeds, hollow^ 
welcomes. 

Recanting goodness, sorry ere ’tis showm ; 
But uhcre there is tiue friendship, there 
needs none. 

Biay, sit; more welcome are ye to my 
foi tunes 

Than my fortunes to me. 

First Lord. My loid, we always have 
confcbs’d it. 

Ape/n. Ho, ho, confess’d it ! bang'd 
it, have you not ? 

y ini. O, Apemantus, you are welcome. 
A pc in. No; 

You shall not make me welcome : 

I come to have thee thrust me out of doois. 
Tim. Fie, thou'rt a chuil; ye've got 
a humour there 

Docn not become a man; ’tis much to 
blame. 

They say, my lords, ‘ ira fuior brevis 
est;’ but yond man is ever angry. Clo, 
let him have a table ])y himself, for he 
does neither alfect company, nor is he fit 
for't, indeed. 

Ape/n. Let me stay at thine apperil, 
Timon ; I come to observe ; 1 give thee 
W'armng on 't. 

'Tim. I take no heed of thee; thou ’it 
an Athenian, iheiefoic welcome: I my- 
self would ha^e no power; prithee, let 
my meat make thee silent. 

Apem. I scorn thy meat ; ’twould 
choke me, foi I should ne'er flatter thee. 
() you gods, what a number of men cat 
dhmon, and he sees ’em not ! It grieves 
me to see so many dip their meat in one 
man's blood ; and all the madness is, he 
cheers them up too. 

I w’onder men dare trust themselves with 
men : 

IMethinks they should invite them with- 
out knives; 

Good for tlieir meat, and safer for their 
lives. 

There’s much example for’t; the fellow 
that sits next him now, paits bread with 
Iiiin, pledges the breath of him in a 
divided draught, is the readiest man to 
kill him : ’t has been })roved. If I were 
ahuge man, I should fear to drink at meals ; 
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. Lest they should spy my windpipe’s 
{ dangerous notes : 

■lOreai men should diink with harness on 
then* throats. 

! 77w. My lord, in heart; and let the 

' health go lound. 

ScY. Lord, Let it how this way, my 
good lord. 

Apcm, Flow this way! A brave fel- 
knv! he keeps his tides well. Those 
healths will make thee and thy state 
'look ill, Timon. Here’s that which is 
; too weak to be a sinner, honest water, 
which ne’er left man i the nure : 

This and my food are equals; theie’s no 
odds : ^ 

Feasts are too proud to gi\e thanks to 
the gods. 

Apcmanius* t^racc. 

Immortal gods, I crave no pelf; 

I pray for no man but myself: 

(bant I may nevei pro\e so fond, 

To trust man on his oath or bond ; 

Or a harlot, for her weeping; 

Or a dog, that seems a-slceping; 

Or a kee})er with my fieedom; 

Or iiiv fi lends, if 1 should need 'em. 

Amen. So fall to 't : 

Rich men siii, and I eat root. 

\Eats and drinks. 
Much good tdich thy good heart, Ape- 
man t us ! 

Captain Alcibiadcs, ^ our heart’s 
in the field now. 

Alcd), My heart is ever at your ser- 
vice, my loid. 

Tim. You had rather be at a breakfast 
of enemies than a dinner of friends. 

Akil>, vSo they were bleeding-new, my 
lord, there’s no meat like ’em: I could 
wish my best friend at such a feast. 

A pent. Would all those flatterers were 
thine enemies then, that then thou mightst 
kill ’em and bid me to ’em ! 

First Lord. Might wo but have that 
happiness, my lord, that you w'ould once 
u.-,e our hearts, whereby wo, might exjiress 
some part of our zeals, wo should think 
ourselves for ever perfect. 

Tim, O, no doubt, my good friends. 


but the gods themselves have provided 
that I shall have much help from you : 
how had you been my friends else ? why 
have you that charitable title from thou- 
sands, did not you chiefly belong to my 
heart ? I have told more of you to my- 
self than you can w ith modesty speak in 
your own behalf; and thus far I confirm 
you. O you gods, think I, what need 
we have any friends, if we should ne’er 
have need of 'em? they were the most 
needless creatures living, should we ne’er 
have use for ’em, and would most re- 
semble sweet in'^truments hung up in 
cases that keep their sounds to them- 
selves. Why, I have often wished myself 
poorer, that I might come nearer to you. 
We are born to do benefits: and what 
better or jiroperer can we call our own 
than the riches of our friends? O, what 
a precious comfort 'tis, to ha\ e so many, 
like bi others, commanding one another’s 
foi tunes! 0 joy, e'en made away ere’t 
can be born ! Mine eyes cannot hold out 
water, methinks : to foiget their faults, I 
dunk to you. 

,lpcrt. Thou weepest to make them 
drink, Timon. 

Sec. Lord. Joy had the like conception 
in our ejes 

And at that mutant like a babe sprung up. 

^Ipom. llo, ho! I laugh to think that 
babe a ba^taid. 

7 inrd J.ord. I promise )ou, my lord, 
you movetl me much. 

Apem. Much! {V^ncket^ ^oifliin, 

7'im. What means that tiump? 

Enter a Servant. 

I low' now' ? 

Sn-zf. Please you, my loid, there are 
certain ladies most desirous of admittance. 

7im. Ladic'^! what are their wills ? 

.Serz>. There comes wdlh them a fore- 
runner, my lord, wdiich bears that office, 
to signify their pleasures. 

7'im. I i^ray, let them be admitted. 

Enter Cupid. 

Cnp. Hail to thee, worthy Timon, and 
to all 



TIMCN OF A THENS 


ACT I 


ss 


That of his bounties taste ! The fi^c 
best senses 

Acknowledge thee their patron; and 
come fieely 

To gratulate thy jdenteous ])osom : th' ear, 
Taste, touch and smell, pleased from thy 
table rise; 

They only now come but to feast thine 
eyes. 

Tivi, They’re welcome nil; let ’em 
have kind admittance : 

Music, make their ^\clcomcl 

[Aa/V CttpiiL 
First Lord. You sec, my lord, how- 
ample you'ie beloved. 

Mnsh'. Re-enter CrriD, loith a niaA; of 
L.adiQs as Amazo?!s, s-oith kites in tiieir 
hands, dan<. in^:; and flaying. 

Apem. Hoy -day, what a sweep of 
vanity comes this way I 
They dance! they are mad women. 

Like madness ir die glory of this life, 

As this ])omp shows to a little oil and root. 
We make ourselves fools, to disport our- 
selves ; 

And spend ourflatteiies, to drink thosemen 
Upon w'hose age we void it up again, 
With poisonous >pite and envy. 

Who lives that ’snot depraved or dejuaves^ 
Who dies, that bears not one spurn to 
their graves 
Of their friends’ gift ? 

I should fear those that dance before me 
now 

Would one day stamp upon me: ’l nas 
been done; 

Men shut their doors against a setting sun. 

The Lords ri^e from (able, zvith iunJi 
adoring of Tl.MON ; and to shoza their 
loves, each singles out an Amazoiv ami 
all dance, mcnzvithzvomen , a lofty strain 
or tzvo to the hautboys, and cease, 

Tim. You have done our pleasures 
much grace, fair ladies, 

Set a fair fashion on our entertainment, 
Which was not half so beautiful and kind ; 
You have added worth unto ’t and lustre, 
And entertain’d me with mine own de\dce; 
I am to thank you for ’t. 


First /.ady. My lord, you take us even 
at the best. 

Apem. ’Faith, for the woist is filthy; 

and w-ould not hold taking, I doubt me. 

Tim. Ladies, there is an idle bancpiet 
attends you : 

Please you to dispose yourselves. 

All iMdies. Most thankfully, my lord. 

\E^eiint Cupid and Ladies. 

Tim. Flavius. 

L'lav. :My lord ? 

Tim. The little casket bring me hither. 

Flav. Yes, my lord. More jew-els 

yet I \Asidc. 

There is no crossing liim in's humour; 

Else I should tell him, — well, i’ faith, I 
should, 

kMien all’s spent, he 'Id be cios^'d then, 
an he could. 

'Tis pity bounty had not eyes behind, 

That man might ne'er be wretched for 
his mind. fixit. 

Idlest 1.0) d. Where be our men ? 

Here, my lord, in leadiness. 

Set . . Lord. Our horses ! 

Re-enter Flavius, zoilh the casket. 

Tim. O my friends, 

I have one w^ord to say to you : look you, 
my good lord, 

I must entreat you, honour me so much 

As to advance ibis jcw'el ; accept it and 
wear it, 

Kind my lord. 

I'ii'si Lord. I am so far already in 
your gifts,— 

All. So are we all. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. iMy lord, there are certain nobles 
of the senate 

Newly alighted, and come to visit you. 

Tim, They are fairly w^elcome. 

Ftav. I beseech your honour, 

Vouchsafe me a word ; it does concern 
you near. 

L'iin. Near I wdiy then, another time 
I’ll hear thee : 

I prithee, let ’s be provided to show them 
entertainment. 

Flav. \Aside'\ I scarce know how. 
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Enter a second Servant. 

Sec. Serv. May it please your honour, 
Loid Lucius, 

Out of his free love, hath presented to you 
I^oui milk-while horses, tia]^]>’d in silver. 

Tim. I shall accept tluan fairly; let 
the presents 
Be woithily entertain’d. 

Enter a third Servant. 

How now ! what nena ? 

Third Serv. Please you, my lord, that 
honourable gentleman, Loid Luculliis, 
entreats your company to-moriow to hunt 
with him, and has sent }our honour twp 
brace of greyhounds. 

'Vim. I’ll hunt with him; and let 
them be recei\cd, 

Not without fair reward. 

Flav. [Aside] AVhat uiil thia come to? 
lie commands us to piovide, and give 
gieat gifts, 

And all out of an empty culler : 

Nor will he know his purse, or yield me 
this, 

'Po show him what a Beggar his heait 
is, 

Being of no power to make his wishes 
good: 

Ilis jwomises fly so beyoml hi> state 
That what he s])eak'' is all in debt ; he 
owes 

For evciy word : he is so kind that he 
now 

Pa}s interest foi 't ; his land's put to their 
books. 

Well, would I weie gently put out of 
office 

Before I w^ere forced out ! 

Happier is he that has no friend to feed 
Than such that do e’en enemies exceed. 

I bleed inw’ardly for my lord. [Exit. 

'J'lm. You do yourselves 

Much wn-ong, you bate too much of your 
owm merits : 

Here, my lord, a trifle of our love. 

Sec, Lord. With more than common 
thanks I wall receive it. 

Third Lord. O, he’s the very soul of 
bounty ! 


7'im. And now I lemember, my lord, 
you gave 

Good w’ords the other day of a bay 
courser 

I rode on : it is yours, because you liked 
It. 

Sci.I^ord. O, I beseech you, pardon 
me, my lord, in that. 

Tim. You may ta]>:e my w'ord, my lord ; 
I know’, no man 

Can justly praise but what he does affect : 

I W'cigh my fiiend's aftection with mine 
own ; 

I'll tell you true. I'll call to you. 

All ].'->ids. O, none so welcome. 

Tun. I take all and your several 
visitations 

.So kind to heart, 'tis not enough to give ; 

Methinks, I could deal kingdoms to my 
friends, 

.Vufl ne'er be weary. Alcibiades, 

Thou art a soldiei, tliercfoie seldom rich; 

It comes in cliaiity to thee: for all thy 
li\ing 

Is ’mongst the dead, and all the lands 
thou hast 

Lie in a pitch'd field. 

Akib. Ay, defiled land, my lord. 

First I-.ord. We are so virtuously 
bound — 

7\m. And so 

\m 1 to you. 

Sec, I^ord. So infinitely endear’d — 

'Hm. All to you. Idghts, more lights ! 

Lirst Lord. The best of happiness, 

Honour and fortune^, keep with you. 
Lord Timon ! 

Tim. Ready for his friends. 

[Exeunt all hut Apemantus 
and Timon. 

A pern. What a coil's here! 

Serving of becks and jutting -out of 
bums ! 

I doubt w'hcther their legs be w^orth the 
sums 

That are given for 'em. Friendship’s full 
of dregs ; 

Methinks, false hearts should never have 
.sound legs. 

Thu-^ honest fools lay out their wealth 
on court’sics. 
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T/w. Now, Apcmantus, if thou wt-rt 
not sullen, 

I would be good to thee. 

Apan. No, I 'll nothing : for if I should 
be biibed too, there would be none left 
to rail upon tliee, and then thou wouldbt 
sin the faster. Thou givest so long, 
Tiinon, I fear me thou wilt give away 
thyself in paper shortly : what need these 
feasts, pomps and vam-glories ? 

Tim, Nay, an you begin to rail on 
society once, I am sw’orn not to give 
regard to you. Farewell ; and come 
with better music. \Exil. 

A pern. So: 

Thou wait not heai me now ; thou shalt 
not then : 

I’ll lock thy heaven from thee. 

O, that men’s ears should lie 
To counsel deaf, but not to llatterv . 

\EMt. 

ACT II. 

Scene L A Senalor's house. 

Enter Senator, loith papers in Jus 
hand. 

Sen, And late, five thousand : to Varro 
and to Isidoie 

lie owes nine thousand ; besides my 
former sum, 

Which makes it five and tw'enty. Still 
in motion 

Of raging waste? It cannot hold; it 
wall not. 

If I want gold, steal but a beggar’s dog. 
And give it Timon, why, the dog coins 
gold. 

If I would sell my horse, and buy twenty 
more 

Better than he, why, give my hoiise to 
Timon, 

Ask nothing, give it him, it foals me, 
straight. 

And able horses. No ])orter at his gate, 
But rather one that smiles and still invites 
All that pass by. It cannot hold; no 
reason 

Can found his state in safety. Caphis, ho ! 
Caphis, I say ! 


Enter Cauhis. 

Caph. Here, sir ; w'hat is youi pleasure? 

Stn, Cet on your cloak, and haste you 
to Lord Timon; 

Importune him for my moneys ; be not 
ceased 

With slight denial, nor then silenced 
wdien — 

‘Commend me to your master’ — and 
the cap 

Plays in the right hand, thus: but tell 
him. 

My uses cry to me, I must serve ni) turn 

Out of mine own ; hus days and times aie 

a 

And my reliances on his fracted dates 

Have smii my ci edit: I love and honour 
him, 

But must not break my back to heal his 
finger ; 

Immediate are my needs, and my relief 

Must not be tos^^'d and turn'd to me in 
W'Ol (Is, 

But find supply immediate. (Ad you 
gone : 

Put on a most imivirtimatc as])ect, 

A vivige of demand; foi. I d<> fear. 

When every feather sticks in his own 
wing, 

Lord Timon will lie left a naked gull, 

AVhich flashes now n pluenix. (At you 
gone. 

Caph. T go, sir. 

Sen. ‘I go, sirl’ — take the lionds 
along with you. 

And have the dates in compt. 

CapJi. I will, sir. 

Co. \Excunt 

Scene IT. The ,amc. A hall in 

limoiJs house. 

Enter Flavius, with many hills in lu\ 
hand. 

Fliwhis. No care, no stop! so sense- 
less of exjiense. 

That he wall neither know how to main- 
tain it, 

Nor cease his flow of riot: takes no 
account 
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How tilings go fiom him, nor lesumes 
no care 

or ^\hal is to conlinnc : never mind 

Was to be so unwise, to be so kind. 

Wliat shall be done ? he will not hear, 
till feel : 

I must be round with him, now he comes 
from hunting. 

Fie, fie, lie, fie! 

hutcr C API I Is, iDui the Servants of 
Isidore and \\\rro. 

CapJu Good even, Varro ; what, 

You come for money ? 

Jar Sen'. Is’t not your biwiness too? 

Cap/i. It is: and }ours too, Isidore.-*^ 

fiid. Se}7>. It is so. 

Caph. Would W’e weie all dischaigcd! 

Var. Sen'. 1 feai it. 

Caph. Here comes the loid. 

Enter TiMON, ALCiniADrs, and LonF, 
pA. 

Tim. vSo soon as dinner's done, tie 'll 
foith again, 

My Alcibiades. With me ? \Nhatisyoui 
w ill ? 

Cap/i. My lord, here is a note of C(‘i- 
tain dues. 

'Tim. Dues! Whence aie }ou ? 

Cap/i. Of Athens here, my lord. 

/'im. Go to my steward. 

Caph. Please it your lordship, he hath 
jnU me off 

the succession of new days this 
month : 

My master is awaked by great occasion 

d’o call upon his own, and humbly prays 
you 

That with your other noble parts you'll 
suit 

In giving him his right. 

Tim. Aline honest friend, 

I prithee, but repair to me next morning. 

Caph. Nay, good my lord, — 

Tim. Contain thyself, good friend. 

Var. Ser:/. One Varro’s servant, my 
good lord,— 

Isid. Scni. From Isidore ; 

He humbly prays your speedy pay- 
ment. 


Caph. If you did know, my lord, my 
master’s wants — 

Var. Sen’, ’d'was due on forfeiture, 
my lord, six weeks 
And ])ast. 

Jiid. Sen'. Your steward puts me off, 
my lord ; 

And I am sent expressly to your lord- 
ship. 

Tim. Give me breath. 

I do beseech you, good my lords, keep 
on ; 

I'll wait upon you instantly. 

{E.xeiint A/cit’iadt.^ and Lordi.. 

\To Fia7'.\ Come hither; pray you, 
How goes the WA^ild, that I am thu^ en- 
counter'd 

With clamoious demands of datc-bioke 
bonds. 

And the detention of long -since -due 
debts. 

Again''! my honour ? 

I'lax'. Please you, gentlemen, 

The time is unagreeable to this business: 
Your importunacy cease till after dinner, 
d'hat I may make his lordship under- 
stand 

Wheiefore you are not paid. 

'dim. Do so, my fiiends. See them 
well entertain’d. [ifa/A 

Tlav. Play, draw near. [A'a;/. 

Enter Aplmantus and P'ool. 

Caph. Stay, stay, here comes the fool 
wdth .\pemantus; let's ha' .some spoit 
with ’em. 

Tdr. Sen’. Hang him, he’ll abuse us. 

/sid. Sen'. A plague upon him, dog ! 

Jdr. Sen>. How dost, fool ? 

Apt m. Dost dialogue with thy shadow ? 

Var. Serf. I siieak not to thee. 

A pern. N o, ’tis to thysel f. [7b the Fool] 
Come away. 

/i,id. Sen'. There ’s the fool hangs on 
your back already. 

Apem. No, thou stand’st single, thou ’rt 
not on him yet. 

Caph. Where’s the fool now? 

Apem. He last asked the ctuestion. 
Poor rogues, and nsuiers’ men! bawds 
between gold and want ! 
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All Serv. What are we, Apemantus ? 

Apon. Asses. 

All Serv. Why? 

A pern. That}ou ask me what you aic, 
and do not know yoaisches. Speak to 
’em, fool. 

Fool. Ilow do }ou, gentlemen? 

All Seri! . Gramercie^, good fool : how 
does your mistress ? 

Fool. She’s e’en setting on water to 
scald such chickens as you are. Would 
we could see you at Corinth ! 

Apevi. Good ! gramercy. 

Efih? Page. 

Fool. Look yon, heie comes my mis- 
tress’ page. 

Pa^'c. {To the Fool] Why, how now, 
captain! what do you in this wise com- 
pany? How dost thou, Apemantus? 

Apem. Would I had a lod in my 
mouth, that I might answer thee piotit- 
ably. 

Paiic. Prithee, Apemantus, read me 
the superscription of these letters: 1 knosv 
not which is which. 

Apem. Canst not read ^ 

I\2gc, No. 

Apem. There will little learning die 
then, that day thou art hanged, lliis is 
to Lord Timon ; this to Alcibiade:>. 
Go ; thou w'ast born a bastard, and thou’t 
die a baw^d. 

Page. Thou w*ast whelped a dog, and 
thou shall famish a dog’s death. Answer 
not ; I am gone. [Ab/V. 

Apem. E’en so thou outrunnest grace. 
Fool, I wnll go with you to Lord Timon’s. 

Fool. Will you leave me theic? 

Apem. If Timon stay at home. You 
three serve three usurers ? 

All Sci'v. Ay; wmuld they scrveckus! 

Apem. So would I, — ns good a tiick 
as ever hangman served thief. 

Fool. Are you three usurers’ men ? 

All Serv. Ay, fool. 

F'ool. I think no usurer Init has a fool 
to his servant : my mistress is one, and I 
am her fool. When men come to borrow i 
of your masters, they approach sadly, 
and go aw^ay merry; but they enter my 


mistress’ house merrily, and go aw^ay 
sadly : the reason of this ? 

l^ar. Str 2 >. I could lender one. 

Apem. Do it then, that w'e may account 
thee a whore-master and a knave ; which 
notwithstanding, thou shall be no Icsh 
cbtecmcd. 

Far. S(jc'. What i^ a whoremaster, 
fool? 

Fool. A fool in good clothes, and 
something like thee. ’Tis a spirit : some- 
time't appeals like a lord; sometime like 
a lawyer ; sometime like a philosopher, 
with two Stone's moe than’s aitilicial one : 
he is very often like a knight ; and, 
geneially, in all s]ia})es that man goes up 
and down in frmn fourscoie to thirteen, 
this, sj>irit w'alks in. 

■ J^ai.Stnu Thou art not altogether a 
i fool. 

Fool. Nor thou altogether a wise man : 
as much fooler} as I have, so much wit 
thou lackest. 

Apem. That answer might have be- 
come Apemantus. 

All .Si rv. Aside, aside; here come> 
Lord I'inifm. 

/\\ -mtfer TlMON and Fi.avh s. 

^ipem Come with me, fool, come. 

/•'ool. I do not alw'nys follow' lover, 
(.■Ider brother and woman; sometime tlic 
philosopher. 

{Exeunt ^ipemantits and F'ool. 

Flav. Pray yr>ii, walk near: I’ll speak 
with you anon. {E\euul .Scn'anls. 

Tim. You make me marvel : w'hciefore 
ere this lime 

Had you not fully laid my state before 
me. 

That I might so have rated my expense, 
As I had leave of means ? 

Jdav. You w'ould not hear me, 

At many leisures I ]>roposed. 

Tim. Goto: 

Perchance some single vantages you took, 
When my indisposition put you back ; 
And that uiiaptness made your niinistei, 
Thus to excuse yourself. 

Flav. O my good lord, 

At many times T brought in my accounts, 
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Laid tliem before you; you would throw 
them ofi, 

And say, you found them in mine honesty. 

When, for some tiifling present, you have 
bid me 

Return so much, I have shook my heatl 
and wept ; 

Yea, ’gainst the autliority of manner^, 
pray'd you 

To hold your liand more close : I did 
endure 

Not seldom, nor no slight checks, when 
I have 

l^rompted you in the ebb of youi estate 

And yoiu gieal flow of debts. .My loved 
lord, 

i Though you liear now, too late — yet 
news's a time — 

The greatest of yoiii having lacks a half 

To pay your ]')le^ent debts. 

7>w. Let all my land be sold. 

F/av, ’Tis all engaged, some forfeited 
and gone; 

And what remains A\ill hardly stoj) the 
mouth 

Of present dues : the future comes apace • 

What shall defend the inteiim.^ and at 
length 

How goes our reckoning? 

'F/f/i. To Lacedaemon did my" land ex- 
tend. 

F/a?'. O my good loid, tlic woild is 
but a word : 

Were it all yours to give it in a bieatli, 

How quickly were it gone! 

7>w. You tell me true 

F/iW. If you susiiect my lutsbandry or 
falseliood, 

Call me before the exactest auditors 

And set me on the jiroof. So the gods 
bless me, 

When all our offices have been op- 
press’d 

With riotous feeders, when our vaults 
have wept 

With drunken spilth of wine, when eveiy 
room 

Hath blazed with lights and bray’d with 
minstrelsy, 

I have retired me to a wasteful cock, 

And set mine eyes at flow. 


Tim, Piilhee, no more. 

Fhiz’, Heavens, have I said, the bounty 
of this loj d ! 

I low" many prodigal bits ha^e slaves and 
peasants 

Thib night englutted ! Who is not 
Ti moil's ? 

What heart, head, sword, force, means, 
but is I.ord Timon’s? 

Great Timon. noble, worthy, royal Timon ! 
Ah, when the means aie gone that buy 
this praise, 

The breath is gone w'hereof this praise is 
made . 

Teast-won, fast-lobt; one cloud of winter 
show ers, 

Those flies aic couch M. 

Tim, Come sermon me no further : 
No\il]anoiis bounty yet hath pass'd ni} 
heart ; 

Unw'isely, not ignobly, have I gben. 
Why dost thou weep ? Canst thou the 
conscience lack, 

To think I shall lack fiiend^? Secure 
j thy heart; 

^ If I would broach the vessels of my’ love, 
And try the aigumont of hearts by 
Inn row mg, 

Men and men's fortunes could I frankly 
use 

As I can bid thee speak. 

Flav, Absuiance bless youi thoughtb ! 

'Tim. And, in some sort, ihc'^e wants 
of mine aie ciown'd, 

That I account them blessings ; for by 
these 

vSball I try friends : you shall percei\e 
how you 

IMibtakc my fortunes ; 1 am w’callhy in 
my friends. 

Within there ! Flaminius ! Seivilius! 

EiiTr Flaminits, Servilius, and 
other Servants. 

Seri'ants. My lord ? my’ lord ? 

Tim. I will dispatch you .severally; 
you, to Loid Lucius ; to Lord Liicullus 
you: I hunted with his honour to-day: 
you, to Sempronius : commend me to their 
loves, and, I am proud, say, that my 
occasions have found time to use 'em to- 



64 


71 MON OF ATHENS 


ACT III 


ward a supply of money : let the request 
be fifty talents. 

Flam, As you have said, my lord. 

FlaiJ. lAu'de] Loid Lucius and 1 ai- 
culltis ? hum ! 

Tim. Cio you, sir, to the senators — 
Of wlioni, even tc» the state s best health, 
I l]a\e 

Deserved this hearing — bid ’em send o' 
the instant 

A thousand talents to me. 

Flav. I have been bold — 

For that I knew it the most general way — 
To them to use your sigret and your name : 
but they do shake their lieads, and I am 
liere 

No 1 idler in return. 

Tim, Is’t tiue^ can't be? 

Flav, They answer, in a joint and coi- 
poiate voice, 

That now they are at fall, want treasuie, 
cannot 

Do what they • ould ; are soiry-- you are 
honourable, — 

But yet they could have wish’d — they 
know not — 

Something hath been amiss — a noble 
nature 

jNIay catch a wrench — w'ould all were well 
— 'tis pity ; — 

And so, intending other serious matters, 
Aftei distasteful looks and these haid 
fractions, 

With certain half-caps and cold-moving 
nods 

They froze me into silence. 

Tim. You gods, reward them I 
Prithee, man, look cheerly. These old 
fellows 

Plave their ingratitude in them heiedi- 
tary : 

Their blood is caked, ’tis cold, it .seldom 
flows ; 

’Tis lack of kindly warmth they arc not 
kind ; 

And nature, as it grows again toward 
earth, 

Is fashion’d for the journey, dull and 
heavy. 

\^To a Sc’rzj.] Go to Ventidius. \To Flav."] 
Prithee, be not sad, 


Thou art true and honest; ingeniously I 
speak. 

No blame belongs to thee. [7a Atv.j 
Ventidius lately 

Buried his father ; by w’hose death he ’s 
stepp’d 

Into a great C'statc : wLcn he w'as poor, 
Imprison’d and in scarcity of friends, 

I cleai'd him with five talents : greet him 
from me ; 

P)id him suppose some good necessity 
Touches his fiiend, which craves to be 
remember'd 

With those five talents [Ea/1 [To 

Fla7'.\ That had, give't these fellows 
.To wdioin 'tis instant clue. Ne'er sjieak, 
or think, 

That Timon's foi tunes ’mong his friends 
can sink. 

Fla7\ I would I could not think it • 
that thouglit is bounty's foe ; 

Being free it^-elf, it thinks all others so. 

[Exi'iiJil. 

ACT III. 

Scene I. A room in Liicullus' hoitse. 

Flaminius 7oa?linq‘. Enter a Servant 
to him, 

Sem', I have told iny lord of you; he 
is coming down to you. 

17am, I thank you, sir. 

Enter Lucullus. 

Sei-v. Here 's my lord. 

Ltuul, [Aside] One of Loid Timon’s 
men? a gift, I w'arrant. Why, this liit^ 
right; I dreamt of a silver basin and ew'ei 
to-night, Flaminius, lionesl Flaminius ; 
you are very respectively W'elcome, sir. 
Fill me some wdne. [Exit Sei'vanf,] 
And how does that honourable, complete, 
free-hearted gentleman of Athens, thy veiy 
bountiful good lord and master? 

Flam, Ills health is well, sir. 

Luciil, I am light glad that his health 
is well, sir ; and what hast thou there 
under thy cloak, pretty Flaminius ? 

Flam, ’Faith, nothing but an empty 
box, sir ; wLich, in my lord’s behalf, I 
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come to entreat your honour to supply; 
\\lio, liavinj:^ great and instant occasion to 
use fifty talents, hath sent to your lor<l- 
ship to furnish him, nothing doubting 
your present assistance therein. 

J.ucuL J>a, la, la, la! ‘ nothing doubt- 
ing, ’ says he ? Alas, good lord ! a noble 
gentleman ’tis, if he would not keep so 
good a house. Many a time and often I 
ha’ dined ^^ith him, and told him on’t, 
and come again to suppei to him, of pur- 
pose to have him spend less, and yet he 
u(Hild embrace no counsel, take no warn- 
ing by my coming. Eveiy man has lii'^ 
fault, and honest} is his : I lia' told him 
on't, but I could ne’er get him from’t. t 

Kc-cutey Servant, tiv/// 

.SV;7'. ricase ycau loulship, here is the 
wine. 

Lucul. Flaminius, I have noted thee 
always wise. Here's to thee. 

Flam. Voui lordship speaks your plca- 
sinc. 

ImchL I have observed thee always 
foi a towaidly jirompt spiiit — give thee 
thy due — and one that knows what 
belongs to leason; and canst use the 
time well, if the time use thee well : goixl 
])ails in thee. \To Sen’.^ (let you gone, 
''11 rah \/'. \i£ Srrr'.'l. I )raw nearer, honest 
I' lammius. Thy lord ’s a bounliiul gentle- 
man : but thou art wise ; and thou 
know'est w'ell enough, although thou 
comest to me, that this is no time to lend 
money, especially upon bare friendship, 
Avithout security. TIerc’s three solidares 
for thee : good boy, wdnk at me, and say 
thou sawest me not. Fare thee well. 

Flam. Is't possible the w^orld should 
so much differ, 

And we alive that lived ? Fly, damned 
baseness, 

To him that wmi ships thee ! 

[ Throwing the money hack. 

Lncnl. Ila ! now I see thou art a fool, 
and fit for thy master. [Exit. 

Flam. May these add to the number 
that may scald thee ! 

Fet molten coin be thy damnation, 
khou disease of a friend, and not himself! 

VOL. III. 


lias friendship such a faint and milky 
heart, 

It turns in less than two nights? O you 
gods, 

I feel my master’s passion ! this slave, 
Unto Ins lionour, has my loid’s meat in 
him : 

AVhy should it thrive and turn to nutri- 
ment, 

Whtn he is turn'd to pois >n ? 

O, may diseases only woik upon’t! 

And, when he 's sick to death, let not that 
part of nature 

Which my loid paid foi, be of any pow^r 
To expel sickness, but prolong his hour! 

\Exit. 

Scene II. A public place. 

Enter Lucius, -eith three Strangeis. 

j Lne. Who, the Lord Timon ^ he is 
my very good fiiend, and an honourable 
gentleman. 

E'i/A Si ran. We know him for no 
less, though we are but stiangcis to him. 
But I can tell you one thing, my lord, 
and whkli I hear born common rumoius : 
now’ Loul Timon’s ha])py houis are clone 
and })ast, and his estate shrinks from 
him. 

Jaic. Tic, no, do not believe it; he 
cannot want for money. 

Sec. Stran. But believe you this, my 
loid, that, not long ago, one of his men 
was with the Loid I.uculhis tohoirow so 
many talents, nay, urged cxtiemely for't 
and showed w’hat necessity belonged to't, 
and yet w as denied. 

Luc. I low’ ! 

Sec. St ran, I tell you, denied, my loid. 
Lnc. What a strange case wms that ! 
now^, before the gods, I am ashamed on’t 
Denied that lionoiuablc man ! iheie w^as 
vciy little honour showed in’t. Foi my 
owm part, I must needs confess, I have 
recehed some small kindnesses fiom him, 
as money, plate, jcw^els and such -like 
trifles, nothing comparing to his ; yet, had 
he mistook him and sent to me, I should 
ne’er have denied his occasion so many 
talents. 
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Ejllcr SLRVIUr'. 

Ser, Sec, ])y good hap, yonder’s my 
ioid; I liave sweat to see his honoiu. 
My lionouied lord, — Lucius. 

Luc. Scrviliiis! you aic kindly met, 
sir. Faie thee well : commend me to thy 
honoiuahlc virtuous lord, my very ex- 
f|iiisitc hiend. 

Scr. May it please your honour, my 
lord hath sent — 

Luc, Ha! what has he sent? I am so 
much cndeaied lo that lord; he’s ever 
sending: how shall 1 thank him, thinkest 
thou ? And what has he sent now ? 

Scr. T 1 a'^ f)nly sent his present occasion 
now\ my loid; uspiesting youi lordship 
to siijijdy his instant use with so many 
talents. 

Luc. I know his lordship is but merry 
with me ; 

ille cannot w'ant fifty five hundred tal- 
ents. 

Scr. But in the mean time he wants 
less, my loid. 

If his occasion weie not virtuous, 

1 should not urge it half so faithfully. 

J.uc. Dost thou speak seiiously, Ser- 

v'lliiv- ^ 

Si) . Upon my soul, ’tis true, sir. 

Liu. What a v\icked beast was I to 
disfurnisli mysclfagainst such a good time, 
when I might ha’ showm myself honour- 
able ! how unluckily it happened, that 
1 shvuild ])urchase tiie day befoie for a 
httleparl, and undoagieat deal of honour ! 
.Seivilius, now, before the gods, I am not 

able to do, — the more beast, I say: I 

was sending to use Loid Timon myself, 
these gentlemen can witness ; but 1 would 
not, for the wealth of Athens, I had done’t 
now. Commend me bountifully, to his 
good lordship; and T hope his honour will 
conceive the faiiest of me, because I have 
no power to be kind ; and tell him this 
fiom me, I count it one of my greatest 
ntlliclious, say, that I cannot jdeasure such 
an honourable gentleman. Good Ser- 
\ilius, will )'ou bcfiiend me so far, as to 
use mine own wouL to him? 

Scr. Ves, sir, I sliall. 


Luc. I’ll look you out a good turn, 
Servilius. [EH/ So'znhus. 

True, as you said, Timon is shrunk indeed ; 
And he that’s once denied wall haidly 
speed. [Exit. 

L'irst St rail. Do you observe tbi'^, 
I lostilius ? 

Sec. St)‘an. Ay, too w^cll. 

Fn‘si Stran. Why, this is the W'oild’s 
soul ; and just of the same piece 
Is every-' flatterer's spirit. Who can call 
him 

His fiiend that dips in the same dish? 
for, in 

My knowdng, Timon has been this lord’s 
father. 

And ke})i his credit wdth his purse, 
Supported his estate ; nay, Timon's money 
Has paid his men their wages: he ne’er 
drinks, 

But Timon’s silver tieads upon his lip; 
And yet — O, seethe monstronsness of man 
^Vhen he looks out in an ungrateful 
shape ! — 

lie does deny him, in respect of his, 
What charitable men affoid to beggars. 

7'hird Stran. Religion groans at it. 

First St)‘an. For mine owm part, 

I never tasted Timon in my life, 

Nor came any of his bounties over me, 
I'o mark me fbi Ins friend ; yet, I protest, 
hor his right noble mind, illustiious virtue 
And honourable cairiage, 

Had liis necessity made use of me, 

I w’ouldhave put my w-calth into donation, 
And the best half should have return’d 
to him, 

So much I love his heart : but, I perceive, 
Men must learn now' wdth pity to dispense ; 
For policy-^ sits above conscience. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene III. A room in Sempronius'' 
house. 

Enter Sempronius, and a Servant of 
Timon’s. 

Sem. Must he needs trouble me in’t, — 
hum ! — ’hove all others ? 

He might have tried Lord Lucius or 
LuciiIIu'; ; 
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And now Ventidius is wealtliy too, 
Whom he redeem’d from prison : all these 
Owe their estates unto him. 

.SVvT'. My lord, 

They have all been touch'd and found 
base metal, for 
They have all denied him. 

Sem, How! have they denied him? 
Has Ventidius and Lucid lus denied him? 
And does he send to me ? Three ? hum ! 
It shows but little love or judgement in 
him : 

Must I be his last refuge? His friends, 
like physicians, 

tThrive, give him over : must I take the 
cure upon me ? ^ 

Has much disgraced me in’t; I’m angry 
at him. 

That might have known my place : I see 
no sense for’t, 

But his occasions might have woo'd me 
first ; 

For, in my conscience, I was the first man 
That e’er received gift from him : 

And does he think so backwardly of me 
now, 

That I’ll requite it last ? No: 

So it may prove an argument of laughter 
d'o the rest, and 'niongst lords I be thought 
a fool. 

I ’Id lather than the worth of thrice the 
sum, 

Had sent to me first, but for my mind’s 
sake ; 

I ’d such a courage to do him good. But 
now return. 

And with their faint reply this answ'cr 
join ; 

Who bates mine honour shall not know 
my coin. [AU//. 

Serv. Excellent 1 Your lordship 's a 
goodly villain. The devil knew not what 
he did w'hen he made man politic; he 
crossed himself by ’t: and I cannot think 
but, in the end, the villanies of man will 
set him clear. How fairly this lord 
strives to appear foul ! takes virtuous 
copies to be wicked, like those that under 
hot ardent zeal would set whole realms on 
fire : 

Of such a nature is his politic love. 


This was my lord’s best hope; now all 
are fled, 

Save only the gods : now his friends are 
dead, 

Doors, that were ne’er acquainted with 
their wards 

Many a bounteous year, must be emidoy’d 
Now to guard sure their master. 

And this is all a liberal course allows ; 
Who cannot keep his wealth must keep 
his house. SJ£xi(, 

Scene IV. The same. A hall in 
house. 

Enter two Servants of Varro, and the 
Servant of Lucius, meeting Titus, 
Hortensius, and other Servants of 
Timon’s creditors^ waiting hi^ coming 
out. 

Fii d Var. Serv. Y'ell met ; good 
morrow, Titus and Hortensius. 

'Tit. The like to you, kind Varro. 

Hor. Lucius ! 

What, do we meet together ? 

Luc, Sc}'!'. Ay, and I think 

One business does command us all ; for 
mine 
Is money. 

Tit. vSo is theirs and ours. 

Enter PlliLOTUS. 

I^uc. Scr7J. And Sir Philotus loo ! 
J^hi, Good day at once. 

Luc. Se9'v. Welcome, good brother. 
What do you think the hour ? 

Phi. Labouring for nine. 

Lzic. Set'v. So much ? 

Phi. Is not my lord seen yet ? 

Luc. Semj. Not yet. 

Phi. I w'onder on’t; he w^as wont to 
shine at seven. 

Luc. Serv. Ay, but the days are weax’d 
shorter with him : 

You must consider that a ])rodigal course 
Is like the sun’s ; but not, like his, re- 
coverable. 

I fear ’tis deepest winter in Lord Timon’s 
]:>urse ; 

That is, one may reach deep enough, and yet 
Find little. 
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r/ii. 1 am fear lor llial. 

7//. I'll sl.ow yai liou tu ubservc a 
straiige event. 

Vour lord send', now for money. 

//or, Most irue, he docb. 

7'//. And he weais jcwcK now of 
'I'lnuai’s 

I'Ar whicli I \\nit for money. 

J/or. It is atj;ainsL my heart. 

I.fic. Sen'. ^ i ark , how strange it shows, 
'I’imon in this should pay more than he 


And e'en as if your lord should wear rich 
jeu els, 

^\.nd >en<l for money hir ’em. 

//or, I 'm weary c-f this charge, the gods 
can witness : 

1 know my lord hath spent of Timt»n's 
wealth, 

And iKMv ingratitude makes it W'orse than 
stealth. 

F/rs/ I nr. Srn'. Ves, mine’s three 
thousand crow ns : w hat ’s yours ? 
/.nc. StTv. I'ive thousand mine. 

/'int f ’(?>’. >Sor7' ’Tis much dee]) : and 
it should seem by the sum, 

^ our mastei 's confidence was alxrve mine ; 

1 Ise, suiely, his had cqualFd. 


Enfor Kl AMIN ICS. 

77/. One of Lord Timon’s men. 

/.ur. Srn'. Flaniinius ! Sir, a word 
J>ray, i.s my lord ready to come forth? 
J'/nr. Xo, indeed, he is not. 

7 >/, c atteiiil his lordship ; rrray, 
signify so much. 

/'7nm. I neid not tell him that; he 
knows you are loo diligent, [Ex/L 

FiiUr Flavius in a cloak, muffled. 

/.uc. Serv. 1 fa I ij, not that his steward 
muined so? 

i legoesawayin a cloud : call him, call him. 
/i/. Do you hear, sir ? 

'/■f ^ sir,— 

yr- of me, my 
fnemP ^ 

certainmoney here, sir. 

If nroney were as certain as your wdting, 
I were suie enough. 


Why then prefer r’d you not your sums 
and bills, 

When your false masters eat of my lord’s 
meat ? 

'J’hcn they could smile and Frw*n upon his 
debts 

And take down tire interest into their 
gluttonous maws. 

You doyourselves but wrong to stir me up ; 
T.et me pass quietly : 

BclicAc't, niy lord and I have made an 
end ; 

I liavc no more to reckon, he to spend. 
Z//f . Sen’. Ay, but this answx'r will not 
serve. 

• F/a?'. If ’twill not .serve, ’lis not v,o 
base as you ; 

For you serve knave.-,. [Z.rv/. 

//rst Var. Serv. How! what does his 
cashiered worship mutter ? 

Sec. Va7‘. Sci'v. No matter wdial; he's 
])oor, and that’s revenge enough. Who 
can speak broader than he that has no 
house to put his head in ? .such may rail 
against great buildings. 

Enter Serviliu.s. 

Tit. O, here's Serviliiis; nowvve shall 
know some answer. 

Ser. If I might beseech you, gentle- 
men, to repair some other hour, 1 should 
derive much from’t; for, take’t of my 
soul, my lord leans wondrously to discon- 
tent : his comfortable tcmjrcr lias forsook 
liim; he’s much out of health, and keeirs 
his chamber. 

Luc. Senr Many do keep their cham- 
bers are not sick ; 

And, if it be so far beyond his health, 
Methinks he should the sooner pay his 
debts, ^ 

And make a clear way to the gods. 

Good gods ! 

T 't. We cannot take this for answ^er, sir. 
Flam. [ W 'thui\ Serviliiis, help ! I\Iy 
hrrd ! my lord ! 

Enter Timon, m a 7'age ; Flaminius 
following. 

Tim. mat, are my doors opposed 
against my passage ? 
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Have I been ever free, and must my house 
Be my retentive enemy, my gaol ? 

The place which I have feasted, docs it 
now", 

Like all mankind, show me an iron heart ? 
Luf. So'v, But in now, Titus. 

Tit. My lord, here is my bill. 

Lite. Sei^v. Here’s mine. 
llor. And mine, my lord. 

Both Var, Serv. And ours, my lord. 
Phi. All our bills. 

7>w. Knock me down w'ith ’em : 

cleave me to the girdle. 

Luc. Sen). Alas, my lord, — 

7'im. Cut my heart in sums. 

Tit. Mine, fifty talents. » 

'Pini. Tell out my blood. 

Luc. Serv. Five thousand crowns, my 
lord. 

Tim. Five thousand drops pays that. 

What yours ? — and yours ? 

Fir A Var. Sei'v. My loul, — 

Sec. Var. Serv. My lord, — 

7'im. Tear me, take me, and the gods 
fall upon you ! \Exit. 

Ilor. ’Fai th, I perceive our masters may 
throw their caps at their money ; these 
debts may w"ell be called desjieratc ones, 
for a madman owes ’em. {Exeunt. 

Ke-entcr TiMON ami Flavius. 

77m. They have e’en put my breath 
from me, the slaves. 

Creditors ? devils ! 

Flav. My dear lord, — 

7'im. What if it should be so? 

L7av. My lord, — 

I'lm. I’ll have it so. Mystew'ard! 
Llav. Here, my lord. 

71m. So fitly ? Go, bid all my friends 
again, 

Lucius, Lucullus, and Sempronius : 

All, sirrah, all; 

I 'll once more feast the rascals. 

Flav. O my lord, 

^"ou only speak from your distracted soul ; 
Tliere is not so much left, to furnish out 
A moderate table. 

71m. Be ’t not in thy care ; go, 

I charge thee, invite them all : let in the 
tide 


Of knaves once more; my cook and I’ll 
provide. [Exeunt. 

Scene V. The same. The senate-house. 

The Senate sitting. 

First Sen. My loid, you have my 
voice to it; the fault’s 
Bloody ; ’tis necessary he should die : 
Nothing emboldens sin so much as 
mercy. 

Sec. Sen. Most true ; the law shall 
bruise him. 

Alcibiades, zoith Attendants. 

Alcib. Honour, health, and compas- 
sion to the senate ! 

First Sen. Now", captain? 

Alcih. I am an humble suitor to your 
virtues ; 

For pity is the virtue of the law", 

And none but tyrants use it cruelly. 

It pleases time and fortune to lie hea%y 
Upon a friend of mine, who, in hot blood, 
Hath stepp’d into the law, which L past 
depth 

To those that, w"ithout heed, do plunge 
into’t. 

He is a man, setting his fate aside, 

Of comely virtues ; 

Nor did he soil the fact with cow^ardice — 
An honour in him which buys out his 
fault — 

But with a noble fury and fair spirit, 
Seeing his reputation touch'd to death, 
He did oppose his foe: 

And W"ilh such sober and unnoted passion 
He did behave his anger, ere ’twas spent. 
As if he had but proved an argument. 

Ilrst Sen. You undergo too strict a 
paradox, 

Striving to make an ugly deed look fair : 
Your w"ords have took such pains as if 
they labour’d 

To bring manslaughter into form and set 
quarrelling 

Upon the head of valour; w'hich indeed 
Is valour misbegot and came into the 
w"orld 

When sects and factions were new"ly born : 
He’s truly valiant that can wisely suffer 



70 


riMON OF A THE NS 


ACT 111 


The worst that man can breathe, and 
make his wrongs 

His outsides, to w'ear them like hi- 
raiment, carelessly, 

An<l ne’er j)rerer his Injuiies to his heart, 
d’o bring it into danger. 

If wrongs be evils and enforce us kill, 
What f(nly ’tis to hazard life for ill ! 

Ahih. My lord, — 

hirst Sen, ^’ou cannot make gross sins 
look clear : 

To revenge is no valour, but to bear. 

Alcth. My lords, then, under favour, 
paidon me. 

If I speak like a captain. 

Why do fond men expose themselves to 
battle, 

And not endure all threats? sleep upon ‘t, 
And let the foes quietly cut their lhroat^, 
Without repugnancy ? If there be 
Such valour in the bearing, what make we 
Aliroad ? why then, women aie rnoie 
valiant 

That stay at home, if bearing cany it, 
And tlie ass moie (’nptaiii than die lion, 
the felon 

Loaden witli irons wiser than the judge. 

If wisdom be in sutTenng. O my lords, 
As you are great, be pitifully good; 

Mho cannot condemn rashness in cold 
blood ? 

To kill, I grant, is sin's extremest gust ; 
but, in defence, by mercy, Tis most just. 
I'o be ill anger is impiety; 

Hut w'ho man dial i^ not angry ? 

MTigh bill the c«iine with IhH. 

Sec . Sen, \ on breathe in vain. 

Alcib. in vain ! his service done 

Laecd.vmoii and Hyzantium 
Were a Mifficient briber for his life. 

Eirst Sen, Mdiat 's that ? 

AldK I say, my lords, he has done 
fair service. 

And slain in fight many of your enemies : 
IIow full of valour did he bear himself 
In the last conflict, and made plenteous i 
woimd- ' 

See, Sen He has made too much 
plenty with ’em; 

He-s a .worn rioter: he has a sin that 
often 


Drowms him, and lakes his valoui 
prisoner : 

If there were no foes, that were enough 
To oveicome him; in that beastly fury 
Tic has been knowm to commit outrages, 
Anti cherish factions : ’tis inferr’d to us, 
His days are foul and his drink danger- 
ous. 

JSrst Sen. lie dies. 

A/e/b. Hard fate ! he might have died 
in war. 

Sly lords, if not for any parts in him — 
riiough his right arm might purchase his 
owm time 

And be in debt to none — yet, more to 
« move you, 

Take my deserts to his, and join ’em both : 
And, for I know your reverend ages love 
Security, 1 ’ll pawm my victories, all 
My honours to you, upon his good 
returns. 

If by this crime he ow’es the law his life, 
Why, let the war receive ’t in valiant 
gore ; 

h'or law IS strict, and war is nothing 
more. 

Eirst Sen. We are for law : he dies ; 
urge it no more, 

On height of our displeasure; friend or 
brother, 

He forfeits his owm blood that spills 
another. 

Alcib. Alust it be so ? it must not be. 
My lords, 

1 do beseech you, know me. 

See. Sen. How ! 

- llcib. Call me to your remembrances. 

Third Sen, AVhat ! 

.l/cib. I cannot think but your age has 
forgot me; 

It could not else be, 1 should piove so 
base, 

To sue, and be denied such common 
grace ; 

My wounds ache at you. 

E/f'd Sen. Do you dare our anger? 
lis in few words, but spacious in effect; 
AVe banish thee for ever. 

^feib. Banish me ! 

Banish your dotage ; banish usury, 

I iiat makes the senate ugly. 
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First Sen. If, after two days’ shine, 
Athens contain thee, 

Attend our weightier judgement. And, 
not to swell our spirit, 
lie shall be executed presently. 

[Exeunt Senators. 
Alcih. Now the gods keep you old 
enough; that you may live 
Only in bone, that none may look on 
you ! 

I’m worse than mad: I have kept back 
their foes, 

While they have told their money and let 
out 

Their coin upon large interest, I my- 
self % 

Rich only in large hints. All those for 
this ? 

Is this the balsam that the usuring 
senate 

Pours into captains’ wounds? Banish- 
ment ! 

It comes not ill; I hate not to be 
banish’d ; 

It is a cause worthy my spleen and fury, 
That I may strike at Athens. I ’ll cheer 
up 

My discontented troops, and lay for 
hearts. 

’Tis honour with most lands to be at 
odds ; 

Soldiers should brook as little wrongs as 
gods. [Ea it. 

Scene VI. The same. A Imiquciing- 
room in Tim oil's house. 

Music. Tables set out : Servants attend- 
ing. Enter divers Lords, Senators and 
others^ at several doors. 

First Lord. The good time of day to 
you, sir. 

Sec. I.ord. I also wi^^h it to you. I 
think this honourable lord did but try us 
this other day, 

L'irst I.ord. Upon that were my 
thoughts tiring, when we encountered : I 
hope it is not so low with him as he 
made it seem in the tiial of his several 
friends. 


Sec. I^ord. It should not be, by the 
persuasion of his new feasting. 

First Lord. I should think so : he 
hath sent me an earnest inviting, which 
many my near occasions did urge me to 
put off ; but he hath conjured me beyond 
them, and I must needs appear. 

Sec. I.ord. In like manner was I in 
debt to my importunate business, but he 
would not hear my excuse. I am sorry, 
when he sent to borrow of me, that my 
provision was out. 

Lirst Lord. I am sick of that grief 
too, as I understand how all things go. 

Sec. L.ord. Every man here ’s so. 
What would he have borrowed of you ? 

L'irst Lord. A thousand pieces. 

Sec. Lord. A thousand pieces ! 

First Lord. What of you ? 

Sec. Lord. Pie sent to me, sir, — Here 
he comes. 

Enter Timon and Attendants. 

Tim. With all my heart, gentlemen 
both ; and how fare you ? 

ILrst Lord. Ever at the best, hearing 
well of your lordship. 

Sec. Lord. The swallow follows not 
summer more willing than we your lord- 
ship. 

Tim. [Aside] Nor more willingly 
leaves winter; such summer -birds are 
men. Gentlemen, our dinner will not 
recompense this long stay: feast your 
ears w'ith the music awhile, if they wall 
fare so harshly o’ the trumpet’s sound; 
we shall to’t presently. 

L'irst L.ord. I hope it remains not 
unkindly wdth your lordship that I re- 
turned you an empty me'^senger. 

Tim. O, sir, let it not trouble you. 

Sec. Lord. My noble lord, — 

Tim. Ah, my good fiiend, wdrat cheer? 

Sec. Lord. My most honourable lord, I 
am e’en sick of shame, that, when your 
lordship this other day sent to me, I was 
so unfortunate a beggar, 

Tim. Think not on’t, sir. 

Sec. Lo?‘d. If you had sent but two 
hours before, — 

7i?n. Let it not cumber your better 
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n;nien)brai»cc. [ T/iv hanomf luouNil ?//.J 
Come, Iniiii; in all 

Sec. JatlI. All covered dishes ! 

/'/'•o/ Lord. Royal cheer, I wair-nit 
you. 

I'hiid Lord. Doubt not that, if money 
and the season (\m yield it. 

]’'ird Loul. ilow do you? What’s 
the new s ? 

'/7u/d Lrrd. Alcabiades is banished: 
Jieai you of it ? 

Fi?\d and Set. Lord. Alcibiades ban- 
idied ! 

Third Lord. ’Tis so, be sure of it. 
Fird Loui. How! how! 

Sec. J Old. I pray you, upon what? 
Tim. My worthy friends, will }oii 
diaw neai ? 

'J'hird Lord. I’ll tell you more anon, 
lleie’s a nolde feast toward. 

Soi. Lori, d’his is tlie old man still. 
Thn d Lord. Will ’t hold ? will't liold ^ 
S(\. Laid. It does: l;ut time will — 
and so ~ 

Tiiud Lin'd. I do conceive. 

Ti/n. Each man ,0 his stool, with that 
pur as he would to the lij) of his mis- 
tress : your diet shall be in all places 
rdike. Make not a city feast of it, to let 
the me:tt cool ere ^Ye can aorec upon the 
lirst ))1 ICC ; sit, Ml. The gods leipiire 
out thanks, 

^ oil great benefactors, sprinkle our 
society witli lliaukfulness. For your 
i>wn gifts, make yourselves praised : but 
lescrve still to give, lest your deities lie 
despiseil. Len i to each man enough, 
that o le need not lend to annthci ; f()i, 
were youi godlieads to l^orrow of men, 
men would foisake the gods. Itlake the 
meal be lielovcd moie tliaii the man that 
gives it. Let no assembly of twenty be 
M'lihout a score of villains: if there sit 
twDve women at the table, let a dozen of 
them 1)0 — as they are. fTlie rest of 
your fees, Q ^ods — tlie senators of 
Athens, togetlier with the common lag of 
people — what is amiss in them, "you 
gods, make suitable foi destruction. For 
these my jiresent fiicnds, as they are to 


me nothing, so in nothing bless them, 

and to notliing are they w'elcome. 

Uncover, dogs, and lap. 

\7'he dishes arc unco7'crcd and u'cti 
to he full 0 / 7uar in waler. 
Somespeah. What does his loidsliip 
mean ? 

Sonic other. I know not. 

Tun. May you a 1 letter feast never 
behold, 

You knot of mouth-friends! smoke and 
hike-warm water 

Is your perfection. This is Timon’s 
last; 

Mdio, stuck and spangled with your 
flatteries, 

\yas'hes it off, and spi inkles in your faces 
Vour reeking villany. 

[prhrcnving the ivaicr in their faces. 

Live loathed and long, 
IMost smiling, smooth, detested paiasites, 
Courteous dcstroyeis, affable wolves, 
meek beais, 

^ ou fools of fortune, trenclier -friends, 
lime's flics, 

Cap and knee slaves, vajiours, and 
minute-jacks ! 

Of man and beast the infinite malady 
C 1 list you quite o’er ! W' hat, dost thou go ? 
wSoft 1 lake thy physic fust — llioii too — 
and thou; — 

Stay, I wall lend thee money, borrow 
11011c. [7 h roll's the dishes at 

them., and drives them out. 
What, all in motion ? Henceforth be no 
feast, 

Whereat a villain’s not a welcome guest. 
T>urn, Iioiise ! sink, Athens! henceforth 
haled be 

Of Timon man and all humanity ! \Exit. 
I\c-eniir the Loids, Senators, cfi. 

First Lord. How now, my lords ! 

Sec. l.ord. Know you the quality of 
Lord Timon’s fury ? 

7'hird I.ord. Push! did you see my cap ? 

Fourth Laid. I have lost my gowm. 

First Lord. He’s but a mad lord, and 
nought but humour sways him. He 
gave me a jewel th' other day, and now 
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he has beat it out of iny hat : did you see 

iny jewel ? 

Third Lord. Did you see luy cap? 

Set. I.ord. Here his. 

Fourth I^ord. Heie lies my gown. 

L'lrst I.ord. Let ’s make no stay. 

Sec. Lord. Lord Timon’s mad. 

'J'hird l.ord. I fecl’t upon my bones. 

Fourth I.ord. One day he gives us 
diamonds, next day stones. \Exeimi. 

ACT IV. 

Scene I. Without the 'loalls of Athens. 

Enter Timox. * 

’Ll III. Let me look back upon thee. 
O thou wall, 

That girdlest in those wolves, dive in the 
earth, 

And fence not Athens ! ^Matrons, turn 
incontinent ! 

Obedience fail in children ! slaves and 
fools, 

Pluck the grave wrinkled senate fiom the 
bench. 

And minister in their steads ! to general 
filths 

Convert o’ the instant, green virginity, 

Do’t in your parents’ eyes! bankrupts, 
hold fast ; 

Rather than rendei back, out with your 
knives. 

And cut your trusters’ throats! bound 
servants, steal ! 

Large-handed robbers your grave masters 
are. 

And pill by law. Maid, to thy master’s 
bed ; 

Thy mistress is o’ the brothel ! Son of 
sixteen. 

Pluck the lined crutch from thy old limp- 
ing sire, 

\Yith it beat out his brains ! Piety, and 
fear. 

Religion to the gods, peace, justice, 
truth, 

1 )omestic awe, night-rest, and neighbour- 
hood. 

Instruction, manners, mysteries, and 
trades, 


Degrees, observances, customs, and 
laws, 

Decline to your confounding contraries. 

And let confusion live ! Plagues, inci- 
dent to men, 

Your potent and infectious fevers heap 

On Athens, ripe for stroke ! Thou cold 
sciatica, 

Cripple our senators, that their limbs may 
halt 

.Vs lamely as their manneris ! laist and 
liberty 

Creep in the minds and marrows of our 
youth, 

That ’gainst the stream of virtue they 
may strive, 

And drowm themselves in riot ! Itches, 
blains, 

.Sow all the Athenian bosoms ; and their 
Cl op 

Pc general leprosy ! Breath infect breath. 

That their society, as their friendship, 
may 

Be meiely poison! Nothing I’ll bear 
from thee, 

But nakedness, thou detestable town ! 

Take thou that too, with multiplying 
bans 1 

Timon ill to the woods j where he shall 
find 

The unkindest beast more kinder than 
mankind. 

The gods confound -hear me, you good 
gods all — 

The Athenians both within and out that 
wall ! 

And grant, as Timon grows, his hate 
may grow 

To the ^^hole race of mankind, high and 
low ! 

Amen. \E.xit. 

Scene II. Athens. A roo?n in Union’s 
house. 

Enter Flavius, 'loilh huo or three 
Servants. 

First Serz’. Hear you, master steward, 
where ’s our master ? 

Are we undone ? cast off? nothing re- 
maining ? 
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Alack, my fellows, wn.it should 
I say to you ? 

Let me be recorded by the righteous 
gods, 

I am as ]:)ooj as you. 

FirdSen^ Such a house broke! 

So noble a master fall'll ! All gone! 
and not 

One fiiend to take his foitime by the 
anil, 

And go along with him ! 

St’(. St 1 7'. As we do turn our backs 

From our comyaiiioii ihiown into his 
gr:ue, 

So his familiars to his ])uriod fortunes 

Slink all away, lea^e their false \ows 
w ilh him, 

Like em])ty puises juck'd; and his poor 
self, 

A dedicated beggar to the aii, 

With liis disease of all-shunn’d poverty, 

^^alks, like contempt, alone. More of 
oui fellows. 

Riiit‘r otJit . Servants. 

J'hw. All broken implements of a 
ruin’d house. 

'Th^rd Sirv. Vet do oiu hearts wear 
Tniiou's livery ; 

That see I liy oiu faces; we aie fellows 
still, 

Seiving alike m souow : leak'd is oiii 
bnik, 

.'viul we, ])oo) mates, stand on the dying 
deck, 

Healing the surees threat: we must all 
pait 

1 nto tin.'-. ^ ea of air. 

I'hrj. (looil fellows all, 

I lie latest of my wealth 1 dl share amongst 
yon. 

Wheiever we shall meet, fv>r Timon's 
sake, 

! el s yet be fellow's; let’s shake our 
heads, and say, 

A-, ’tweie a knell unto our master’s for- 

‘We have seen better days.’ Let each 
take some; 

Iviay, put out all your hands. Not one 
woid more : 


Thus part w'c rich in soirow, parting poor. 

\Se'f'vants embrace^ and part 
several 7vays. 

O, the fierce wretchedness that glory 
brings us! 

Who w ould not wash to be from wealth 
exempt, 

Since richcs jioint to misery and contempt ? 

Who would be so mock’d with glory ? or 
to live 

Ihit in a dream of fiiendship ? 

To have his jjorap and all wdiat state 
compounds 

Lut only painted, like his vainish’d 
friends ? 

boor honest lord, brouglit low' by his 
own heart, 

b'ndone by goodness ! Strange, unusual 
blood, 

When man’s woist sin is, he does too 
much good ! 

Who, then, dares to be half so kind 
again ? 

]^\>r bounty, that makes gods, does still 
mar men. 

My cle.aicst lord, bloss’d, to be most 
accursed, 

Rich, only to be wretched, thy great 
fortunes 

Aie made thy chief afflictions. Alas, 
kind lord ! 

lie’s flung in rage from this ingrateful seal 

Of monstious friends, nor has he wdth 
him to 

Supply his life, or that w'hich can com- 
mand it. 

I’ll follow'' and inquire him out : 

I ’ll ever serve liis mind w ith my best wdll ; 

\Yhilst I have gold, I’ll be his stew^ard 
still. \Exi(. 

Scene III, J Foods and cave^ near the 
sea-sho7'c. 

Enter Timon, p'om the cave. 

Twu O blessed breeding sun, draw' 
fiom the earth 

Rotten humidity ; below thy sister’s orb 

Infect the air ! Twinn’d brothers of one 
womb, 

Whose procreation, residence, and birth, 
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Scarce is clividant, touch them with 
several fortune^ ; 

The greater scorns the lesser : not nature, 

To whom all sores lay siege, can bear 
great fortune, 

But by contempt of nature. 

Raise me this beggar, and dcny’t that 
lord ; 

The senator shall bear contempt heredi- 
tary, 

The beggar native honour. 

It is the i)asture lards the rothcr’s side^', 

The want that makes him lean. AMio 
dares, who dares. 

In purity of manhood stand upright. 

And say ‘This man’s a flatterer’? it* 
one be. 

So are they all ; for every grise of fortune 

Is smooth’d by that below: the learned 
pate 

l)ucks to the golden fool: all is oblique; 

There’s nothing level in our cursed 
natures, 

But direct villany. Therefore, be ab- 
horr’d 

All feasts, societies, and throngs of men ! 

His semblable, yea, himself, rirnon dis- 
dains : 

i )estruction fang mankind ! Earth, yield 
me roots I \Diggini;. 

ho seeks for better of thee, sauce his 
palate 

AVilh thy most operant poison ! What 
is here ? 

Gold ? yellow, glittering, precious gold ? 
No, gods, 

1 am no idle votarist : roots, you clear 
heavens ! 

Thus much of this will make black \vhite, 
foul fair. 

Wrong right, base noble, old young, 
coward valiant. 

Ha, you gods ! why this? what this, you 
gods ? Why, this 

Will lug your priests and servants from 
your sides, 

Bluck stout men’s pillows from below 
their heads : 

This yellow slave 

Will knit and break religions, bless the 
accursed, 


Make the hoar leprosy adored, place 
thieves 

And give them title, knee and approba- 
tion 

With senators on the bench : tliis is it 

That makes the wappen’d widow wed 
again ; 

She, whom the spital-house and ulcerous 
sores 

Would cast the gorge at, this embalms 
and spices 

To the April day again. Come, damned 
earth. 

Thou common whore of mankind, that 
put’st odds 

Among the rout of nations, I will make 
thee 

Do thy right nature. \March afar off.'] 
lla! adium? Thou ’rt quick. 

But yet I’ll bury thee : thou 'It go, strong 
thief. 

When gouty keepers of thee cannot stand. 

Nay, stay thou out for earnest. 

'[Ka'J)hig some ^ohi. 

Enter Alciriades, iviih drum and fife., 

in ivarlikc manner; Piirynia and 

Tl MAN DR A. 

- Ikih. What art thou there ? speak. 

Ttm. A beast, as thou art. The 
canker gnaw thy heart, 

For showdng me again the eyes of man ! 

Alcib. What is thy name ? Is man so 
hateful to thee. 

That art thyself a man ? 

'J'iui. I am Misanthropes, and hale 
mankind. 

I'or thy part, I do wish thou weit a dog, 

That I might love thee something. 

Alctb. 1 know thee well; 

But in thy fortunes am unlearn’d and 
strange. 

Tim. I know thee too ; and more than 
that I know thee, 

T not desire to know. Follow thy 
drum ; 

With man’s blood paint the ground, 
gules, gules: 

Religious canons, civil laws are cruel ; 

Then what should war be? This fell 
whore of thine 
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ilalli in her inoie deslrucLinii ihaii Ui\ 
s\v Old, 

For all lier cheruhin lorik. 

rhry\ IJjy lips rot off ! 

J'lin. ] \N’ill not kiss ihee; then the 
rot id u ins 

'I'o thine own lij)s again. 

Aluh. l]o\v oainc the nohlc Timon to 
till', change ? 

T'lin. As the moon does, by wanting 
light to give : 

l)Ul llien renew I could not, like the 
moon ; 

There weie no suns to borrow of. 

xllcib. Noble Timon, 

What fri( ndslijp may I do thee ? 

Tiui. None, but to 

Mamlam my opinion. 

AhilK What is it, Timon ^ 

T'inu Tioimke me friendship, but per- 
form none: if thou wilt not jiromise, the 
gods plague thee, for thou art a man! if 
thou dost perform, confound thee, for thou 
art a man ! 

Alt lb. I have lie. rd in some sort of thy 
miseries. 

77///. 'Fhou saw\t them, when I had 
lirosperity. 

Aiiib. I see them now; then was a 
bksst'd time. 

Fini. As thine is now, held with a brace 
of harlots. 

I'lnia'i, Is this the Athenian minion, 
whom the woild 
Voiced so regard fully? 

Tuii. Art thou Timandra? 

Tinia)! Ye'-. 

7>/v. be a whore still : they love thee 
not that Use thee; 

(live thenuhseases, lea\ing with thee iheir 
lust. 

ATake use of ihy salt hours: season the 
slaves 

I'or tubs and baths; biing down lose- 
cheeked youth 
To the tub-fast and the diet. 

y'i/iia)!. Hang thee, monster! 

A/i’b. Fardon him, sweet Timandra; 

fOi Ills wits 

Are diown d and lost in his calamities. 

I have ])Ut luilogold of late, Lrave Timon, 


Tile want whereof dotli daily make revolt 
In my ])cnunoub band : 1 have heard, and 
grieved, 

I low cursed Athens, mimlless of thy worth, 
Forgetting thy great deeds, when neigh- 
bour states, 

But for thy sword and fortune, trod upon 
them, — 

7) III. I prithee, beat thy drum, and get 
thee gone. 

A/cib. I am thy friend, and piity thee, 
dear Timon. 

77/11. How' dost thou pity him wFom 
thou dost trouble ? 

I had rather be alone. 

A Fib. Why, fare thee well : 

Here is some gold for thee. 

77m. Keep it, I cannot cat it. 

A Fib. When I have laid proud Athens 
on a heap, — 

Tim. Warr’si thou ’gainst Athens ? 

Ale lb. Ay, Timon, and have cause. 

Tim. The gods confound them all in 
thy conquest ; 

And thee after, w'hen thou hast conquei’d ! 

AFib. Why me, Timon ? 

77m. That, by killing of villains. 
Thou wast born to conquer my country. 
Put up thy gold : goon,— here’s gold, — 
go on ; 

Be as a planetary plague, when Jove 
Will o’er some high -viced city hang his 
poison 

In the sick air : let not thy swa)rd skip one : 
Pity not honour’d age for his white beard ; 
lie is an usurer : strike me the counterfeit 
matron ; 

It is her habit only that is honest, 

1 lerself ’s a bawd : let not the virgin’s check 
Make soft thy trenchant sword ; for those 
milk-pap.s, 

That through the window-bars bore at 
men’s eyes. 

Arc not within the leaf of pity wTit, 

But set them down horrible traitors : sjiarc 
not the babe. 

Whose dimpled smiles from fools exhaust 
their mercy ; 

Think it a bastard, whom the oracle 
Hath doubtfully pronounced thy throat 
shall cut. 
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jVnd mince it sans remorse : swear against 
objects; 

J ^ut armour on thine ears and on thine eyes ; 

Whose proof, nor yells of mothers, maids, 
nor babes, 

Nor sight of priests in holy vestments 
bleeding, 

wShall j^ierce a jot. There’s gold to pay 
thy soldiers : 

Make large confusion ; and, thy fury 
spent, 

Confounded be thyself! Speak not, be 
gone. 

Hast thou gold yet? I’ll take 
the gold thou givest me, 

Not all thy counsel. * 

Tiui. Dost thou, or dost thou not, 
heaven’s curse upon thee ! 
rjir, and Tinian, Give us some gold, 
good Tiinon : hast thou mc»re ? 

Tim, Enough to make a whore for- 
sw’ear her trade, 

tAnd to make whores, a bawd. Hold 
up, you sluts, 

Vour aprons mountant : you are not oath- 
able, — 

Although, I know, you’ll swear, terribly 
swear 

Into strong shudders and to heavenly 
agues 

The immortal gods that hear you, — spare 
your oaths, 

I'll trust to your conditions: be whores 
still ; 

And he w'hose pious breath seeks to con- 
vert you, 

lie strong in whore, allure him, burn him 
up; 

Let your close fire predominate his smoke. 

And be no turncoats : yet may your pains, 
six months, 

He quite contrary ; and thatch your poor 
thin roofs 

^Vith burthens of the dead ; — some that 
were hang’d. 

No matter: — wear them, betray with 
them : whore still ; 

Paint till a horse may mire upon your face. 

A pox of wrinkles I 

Thr. and 'Tiinan, Well, more gold : 
what then? 


Hclieve’t, that wee’ll do any thing for 
gold. 

7'im, Consumptions sow 

In hollow bones of man ; strike their 
sharp shins, 

And mar men’s spurring. Crack the 
lawyer’s voice, 

That he may never more false title plead. 

Nor sound his quillets shrilly: hoar the 
flamen, 

That scolds against the quality of flesh, 

And not believes himself : down wdth the 
nose, 

Dowm wdth it flat ; take the bridge quite 
aw^ay 

Of him that, his iiarticular to foresee. 

Smells from the general weal : make 
curl'd-pate ruffians bald ; 

.Vnd let the unscarr’d braggarts of the 
war 

Derive some ]:>ain from ytm : jDlaguc all ; 

That your activity may defeat and cjuell 

The source of all erection. There’s more 
sold: 

Do you damn others, and let this damn 
you. 

And ditches grave you all ! 

Thr. and Timan. More counsel with 
more money, bounteous Timon. 

Tim, j\fore wdiore, more mischief first ; 
I have given you earnest. 

Akilf. Strike up the drum towards 
Athens ! Farew'cll, Timon : 

If I thrive well, I 'll visit thee again. 

7im, If I hope well, I'll never see 
thee more. 

Alab, I never did thee harm. 

Tim, Yes, thou spokest well of me. 

Alcih. CaU’st thou that harm ? 

77m, Men daily find it. Get thee 
away, and take 

Thy beagles with thee. 

Akib, We but offend him. Strike ! 

\Dru7n beats. Exeunt Akibiadcs^ 
Phrynia^ and Timandra. 

Tim. That nature, being sick of man’s 
unkindness, 

.Should yet be hungry ! Common mother, 
thou, \.E>igging. 

Whose womb unmeasurable, and infinite 
breast. 
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Teems, and feeds nil; -eir-^aine 

inetUe, 

Whereof thy proud child, arrogant man, 

is ])ufrd, 

Kngenders llie Idark toad and adder hlue, 

Tile gil-led newt and eyeless venom'd 

With all ihe ai)honed hirtlrs below ciisjr 
heaven 

Whereon Jlyj'Ci uni's quickening fire doth 
shiiK' ; 

\’ield him, who rdl Ihy human sons doth 
hall. , 

From foiih thy plenteous bosom, one poor 
root ! 

Isnsear thy fertile and conceptions womb, 

Let it no more bring out ingrateful man ! 

Clo great with tigers, dragons, wolves, 
and bears; 

Teem with new nvmsters, whom thy up- 
ward face 

Hath to the mail)le<l mansion nil above 

Never piesented ! — O, a root, — dear 
thanks ! - - 

I>ry uj) thy marroa., vines, and plough- 
lorn ioas ; 

AV hereof mgrateful man, with liquorish 
draughts 

Anti nmrsels unctuous, greases Iris pine 
mind, 

lhat from it all consideration slips! 

Enter Ai'iiMANa 

Mo'oman? plague, jdaguc! 

Apeni, I was diieeied hither : men re- 
port 

riiou dost affret my manners, and dost 
use them. 

Tim. 'Tis, then, because thou dost not 
keep a dog, 

Whom I would imitate : consumjiti on catch 
thee ! 

A^cm This, is in thee a nature but 
infected ; 

A poor unmanly melancholy siirimg 

h rom change of fortune. Why this spade ? 
this place ? 

Ihis dave-like habit ? and these looks of 
care ? 

Thy flatterers yet wear sill;, drink wine, 
he soft ; ’ 


Iliig their diseased perfumes, and have 
forgot 

That ever Timon was. vShame not these 
woods, 

lly putting on the cunning of a carper. 

Be thou a flatterer now% and seek to thrive 

By that which has undone thee; hinge 
thy knee, 

I And let his very hieaih, whom thou 'll 
observe, 

Blow off thy cap; praise his most vicious 
strain, 

And call it excellent : thou waist told thus ; 

Thou gavest thine ears like tajrsteis that 
hid W’^clcome 

To knaves and all a]-)proachers : dis most 
just 

That thou turn rascal ; hadst thou wealth 
again, 

Rascals should have't. Do not assume 
my likeness. 

Tun. Were I like thee, I’kl throw’ 
away myself. 

Apem. Thou bast cast away thyself, 
being like thyself; 

A madman so lung, now^ a fool. What, 
Ihink'st 

That the bleak air, thy boistcious cham- 
berlain, 

Will put thy shill on w aim? will these 
moss'd trees, 

That have outlived the eagle, page thy 
heels, 

And skip wdicre thou point’st out ? will 
the cold brook, 

Candied with ice, caudle thy morning 
taste. 

To cure thy o’er-night’s surfeit ? Call the 
creatures 

AVhosc naked natures live in all the spite 
I Of vvreakfiil heaven, whose hare unhoused 
’ trunks, 

To the conflicting elements exposed, 

Answ^er mere nature; bid them flatter 
thee ; 

O, thou shall find — 

Tim, A fool of thee : depart. 

Apem. I love thee better now than e’er 
I did. 

T r?n. I hale thee worse. 

A fern, Why? 
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7>w. Thou flatter’s! misery. 

Apem. I flatter not ; but say thou art 
a caitiff. 

Tim. Wliy dost thou seek me out ? 

Apcm. To vex thee. 

Ttm. Always a villain’s office or a 
fool’s. 

Dost please thyself in’t ? 

Apem. Ay. 

Tim. What ! a knave too? 

Apem. If thou didst put this sour-cold 
habit on 

To castigate thy pride, ’twere well: but 
thou 

Dost it enforcedly; thou’ldst courtier be 
again, • 

Wert thou not beggar. Willing misery^ I 
( )utli ves incertain pomp, is crown’d before : j 
The one is filling still, never complete; i 
The other, at high wish: best state, con- 
tentless, 

1 ] ath a distracted and most wTctched being, 
Worse than the worst, content. 

Thou shouldst desire to die, being miner- 
al )le. 

Tun. Not by his breath that is more 
miserable. 

Thou art a slave, whom Fortune’s lender 
arm 

With favour never clasp’d ; but bred a 
dog. 

lladst thou, like us from our first sw^ath, 
lirocecded 

The sweet degrees that this brief world 
affords 

To such as may the passive drugs of it 
Freely command, thou w'ouldst have 
jilunged thyself 

In general riot ; melted down thy youth 
In different beds of lust ; and never 1 earn’d 
The icy jireccpts of respect, but follow’d 
The sugar’d game before thee. But my- 
self, 

Who had the w'orld as my confectionary. 
The mouths, the tongues, the eyes and 
hearts of men 

At duty, more than I could frame em- 
ployment, 

That numberless upon me stuck as leaves 
Bo on the oak, have with one winter’s 
brush 


Fell from their boughs and left me open, 
bare 

For every storm that blows: I, to bear 
this, 

I'liat never knew' but better, is some 
bill den : 

Thy nature did commence in sufferance, 
time 

Hath made thee hard in’t. Why 
shouldst thou hate men ? 

They never flatter’d thee : w'hat hast 
thou given ? 

If thou wilt curse, thy father, that poor 

Must be thy subject, wdio in spite put 
stuff 

To some she beggar and compounded 
thee 

Poor rogue hcreditaiy. Hence, be gone ! 

If thou hadst not been born the worst of 
men, 

Thou hadst been a knave and flatterer. 

Apem. Art thou proud yet ? 

y>;//. x\y, that I am not thee. 

Apem. I, that I was 

No prodigal. 

lint. I, that I am one now : 

Weic all the w^eallh 1 have shut up in 
thee, 

I ’Id give thee leave to hang it. Get thee 
gone. 

d'hat the whole life of Athens were in 
this ! 

Thus w ould I eat it. [Eating a root. 

Ape^n. Ileie; I will mend thy feast. 

[Offering turn a loot. 

7Tn. First mend my company, lake 
aw'ay thyself. 

Apem. So I shall mend mine owm, by 
the lack of thine. 

Ttm. ’Tis not w'ell mended so, it is 
but botch’d ; 

If not, I would it were. 

Apem. What w'ouldst thou have to 
Athens ? 

Tifii. Thee thither in a whirlwind. 
If thou wilt, 

Tell them there I have gold; look, so I 
h.ave. 

Apem. Here is no use for gold. 

'Tim. The best and truest ; 
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For here il .slee|js, and (K nn hire'", 
harm. 

Afciu. Where liesl o’ night'?, Timon - 

Tim. Under that’s above me. 

Where feed'st iIkhi o’ day'?, Ajiemantus ^ 

A pern. Wlicre my stomach tinds meat ; 
or, rather, wlicre I eat it. 

'Tim. Would ]ujison were obedient 
and hnevv ni) mind ! 

A pirn. W'heie wouldst thou send it ? 

'J'lm. To sauce thy dishes. 

Api'vi. The middle of humanity thou 
never knewest, but tlio e\tieinily of both 
ends; when thou ^^ast m thy gill and thy 
perfume, they mocked tlice for too miicli 
ciniosity ; in thy rags thou knowest none, 
but art des])ised for the coni lary. There ’s 
a medial for thee, eat it. 

'J’im. On what I liatc I feed not. 

Apem. Dost liate a medlar? 

Tim. Ay, though it look like thee. 

Aprm. An thou hadst hated meddlers 
sooner, thou shouldst have loved thyself 
bettci now. What man didst thou ever 
know iinthiifi that \\as licloved after his 
means ? 

'J'/m. Who, without those means thou 
talkest of, didst thou ever know beloved > 

A pent. Myself. 

Tim. I uudemtand thee; thou hadst 
some means to keep a dog. 

Apcni. What things in the woild canst 
thou ncaiest compare to thy flatterers? 

'J"m. AVomen ncaicst; Init men, men 
are the things tlumiselves. AYhat wouhKt 
thou do ^^ith the world, Apemantiis, if it 
lay in thy pow( i ? 

Aptin. (live it the beasts, to be rid of 
the men. 

Tim. Wouldst thou have thyself fall 
in the confusion of men, and remain a 
beast wiili the beasts? 

.. \pcm. Ay, I'imon. 

Tim. A beastly ambition, which the 
gods grant thee t’ attain to ! If tlioii wert 
the lion, the fox would beguile thee: if 
thou wcrl the lamb, the fox would eat 
thee ; if thou weit the fox, the lion would 
suspect thee, when peradventure thou 
wert accused by the ass: if thou wert the 
ass, thy dulness would torment thee, and 


still thou livedst but as a breakfast to the 
\\olf: if thou wert the w'olf, thy greedi- 
ness would afflict thee, and oft thou 
.slioiildst hazard thy life for thy dinner: 
wert thou the unicorn, pride and wrath 
would confound thee and make thine own 
self the conquest of thy fury : wert thou 
a hear, thou wouldst be killed by the 
horse: wcit thou a horse, thou wouldst 
be seized by the leopard : wert thou a 
Icopaid, thou wert german to the lion 
and the spots of thy kindled were jurors 
on thy life : all thy safety were remotion 
and thy defence absence. What beast 
couldst thou be, that were not subject to 

beast ? and what a beast art thou 
already, that scest not thy loss in trans- 
formation ! 

Apem. If thou couldst please me with 
speaking to me, thou mightst have hit 
upon it here : the commonwealth of 
Athens is become a forest of beasts. 

Tim. ITow has the ass broke the wall, 
that thou art out of the city ? 

Apem. Yonder comes a poet and a 
paintei : the plague of company light upon 
thee! I will fear to catch it and give 
way: when I know not what else to do, 
I’ll see thee again. 

'Tim. When there is nothing living 
but thee, thou shalt be welcome. I had 
rather be a beggar’s dog than Apeman- 
tus. 

Apem. Thou art the cap of all the 
fools alive. 

Tim. Would thou wert clean enough 
to spit upon ! 

Apem. A plague on thee ! thou art too 
bad to curse. 

Tim. All villains that do stand by 
thee arc pure. 

Apem. There is no leprosy but v'hat 
thou speak’st. 

Tim. If I name thee. 

I'll heat thee, but I should infect my 
hands. 

Apem. I would my tongue could rot 
them off ! 

Tim. Away, thou issue of a mangy dog ! 
Cholcr does kill me that thou art alive ; 

I swound to see thee. 
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Apem. A\^ould thou wouldst burst ! 

I'lm. Away, 

Thou tedious rogue ! I am sorry I shall 
lose 

A stone ])y thee. Yfh'o'ios a stone at Iiwi. 

Apeni. Beast ! 

Tim. Slave 1 

Apem. Toad! 

Rogue, rogue, rogue ! 

1 am sick of this false woild, and will 
love nought 

but even the mere necessities upon’t. 

Then, Timon, presently piepare thy 
grave; 

Lie where the light foam of the sea may 
beat 1 

d'hy grave - stone daily : make thine 
epitaph. 

That death in me at others’ lives may 
laugh. 

\ro the ^old'\ O lliou sweet king-killei, 
and dear divorce 

Twixt natural son and sire! thou blight 
(lefiler 

tlf Hymen’s purest bed! thou ^aliallt 
]\Iars ! 

Thou ever young, fresh, loved and delicate 
wooer, 

Whose blush doth thaw the consecrated 
snow 

'fhat lies on Dian‘s lap ! thou visible 

god. 

That solder’st close imposdbilities. 

And makest them kibS ! that speak'st with 
every tongue, 

To every purpose ! O thou touch ofhcaits! 

Think, thy slave man rebels, and by thy 
virtue 

Set them into confounding odds, that 
beasts 

May have the world in empire ! 

Apem, Would ’twere so ! 

But not till I am dead. I’ll say thou’st 
gold : 

Thou wilt be throng’d to shortly. 

7'im. Throng’d to! 

Apem, Ay. 

I'un. Thy back, I prithee. 

Apem, Live, and love thy misery. 

'Tim. Long live so, and so die. \Exit 
Apemantns.] I am quit. 

VOL. III. 


Moe things like men I Eat, Timon, and 
abhor them. 

Enter Banditti. 

First Ban. Where should he have this 
gold ? It is some pooi fragment, some 
slender ort of his remainder: the mcie 
\\ant of gold, and the falling-from of his 
fiiends, drove him into this melancholy. 

Sec. Ban. It is noised he hath a mass 
of treasure. 

'J'hird Ban. Let us make the assay 
upon him : if he caie not for ’t, he will sup- 
ply us easily; if he cuvelously reserve it, 
how shall's get it ? 

Sec. Ban. True ; for he bears it not 
about him, ’tis hid. 

First Ban. Is not this he ? 

Banditti. Where ? 

Sec. Ban. ’Tis his description. 

J'hird Ban. He; I know him. 

Banditti. Save thee, 1 imon. 

Jim. Now, thieves? 

Banditti. Soldieis, not thieves. 

Jim. Both too; and women’s sons. 

Banditti. We are not thieves, but men 
that much do want. 

Jim. Your greatest want is, you w'ant 
much of meat. 

Why should you want? Behold, the 
earth hath roots; 

Within this mile bieak forth a hundred 
springs ; 

'I'he oaks bear mast, the briers scarlet hips ; 
The bounteous housewife, nature, on each 
bush 

Lays her full mess before you. Want ! 
w^hy W'ant ? 

First Ban. We cannot live on grass, 
on bellies, water, 

As beasts and birds and fishes. 

J'tm. Nor on the beasts themselves, 
the birds, and fishes ; 

You must eat men. Yet thanks I must 
you con 

That you are thie\es profess’d, that you 
work not 

Inholiershapes : foi there is boundless theft 
In limited professions. Rascal thieves. 
Here’s gold. Ho, suck the subtle blood 
o’ the grape, 

G 
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'I'ili llic fc\er scdlie )c*ur blood t.) 
f/oLli, 

And so Vcape liangins^ ; Iru^i; not the 

])liy'-icia]i ; 

TTis antidok’'. .uc poison, and he '-lays 
Moe than >'ou lob: take wealth and li\es 
toj:][et]ier ; 

Do \illan>, do, sinec' }<>u protest to do’l, 
Like workmen. I’ll example }ou with 
lhie\ eiy : 

'Idle sun’s a thief, and with his great at- 
ion 

Kobs tile vast sea; the moon's an arrant 
lliief, 

And her ])a]c file she snatchcb from the 
sun : 

Tlie sc-a's u tliief, w’hov liquid surge re- 

The moon into salt tears; the cailh’sa 
thief, 

That feeds and 1 needs by a compostuie 
stolen 

biom general exerement : each thing’s a 
thief : 

'Idle laws, )our ctiib and W'hip, in their 
rougli j)ower 

lla\e iindiuk’d theft. Love not 501U- 
sehes, away, 

Jvub (.'lie anothei. 'riierc ’s more gold, 
(dll tin oats; 

All that you meet arc thieves: to Athens 

g<k 

break open shops; nothing can you steal, 
Hut llue\e, do lose it : -aenl no lcs> for this 
I give )ou ; and gold conlound }ou liow- 
soe’er ! 

Amen. 

rhnd I\:u. Has almost cliarmcd me 
fiom myjnofession, by pemiiading me to it. 

h'uwt Hau. in the malice of man- 
kind that he thus advi-.es us; not to have 
iis lliiivo m our mystei\. 

Si Jhui. I dl belie\ e Imn as an enemy, 
and gi\e ovci my trade. 

J^n'st Fan. Let ns bust sec peace in 
Athens : thoi e is notime so mi.serablc but a 
man may be tiue. \E\ciuU Banditti. 

Enter Fi .wirs. 

Flav. O you god'^ ’ 

Isyond dc'-pised and luinousman myloid? 


Full of decay and failing? O monument 
Andw’onderof good deeds evilly bestow^'d ! 
What an alteration of honour 
lias desperate w'ant made! 

What viler thing upon the earth than 
fi lends 

Who can bring noblest minds to basest 
end?. ! 

How rarely does it meet wulh this time’?, 
guise, 

Wdien man w^as wash’d to love his enemies ! 
Diant I may ever love, and lather woo 
Those that would mvsdiief me than those 
that do ! 

Has caught me in his eye : I wall present 
vMy honest grief unto him; and, as my 
loid. 

Still serve him with my life. My dearest 
master I 

Tim. Away I what art thou ? 

i'\iv. Have you forgot me, sir? 

'Tim. Why do^t ask that? 1 have foi- 
got all men; 

Then, if thou grant'sl thou’rt a man, I 
have forgot thee. 

Flav. An honest poor servant of yours. 

Tini. Then I know thee not : 

I never had honest man about me, I ; all 
I kept were knaves, to serve in meat to 
villains. 

dlav. The gods are witness, 

Ac'cr did poor stewuurd w ear a truer grief 
For his undone lord than mine eyes for you. 

d'un. What, dost thou weep? Come 
nearer. Then I love thee, 
because thou an a woman, and dis- 
claini’st 

Flinty mankind ; whose eyes do never 

but thorough lust and laughter. Pity’s 
sleeping : 

Strange limes, tliat weep w'itli laughing, 
not w ith weeping I 

Flav. I Vieg of you to know me, good 
my loid, 

To accept my grief and whilst this poor 
wealth lasts 

To entertain me as your steward still. 

Tim. Had I a stew'ard 
So true, so just, and now so comfort- 
able? 
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It almost turns my dangerous nature 
mild. 

Let me behold thy face. Surely, this 
man 

Was born of woman. 

Forgive my general and exceptless rash- 
ness, 

Von perpetual -sober gods ! I do proclaim 
One honest man — mistake me not — but 
one; 

No more, I pray, — and he’s a steward. 
How fain w'ould I have hated all man- 
kind ! 

And thou redeem’st thyself ; but all, save 
thee, 

I fell with curses. * 

]\Iethinks thou art more honest now than 
wise ; 

For, by oppressing and betraying me, 
Lhou mightst have sooner got another 
service ; 

l^'or many so arrive at second masters, 
Upon their first lord's neck. But tell 
me true — 

For I must ever doubt, though ne'er so 
sure — 

Is not thy kindness subtle, covetous, 

If not a usuring kindness, and, as rich 
men deal gifts, 

Expecting in return twenty for one ? 

Flav. No, my most worthy master; 
in whose breast 

Doubt and suspect, alas, are placed too 
late : 

You should have fear’d false times w'hen 
you did feast : 

Suspect still comes where an estate is 
least. 

That which I show, heaven knows, is 
merely love. 

Duty and zeal to your unmatched mind, 
Care of your food and living; and, be- 
lieve it, 

My most honour’d lord, 

For any benefit that points to me, 

Ihther in hope or present, I’ld exchange 
1 or this one wish, that you had power 
and wealth 

To requite me, by making rich yourself. 

Tim, Look thee, ’tis so ! Thou singly 
honest man. 


Here, take : the gods out of my misery 
Have sent thee treasure. Go, live rich 
and happy; 

But thus condition’d : thou shalt build 
from men; 

Hate all, curse all, show charity to none, 
But let the famish’d flesh slide from the 
bone, 

Ere thou relieve the beggar ; give to dogs 
What thou deny'st to men; let prisons 
swallow ’em, 

Debts wither ’em to nothing; be men like 
blasted woods. 

And may diseases lick up their false 
bloods ! 

And so farewell and thrive. 

Flav. O, let me stay. 

And comfort you, my master. 

Tim. If thou hatest curses, 

Stay not; fly, whilst thou art blest and 
free : 

Ne’er see thou man, and let me ne’er see 
thee. \_Exif Flazam. 

Timon retires to Jus cave. 

ACT V. 

vSCENE 1 . The ivooih. Before 'J'imon\ 
cave. 

Enter Poet and Painter ; Timon zoatcli- 
ing them fom his cave. 

Tain. As I took note of the place, it 
cannot be far where he abides. 

Poet. What ’s to be thought of him ? 
docs the rumour hold for true, that he’s 
so full of gold ? 

Pain. Certain: Alcibiades reports it; 
Phrynia and Timandra had gold of him : 
he likewise enriched jioor straggling 
soldiers with great quantity : ’tis said ho 
gave unto his steward a mighty sum. 

Poet. Then this breaking of his has 
been but a try for his friends. 

Pain. Nothing else : you shall see him 
a palm in Athens again, and flourish with 
the highest. Therefore ’tis not amiss we 
tender our loves to him, in this supposed 
distress of his : it w ill show honestly in 
us; and is very likely to load our pur- 
poses wdth what they travail for, if it be 
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h jU'-t and true rq>ort tliat ^oiis of his 
having. 

\\ hat have you now to present 
unto him ? 

Fa/n. Nothing at this lime but my 
visitation: only I will promise him an 
excellent idece. 

JW/. 1 must SCI VC him so too, tell 
him of an intent tliat’s coming toward 
him. 

Good as the best. Promising 
is the very air o’ the time : it o])ens the 
eyes of e\])ectation : performance is ever 
the duller for his act; and, but in the 
])lainer and simpler kind of people, the 
deed of saying is rpiitc out of use. To 
jiromise is most rourily and fashionable : 
performance is a kind of will or testa- 
ment which argues a great sickness in his 
judgement that makes it. 

[ 7'inwn from Ins lavc^ hohiiuL 

7 im. [AsiE] Excellent workman! 
thou canst not paint a man so bad as 
is thyself. 

JW/. I am thinki' g wdiat I shall .say 
T have ]M'o\ ided for him : it must be a 
personating ol himself; a satire against 
the softness of pros\)erity, with a dis- 
covery of the infinite llaltcries that follow' 
youth and opulency, 

77///. [Tj/</i-j Must thou needs stand 
for a villain in thine own work? wilt thou 
whip thine own faults in other men? 
Do so, 1 have gold foi thee. 

Toif. Nay, let’s seek him: 

Then do w'e sin against our own estate, 
^Vllen w^e may profit meet, and come too 
late. 

Paifi. T rue ; 

When the day serves, before black- 
corner’d night, 

I’dnd what thou want'st by free and 
offer'd liglit. 

('ome. 

77///. [. ts/do\ 1 ’ll meet you at the 
turn. What a god's gold, 

That he is worshipp’d in a baser temple 
Phan w'here swine feed ! 

’Tis thou that rigg'st the bark and 
plough’st the foam, 

Settlest admired reverence in a slave : 


To thee be worship ! and thy saints for 
aye 

Be crown'd wdth plagues that thee alone 
obey ! 

Fit I meet them. \Comini^ forwai'd. 

Poet. Hail, worthy Timon ! 

Pain. Our late noble master ! 

7////. Have I once lived to see two 
honest men ? 

Poet. Sir, 

Having often of your open bounty tasted, 

Hearing you W'cre retired, your friends 
fall’ll off, 

Whose thankless natures — O abhorred 
spiiits ! — 

*!Not all the whips of heaven aie large 
enougli : 

What ! to you, 

WTiose star-like nobleness gave life and 
influence 

To their w'hole being! I am rapt and 
cannot cover 

The monstrous bulk of this ingratitude 

With any size of w unls. 

7////. Let it go naked, men may sec ’t 
the better : 

You that are honest, by being what you 
are. 

Make them best seen and knowm. 

7b///. He and myself 

Have travail’d in the great shower of 
your gifts, 

And siveetly felt it. 

Tim. Ay, you are honest men. 

Pam. We are hither come to offci 
you our service. 

Tim. Most honest men ! Why, how 
shall I recpiite you ? 

Can you eat roots, and diink cold water? 
no. 

Both. What we can do, wee’ll do, to 
do you seivicc. 

Tim. Yc’ro honest men : ye’ve heard 
that I have gold ; 

I am sure you have : speak truth ; ye ’re 

I honest men. 

Pam. So it is said, my noble lord ; 
but therefore 

Came not my friend nor I. 

Tim. Good honest men ! Thoudraw’st 
a counterfeit 
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]]cst in all Athens ; tliou’rt, indeed, the 
best; 

Thou counterfeit’st mo^.t lively. 

So, so, my lord. 

Tim. E’en so, sir, as I say. And, 
for thy fiction. 

Why, thy verse swells with stuff so fine 
and smooth 

That thou art even natural in thine art. 
But, for all this, my honest - natured 
friends, 

I must needs say you have a little fault : 
]\lariy, ’tis not monstrous in you, neither 
wish I 

You take much pains to mend. 

Both. Beseech your honouf 

To make it known to us. 

Tim. You’ll lake it ill. 

Both. Most thankfully, my lord. 

Tim. Will you, indeed ? 

Both. Doubt it not, worthy lord. 

Tim. There’s never a one of you but 
trusts a knave. 

That mightily deceives you. 

Both. Do we, my lord? 

Tim. Ay, and you hear him cog, see 
him dissemble, 

Know his gross patchcry, love him, feed 
him, 

Keep in your bosom : yet remain assured 
That he’s a made-up villain. 

Bai7i. I know none such, my loid. 

Poet. Nor 1. 

Tmi. Look you, I love you well ; I ’ll 
give you gold, 

Rid me these villains from your com- 
panies : 

Hang them or stab them, drown them in 
a draught. 

Confound them by some course, and 
come to me, 

I 'll give you gold enough. 

Both. Name them, my lord, let ’s know 
them. 

Tim. You that way and you this, but 
tw’o m company ; 

Each man apart, all single and alone. 
Yet an arch-villain keeps him company. 
If where thou art two villains shall not be. 
Come not near him. If thou wouldst 
not reside 


But where one villain is, then him 
abandon. 

Hence, pack ! there ’s gold ; you came 
fur gold, ye slaves : 

\7'o Pai7ite7‘'\ 'You have work’d for me; 
there ’s payment for you : hence ! 

\ToPoet\ You are an alchemist; make 
gold of that. 

Out, rascal dogs ! \Beats them out, 

aud then retires to his cave. 

Enter Flavius and t'loo Senators. 

Flav. It is in vain that you would 
speak with Timon; 

For he is set so only to himself 

That nothing but himself which looks 
like man 

Is friendly wdth him. 

First Sen. Bring us to his cave : 

It is our part and promise to the Athe- 
nians 

To speak with Timon. 

Sec. Seti. At all times alike 

]\Ien are not still the same : ’twas time 
and griefs 

That framed him thus : time, widi his 
fairer hand. 

Offering the fortunes of his former days. 

The former man may make him. Bring 
us to him, 

And chance it as it may. 

Flav. 1 1 ere is his cave. 

Peace and content be here ! Lord Timon ! 
Timon ! 

Look out, and speak to friends : the 
Athenians, 

By two of their most reverend senate, 
greet thee : 

Speak to them, noble Timon. 

Timon comes from his cave. 

Tim. Thou sun, that comfoit’st, burn! 
Speak, and be bang’d : 

For each true w^ord, a blister! and each 
false 

Be as a cauterizing to the root o’ the 
tongue, 

Consuming it with speaking 1 

P'irst Sen. Worthy Timon, — 

Tim. Of none but such as you, and 
you of Timon. 
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First Sen. The senatoiis of Athens 
greet thee, Timon. 

Tim. 1 thank them; and would send 
them Ixack the plague, 

Could 1 but catch it foi them. 

First Sen. O, forget 

What we are sorry for ourselves in thee. 
The senators with one consent of love 
Entreat lliec back to Athens ; who have 
thought 

On special dignities, which vacant lie 
For thy best use and wearing. 

Sec. Sen. They confess 

Toward thee forgetfulness too general, 
gross : 

Which now the public body, which doth 
seldom 

I ’lay the recanter, feeling in itself 
A lack of Timon’s aid, hath sense withal 
Of it own fail, restraining aid to Timon; 
And send forth us, to make their sorrow'd 
render, 

'I'ogether with a recompense more fruitful 
Than their offence can weigh down by 
the dram ; 

Ay, even such hea])s and sums of love 
and wealth 

As shall to thee blot out what wrongs 
were tlieiis 

And write in thee the figures of their love, 
Evei to lead them thine. 

Tim. You witch me in it; 

Suiprise me to the very brink of teats: 
Lend me a fool’s heart and a woman’s 
eyes, 

And 1 ’ll beweep these comforts, worthy 
senators. 

First Sen. Therefore, so please thee 
to return with us 

And of our Athens, thine and ours, to 
take 

d'lie captainship, thou shalt be met wdth 
thanks. 

Allow’d with absolute power and thy 
gooil name 

Live with authority : so soon we shall 
drive hack 

Of Alcibiades the approaches wdid, 

\\ho, like a boar too savage, doth root 
up 

Ilis country's peace. 


Sec. Sen. xVnd shakes his threatening 
sword 

.eVgainst the walls of Athens. 

First Sen. Therefore, Timon, — 

Tim. Well, sir, I will; therefore, I 
will, sir ; thus : 

If Alcibiades kill my countrymen. 

Let Alcibiades know this of Timon, 

That Timon cares not. But if he sack 
fair Athens, 

And take our goodly aged men by the 
beards, 

Giving our holy virgins to the stain 
Of contumelious, beastly, mad -brain’d 
war, 

Then let him know, and tell him Timon 
speaks it, 

In pity of our aged and our youth, 

I cannot choose but tell him, that I care 
not. 

And let him take’t at worst; for their 
knives care not, 

While you have throats to answer ; for 
mysolf. 

There’s not a whittle in the unruly caniji 
But 1 do prize it at my love before 
The reverend ’st throat in Athens. So I 
leave you 

To the protection of the prosperous gods. 
As thieves to keepers. 

Flav. Stay not, all's in vain. 

'Tim. Why, I w^as w-riting of my 
epitaph ; 

It will be seen to-morrow : my long sick- 
ness 

Of health and living now begins to 
mend, 

And nothing brings me all things. Go, 
live still ; 

Be Alcibiades your plague, you his, 

And last so long enough ! 

Firu Sen. We speak in vain. 

Tim. But yet I love my country, and 
am not 

One that rejoices in the common wreck, 
As common bruit doth put it. 

First Sen. That ’s well spoke. 

Tim. Commend me to my loving 
countrymen, — 

First Sen. These words become your 
lips as they pass thorough them. 
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Sec, Sen. And enter in our ears like 
great triumphers 

In their aj^plauding gates. 

Tim. Commend me to them, 

And tell them that, to ease them of their 
griefs, 

Tlieir fears of hostile strokes, their aches, 
losses, 

Tlieir pangs of love, \vith other incident 
throes 

'fhat nature’s fragile vessel doth sus- 
tain 

III life’s unceilain voyage, I will some 
kindness do them: 

I “11 teach them to prevent wild Alcibiadcs' 
wrath. 

First Sen. I like this well; he will 
return again. 

7\m. I ha\o a tree, which grow's here 
in my close, 

That mine own use invites me (o cut 
dow'ii. 

And .shortly must T fell it : tell my 
friends. 

Tell Athens, in the sequence of de- 
gree 

l"rom high to low throughout, that 
whoso please 

To stop affliction, let him lake his 
haste. 

Come hither, eve my tree hath felt the 
axe. 

And hnng himself. I pray you, <lo my 
gieeting. 

Flav. Trouble him no further; thus 
you still shall find him. 

Tim. Come not to me again : but say 
to Athens, 

Timon hath made his eveilasting man- 
sion 

Upon the beached verge of the salt 
flood ; 

Who once a day with his embossed 
fioth 

The turbulent surge shall cover: thither 
come. 

And let my grave-stone be your oracle. 

Lips, let sour words go by and language 
end : 

What is amiss plague and infection 
mend ! 


Graves only be men’s works and death 
their gain ! 

Sun, hide thy beams ! Timon hath done 
his reign. [Fetircs to his cave. 

First Sen. His discontents arc unre- 
moveably 

C“oupled to nature. 

See. Sen. Our hope in him is dead : let 
us return. 

And strain wdiat other means is left unto 

U-i 

In our dear pciil. 

First .Sen. It requires swift foot. 

YExennt. 

Scene TI. Before the 'ivaUs of Athens. 

Enter tiuo Senators and a ^lessenger. 

First Sen. Thou hast painfully dis- 
covei'd: are hi-^ files 

As full a^ thy report ? 

Jl/ess. I have spoke the least : 

Besides, his expedition piomiscs 

Tiesent approach. 

Set. Sen. \\c stand much hivard, if 
they bring not Timon. 

Jless. I met a courier, one mine 
ancient friend ; 

Whom, though in general part w^e were 
opposed, 

+Yet our old love made a particular 
force. 

And made us speak like friends : this man 
was riding 

From Alcibiadcs to Timon’s cave, 

With letters of entreaty, which im- 
ported 

Ilis fellow'ship i’ the cause against your 
city. 

In part for his sake moved. 

Fii'st Sen. Here come our brothers. 

Enter the Senators from Ti>roN. 

Third Sen. N o talk of Timon, nothing 
of him expect. 

The enemies’ drum is heard, and fearful 
scouring 

Doth choke the air wdth dust : in, and 
prepare : 

Ours is the fall, I fear ; our foes the snare. 

\Exennt. 
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Scene III. 'J'he %ooods, Thnon'^ cavt% 
and a 7-itde tomb seen. 

/z Soklici, sechingTmO'^. 

Sold, 3>y all description this should be 
the jdace. 

Wiio’.s Jicrc? speak, ho! No answer! 
WJiat is tins ? 

Tinion is dead, who hath oulsti etch’d his 
span : 

Some beast rear'd this; there does not 
live a m.in. 

Dead, sure ; and this his grave. What’s 
on this tomb 

I cannot read ; the character I 'll take 
with wax : 

Our cajilnin liatli in every figure skill, 

An aged imeiprctei,thoughyoungindays: 

before jnoud Athens he’s set down by 
tins, 

Whose fall the maik of his ambition is. 

[Ah it. 

S( r.NE IV. Befon ilic •:K>ans of Athens. 

'J'ntmpcls sound. Elite)' Al.ClltlADES 
'loidi hi<i Nioers. 

Ale lb. Sound to this cowaid and lasci- 
vious town 

Our tcirible apiiroach, \A faihy sounded. 

Enter Scnatoi.'i on ihcioalh. 

Till nov you Irne gone on and till'd the 
time 

With all licentious measure, making your 
^^il]^ 

The scope of justice; till now myself and 
.such 

As slept within the shadow of your 
})ower 

Have vander’d with oui travel sed aims 
and breathed 

Our sufferance vainly : now the time is 
flush, 

When crouching mairow in the bearer 
strong 

C ries of itself ‘ No more : ’ now breathless 
wiong 

Shall sit and pant in your great chains of 
ease, 


And pursy insolence shall break his wdnd 
With fear and horrid flight. 

First .Sen. Noble and young, 

When thy first griefs were but a mere 
conceit, 

Ere thou hadst power or we had cause of 
fear, 

Wc sent to thee, to give thy rages balm, 
To wipe out our ingratitude wutli loves 
Above their quantity. 

Sec. Sen. So did we woo 

Transformed Timon to our city’s love 
By humble message and by promised 
means : 

We were not all unkind, nor all deserve 
^hc common slrolcc of war. 

First Sen. These wmlls of ouis 
Wore not erected by their hands fiom 
whom 

You have received your griefs; nor aie 
they such 

That these great towers, trophies and 
schools should fall 
For private faults m them. 

Sec. Sen. Nor are they living 

Who were the motives that you first went 
out; 

Shame that they wanted cunning, in 
excess 

Hath broke their hearts. March, noble 
lord, 

Into our city witli thy lianners si^read: 
By decimation, and a tilhed death — 

If thy revenges hunger for that food 
Which nature loathes — take thou the 
destined tenth, 

And by the hazard of the spotted die 
Let die the spotted. 

First Sen. All have not offended ; 
For those that weie, it is not square to 
take 

On those that are, revenges : crimes, like 
lands, 

Are not inherited. Then, dear country- 
man, 

Bring in thy ranks, but leave without thy 
rage: 

Spare thy Athenian cradle and those 
kin 

Which in the Ijliister of thy wratli must 
fall 
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With those that have offended: like a 
shepherd, 

Approach the fold and cull the infected 
forth, 

Tint kill not all together. 

Sec. Sen. What thou wilt, 

Thou rather shalt enforce it with thy 
smile 

Than hew to’t with thy sword. 

Fu'st Sen. Set but thy foot 

Against our lampired gates, and they 
shall ope; 

So thou wilt send thy gentle lieart before, 
To say thoiTlt enter friendly. 

Sec. Sen. Throw thy glove. 

Or any token of thine honour else, 

That thou wilt use the wars as thy re- 
dress 

And not as our confusion, all thy 
powers 

Shall make their haibour in our town, 
till we 

Have scal’d thy full desire. 

Alcib. Then there’s my glove; 
Descend, and open your uncharged ports : 
Those enemies of Timon’s and mine 
own 

^Vhom you yourselves shall set out for 
reproof 

Tall and no more; and, to atone your 
fears 

With my more noble meaning, not a 
man 

wShall pass his quarter, or offend the 
stream 

Of regular justice in your city’s bounds, 
]lut shall be lendcr’d to your public 
laws 

At heaviest answer. 

Boi/i. ’Tis most nobly spoken. 


Alcib. Descend, and keep your words. 

[The Senators descend, and 
open the gates. 

Enter Soldier. 

Sold, hly noble general, Timon is 
dead ; 

Entomb’d upon the very hem o’ the sea ; 

And on his giave-stone this insculpture, 
which 

With wax I brought away, whose soft 
impression 

Interprets for my poor ignorance. 

Alcib. [Reads the epitaph^ ‘Here lies a 
wretched corse, of wretched soul 
bereft : 

.‘^eek not my name : a plague consume 
you wicked caitiffs left ! 

Here lie I, Timon ; wdio, alive, all living 
men did hate : 

Pass by and ciiise thy fill, but pass and 
stay not here thy gait. ’ 

These well express in thee thy latter 
spirits : 

Though thou abhorr’dst in us our human 
giiefs, 

Scorn’dst our brain’s flow and those our 
droplets which 

From niggard nature fall, yet rich conceit 

Taught thee to make vast Neptune weep 
for aye 

On thy low grave, on faults forgiven. 
Dead 

Is noble Timon: of whose memory 

Hereafter more. Bring me into your city, 

And I w'ill use the olive with my swoid, 

Make war breed peace, make peace stint 
war, make each 

Prescribe to other as each other’s leech. 

Let our drums strike. [Exeunt. 
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ACT I, 

Scene I. Rome. A sticel. 

Enic) Flan'ius, Marullus, a7id certain 
Commoners. 

FIa7\ Hence! home, you idle crea- 
tures, get you home: 

Is this a holiday ? what I know you 
not, 

Being mechanical, you ought not walk 

Upon a laljouring day without the 
sign 

Of your profession ? Speak, what trade 
ait thou? 

First Coni. Why, sir, a carpenter. 

Mar, Where is thy leather apron and 
thy rule ? 

M hat dost thou with thy best apparel 
on? 

^ ou, sir, whnt trade arc you? 

Ac’c. Com. Iiiily, sir, in respect of a 


fine workman, I am but, as you w^ould 
say, a cobbler. 

Mar. But what trade art thou ? answer 
me directly. 

Sec. Coni. A trade, sir, that, I hope, 
I may use wdth a safe conscience ; w^hich 
is, indeed, sir, a mender of bad soles. 

Mar. What trade, thou knave ? thou 
naughty knave, what trade ? 

See. Com. Nay, I iDesecch you, sir, be 
not out with me : yet, if you be out, sir, 
I can mend you. 

Mar. What meanest thou by that? 
mend me, thou saucy fellow ! 

Sec. Coni. Why, sir, cobble you. 

Flav. Thou art a cobbler, art thou ? 

Sec. Com. Truly, sir, all that I live by is 
with the awl : I meddle with no tradesman’s 
matters, nor w’omen’s matters, but with 
awd. I am, indeed, sir, a surgeon to old 
shoes ; when they are in great danger, I 
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lecovcr them. As pioper men as ever 
trod upon neat’s leather have gone upon 
my handiwork. 

Flav, But wherefore art not in thy 
shop to-day? 

Why dost thou lead these men about the 
streets ? 

See. Com. Truly, sir, to wear out their 
shoes, to get myself into more work. 
But, indeed, sir, we make holiday, to 
see Cnesar and to rejoice in his triumph. 

AIaj\ Wherefore rejoice? What con- 
quest brings he home ? 

What tributaiies follow him to Rome, 

I'o grace in captive bonds his chariot-^ 
wheels ? 

You blocks, you stones, you worse than 
senseless things ! 

O you hard hearts, you cruel men of 
Rome, 

Knew you not Poinpey ? Many a time 
and oft 

Have you climb’d up to walls and battle- 
ments. 

To towers and windows, yea, to chimney- 
tops, 

Your infants in your arms, and there 
have sat 

The live-long day, with patient expecta- 
tion, 

To see great Pompey pass the streets of 
Rome : 

And when you saw his chariot but appear. 
Have you not made an universal shout, 
That Tiber trembled underneath her 
banks, 

To hear the replication of your sounds 
Made in her concave shores ? 

And do you now put on your best attire ? 
And do you now cull out a holiday ? 

And do you now strew flowers in his way 
Tliat comes in triumph over Pompey’s 
blood ? 

Be gone ! 

Run to your houses, fall upon your 
knees. 

Pray to the gods to intermit the plague 
That needs must light on this ingratitude. 

Flav. Go, go, good countrymen, and, 
for this fault. 

Assemble all the poor men of your sort ; 


Draw them to Tiber banks, and weep 
your tears 

Into the channel, till the lowest stream 

Do kiss the most exalted shores of all. 

{^Exeunt all the Cojtifnoners. 

See, whether their basest metal be not 
moved ; 

They vanish tongue-tied in their guilti- 
ness. 

Go you down that way towards the 
Capitol ; 

This way will I : disrobe the images. 

If you do find them deck’d with cere- 
monies. 

Ma7\ May we do so ? 

You know it is the feast of latpercal. 
Flav. It is no matter ; let no images 

Be hung with Caesar’s trophies. I’ll 
about, 

And drive away the vulgar fiom the 
streets : 

So do you too, where you perceive them 
thick. 

These growdng featheis pluck'd fiom 
Cmsar’s wing 

Will make him fly an ordinary pitch. 

Who else would soar above the view of 
men 

And keep us all in servile fcarfulness. 

\^Excu7it. 

Scene II. A public place. 

Flourish. C/Esar ; Antony, 

the cotirse ; Calpurnia, Portia, 
Decius, Cicero, Bri^tus, Cassius, 
and Casca ; a great ci’owd follo'iomg^ 
among them a Soothsayer. 

Cios. Calpumia ! 

Casca. Peace, ho ! Ca\sar speaks. 
C(es, Calpurnia ! 

Cal. Here, my lord. 

Cces. Stand you directly in Antonius’ 
way. 

When he doth run his course. Antonius! 
Aitt. Cmsar, my lord ? 

Cces. Forget not, in your speed, An- 
tonius, 

To touch Calpurnia ; for our elders say, 

The barren, touched in this holy chase, 

Shake off their sterile curse. 
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Ani. I shall reniem’!>cr : 

When Coesar says ‘ do this,’ it is per- 
form’d. 

C(BS. Set on ; and leave no ceremony 
out. \Fl(ni7'ish. 

Sooth. Ccesar ! 

CtTs. Ila! who calls? 

Caua. Hid every noise be still : peace 
yet aj^ain ! 

Cas. Who is it in the press that calls 
on me ? 

I hear a tongue, shriller than all the 
music, 

Cry ‘CLcsar!’ Speak; Caesar is turn’d 
to hear. 

Sooth. He ware the ides of March. 

C(Zi>. What man is that? 

Bril. A soothsayer bids you beware 
the ides of March. 

C(cs. Set him before me ; let me see 
his face. 

Car. Fellow, come from the throng; 
look upon Ca:sar. 

Ctes, Wliat say'st thou to me now? 
speak once again. 

Sooth. Bew’are the ides of March. 

C(TS. He is a dreamer ; let us leave 
him: pass. [Sc7t;?rt. Exeunt alt 
except Brutus and Cassius. 

Cos. Will you go see the ordei of the 
course " 

Bru. Not I. 

Cas. T pray you, do. 

Bru. 1 am not gamesome : I do lack 
some jiart 

Of that quick spirit that is in Antony. 

Let me not hinder, Cassius, your dc- 

sire.^ ; 

I ‘11 leave you. 

Cas. Brutus, I do observe you now of 
late: 

I have not from your eyes that gentle- 
ness 

And show of love as I was wont to 
have : 

^ ou beai too stubborn and too strange a 
hand 

Over your friend that loves you. 

Cassiu.s, 

Be not deceived : if I have veil’d my 
look. 


I turn the trouble of my countenance 
Merely upon myself. Vexed I am 
Of late with passions of some difference, 
Conceptions only proper to myself. 
Which give some soil peihaps to my be- 
haviours ; 

But let not therefore my good friends be 
grieved — 

Among which number, Cassius, be you 
one — 

Nor construe any further my neglect. 
Than that poor Brutus, with himself at 
war, 

Forgets the shows of love to other men. 

Cas. Then, Brutus, I have much mis- 
took your passion ; 

By means whereof this breast of mine 
hath buried 

Thoughts of great value, worthy cogita- 
tions. 

Tell me, good Brutus, can you sec your 
face? 

Bru. No, Cassius ; for the eye sees 
not itself, 

But by reflection, by some other things. 

Cas. ’Tis just ; 

And it IS very much lamented, Brutus, 
That you have no such mirrors as will 
turn 

Your hidden w orthiness into your eye, 
That you might see your shadow\ I have 
heard, 

Where many of the best respect in Rome, 
Lxcept immortal Cxsar, speaking of 
Brutus 

And groaning underneath this age’s yoke. 
Have wish’d that noble Brutus had his 
eyes. 

B?'?i. Into what dangers w’ould you 
lead me, Cassius, 

That you would have me seek into myself 
For that which is not in me ? 

Cas. Therefore, good Brutus, be pre- 
pared to hear: 

And since you know you cannot see 
yourself 

So well as by reflection, I, your glass, 
Will modestly discover to yourself 
That of yourself which you yet know 
not of. 

And be not jealous on me, gentle Brutus : 
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"Were I a common laugher, or did use 
To stale with ordinary oaths my love 
To every new protester; if you know 
That I do fawn on men and hug them 
hard 

And after scandal them, or if you know 
That I piofess myself in banqueting 
To all the rout, then hold me dangerous. 

and shout. 

Bru. What means tliis shouting? I 
do fear, the people 
Choose Cajsar for their king. 

Cas. Ay, do you fear it ? 

Then must I think you would not have 
it so. 

Bru. I would not, Cassius ; yet I lov^ 
him well. 

Tut wherefore do you hold me here so 
long ? 

What is it that you would impart to 
me ? 

I f it be aught tow ard the general good, 
Set honour in one eye and death i’ the 
other, 

And I w'ill look on both indifferently, 

Tor let the gods so speed me as I love 
The name of honour more than I fear 
death. 

Cas. I know that virtue to be in you, 
Brutus, 

As well as I do know your outward 
favour. ' 

Well, honour is the subject of my sloiy. 

I cannot tell what you and other men 
Think of this life ; but, for my single self, 
I had as lief not be as live to be 
In awe of such a thing as I myself. 

I was born free as Ccesar ; so w'ere you : 
We both have fed as well, and we can 
both 

Endure the winter’s cold as well as he : 
k'or once, upon a raw and gusty day, 

The troubled Tiber chafing with her 
shores, 

Coesar said to me * Darest thou, Cassius, 
now 

Leap in with me into this angry flood, 
And sw’im to yonder point V Upon the 
word, 

Accoutred as I w^as, I plunged in 
And bade him follow ; so indeed he did. 


The torrent roar’d, and we did buffet it 
With lusty sinews, throwing it aside 
And stemming it with hearts of contro- 
versy ; 

But ere w’e could arrive the point pro- 
posed, 

Caesar cried ‘Help me, Cassius, or I 
sink !’ 

T, as /Eneas, our great ancestor, 

Did from the flames of Troy upon his 
shoulder 

The old Anchises bear, so from the waves 
of Tiber 

Did I the tired Cmsar. And this man 
Is now become a god, and Cassius is 
A WTetched creature and must bend his 
body, 

If Ccesar carelessly but nod on him. 

He had a fever w'hen he w^as in Spain, 
And W'hen the fit was on him, I did niaik 
How he did shake ; ’tis true, this god did 
shake *. 

His coward lips did from their colour fly. 
And that same eye whose bend doth awe 
the world 

Did lose his lustre : I did hear him gioan : 
Ay, and that tongue of his that bade the 
Romans 

]\Iark him and wnite his speeches in their 
books, 

Alas, it cried ‘ Give me some drink, 
Titinius,’ 

As a sick girl. Ye gods, it doth amaze 
me 

A man of such a feeble temper should 
So get the start of the majestic world 
And bear the palm alone. 

[Shout. Flouidsh . 

Bru. Another general shout ! 

I do believe that these applauses are 
For some new honours that are heap’d on 
Ccesar. 

Cas. Why, man, he doth bestride the 
narrow w'orld 

Like a Colossus, and we petty men 
Walk under his huge legs and peep about 
To find ourselves dishonourable graves. 
Men at some time are masters of their 
fates : 

The fault, dear Brutus, is not in our stars, 
But in ourselves, that we are underlings. 
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Ijrutus and Ctesar : what bhuuh' be in 
that ‘ C tesar ’ ? 

Why should that name be sounded more 
than yours ? 

Write them togcthoi, yours is as fair a 
name ; 

Sound them, it doth become the mouth 
as well ; 

Weigh tliem, it is as heavy; conjure wdth 
’em, 

Urutus w’ill start a spirit as soon as Ccesai. 

Now, in the names of all the gods at once, 

Uj)on what meat doth tliis our Ctesar 
feed, 

That he is growui so great ? Age, thou 
art shamed ! 

Rome, thou hast lost the lireed of noble 
bloods I 

When went tliere by an age, since the 
great flood, 

Rut it was famed with moie than with 
one man ? 

When could they say till now, that talk'd 
of Rome, 

That her wide w'alls encompass’d but one 

Now' is it Rome indeed and room enough. 

When there is in it but one only man. 

O, }ou and I have heard our fathers say, 

Thcic was a Ih utus once that w'ould have 
brook'd 

The eternal devd to keep his state in 
Rome 

As cadly as a king. 

Bru. That you do love me, lam nothing 
jealous ; 

What you would w’ork me to, I have some 
aim : 

How I have thought of this and of these 
times, 

I shall lecount hereafter ; for this present, 

I would not, so with love I might entreat 
you. 

Be any further moved. What you have 
said 

r wdll consitler; wdiat you have to say 

I will with patience hear, and find a time 

Both meet to hear and answer such high 
things. 

Till then, my noble friend, chew upon 
this: 


Brutus had rather be a villager 
Than to repute himself a son of Rome 
Under these haul conditions as this time 
Is like to lay upon us. 

Ca$. I am glad that my weak words 
Have struck but thus much show of fire 
from Brutus. 

Bru. The games aie done and Cmsar is 
returning. 

Cas. As they pass by, pluck Casca by 
the sleeve ; 

And he wall, after his sour fashion, tell you 
What hath proceeded W'orthy note to-day. 

Re-oiter C^SAR and his Train. 

• Bru. I wall do so. But, look you, 
Cassius, 

The angry spot doth glow on Cmsar’s 
brow. 

And all the rest look like a chidden train : 
Calpuinia’s cheek is pale; and Cicero 
Looks with such ferret and such fiery eyes 
As W'e have seen him in the Capitol, 
Being cross’d in confeiencc by some 
senators. 

Cas. Casca will tell us W'hat the matter 
is. 

Ci€s. Antonius ! 

Ant. Cajsar? 

Clcs. Let me have men about me that 
are fat: 

Sleek -headed men and such as sleep 
o' nights: 

Yond Cassius has a lean and hungry look ; 
He thinks too much : such men are 
dangerous. 

Ant. Fear him not, Cxsar; he’s not 
dangerous ; 

He is a noble Roman and well given. 

Cces. Would he w'ere fatter ! But I 
fear him not : 

Yet if my name were liable to fear, 

I do nut know the man I should avoid 
So soon as that spare Cassius. He reads 
much ; 

I le is a great observer and he looks 
Quite through the deeds of men; he loves 
no plays, 

As thou dost, Antony ; he hears no music ; 
Seldom he smiles, and smiles in such a 
sort 
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As if he mock’d himself and scorn’d his 
spirit 

That could be moved to smile at any 
thing. 

Such men as he be never at heart’s ease 
Whiles they behold a greater than them- 
selves, 

And tlierefoie are they veiy dangerous. 

I rather tell thee what is to be fear’d 
Than what I fear ; for ahvays I am Ccesar. 
Come on my right hand, for this ear is 
deaf, 

And tell me truly what thou ihink’st of 
him. [Sennet. Exeunt Ceesar and 
all his Train, but Casca. 

Casca. You pull'd me by the cloak;* 
would you speak w'lth me? 

Bru. Ay, Casca; tell us what hath 
chanced to-day, 

That Ccesar looks so sad. 

Casca. Why, you were with him, were 
you not ? I 

Bru. I should not then ask Casca 
what had chanced. 

Casca. Why, there w^as a crown offered 
him : and being offered him, he put it by j 
\\'ith the back of his hand, thus; and then 
the people fell a-shouting. i 

Bru. What was the second noise for ? 

Casca. Why, for that too. i 

Cas. They shouted thrice : what was 
the last cry for ? 

Casca. Why, for that too. 

Bru. Was the crowm offered him 
thrice ? i 

Casca. Ay, marry, w^as’t, and he put 
it by thrice, every time gentler than other, ! 
and at every putting -by mine honest 
neighbours shouted. 

Cas. Who offered him the crown? 

Casca. Why, Antony. 

Bru. Tell us the manner of it, gentle 
Casca. 

Casca. I can as well be hanged as tell 
the manner of it: it was mere foolery; I 
did not mark it. I saw hlark Antony 
offer him a crown ; — yet ’tw^as not a crown 
neither, ’twas one of these coronets; — 
and, as I told you, he put it by once : 
hut, for all that, to> my thinking, he 
would fain have had it. Then he offered 


it to him again ; then he put it by again : 
but, to my thinking, he was very loath 
to lay his fingers off it. And then he 
offered it the third time; he put it the 
third time by : and still as he refused it, 
the rabblement hooted and clapped their 
chopped hands and threw up their sw^caty 
night-caps and uttered such a deal of 
stinking breath because Ca;sar refused the 
crown that it had almost choked CcCsar ; 
for he sw'oundcd and fell dowm at it : and 
for mine owm part, I durst not laugh, for 
fear of opening my lips and receiving the 
bad air. 

Caw But, soft, I pray you : what, did 
Cx'sar swoimd ? 

Casca. lie fell dowm in the market- 
place, and foamed at mouth, and was 
speechless. 

Bru. ’Tis very like : he hath the fall- 
ing sickness. 

Cas, No, Coesar hath it not; but you 
and I 

And honest Casca, we liave the falling 
sickness. 

Casca. I know not w'hat you me^vn by 
that; but, I am sure, Cxsar fell dowm. 
If the tag-iag people did not clap him 
and hiss him, according as he pleased and 
displeased them, as they use to do the 
players in the theatre, I am no true 
man. 

Ih'u. What said he when he came unto 
himself ? 

Casca. IMarry, before he fell dowm, 
w'hen he perceived the common herd was 
glad he refused the crown, he plucked 
me ope his doublet and offered them his 
throat to cut. An I had been a man of 
any occupation, if I would not have taken 
him at a word, I W'ould I might go to 
hell among the rogues. And so he fell. 
When he came to himself again, he said, 
If he had done or said any thing amiss, he 
desired their worships to think it was his 
infinnity. Three or four wenches, where 
I stood, cried ‘Alas, good soul!’ and 
forgave him with all their hearts: but 
there’s no heed to be taken of them : if* 
Cxsar had stabbed their mothers, they 
w'ould have done no less. 
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J) 7 'U. Anri after he cor thii', 

sad, away? 

Casca. Ay. 

Cas. Did Cicero say any thing? 

Cased. Ay, he si)okc Greek. 

Cas. To w'hat cllcct ? 

Casca. Nay, an I tell you tliat, 111 
jie’er look you T the kice again: but those 
that undei stood him smiled at one another 
and shook their heads ; but, for mine owm 
l)art, it w’as Greek to me. I could tell 
you more new's too : '\Iarullus and Flavius, 
for pulling scarfs off Cmsar’s images, are 
put to silence, hare you w-ell. There 
was more foolery yet, if I could remem- 
ber it. 

Cas. Will you sup w'ith me to-night, 
Casca ? 

Casca. No, I am promised forth. 

Cas. Will you clmo with me to-inoriow"? 
Cased. Ay, if f be alive and your mind 
hold and your dinner worth the eating. 
Cas. Good: I will e\i)ect you. 

Casca. Do so. Farewell, both. [Aa//. 
Bf'ii. Wliat a bhait fellow^ is thi* grow n 
to be ! 

He was quick mettle when he w^ent to 
j'chool. 

Cas. So is he now in execution 
C>f any bold or noble entei prise, 
llow'ever he jnits on this tardy form. 

This rudeness is a sauce to his good wdt, 
Which gives men stomach to digest his 
sNords 

With beitei appetite. 

Bru. And so it is. For this time I 
will leave you : 

To-morrows if you jilease to speak w illime, 
I will come home to you ; or, if you will, 
Come home to me, and I wall wait for you. 
Cas. I wall do so : till then, think of 
the world. \E.\i( Bnifas. 

Well, Brutus, thou art noble ; yet, I see, 
1 by honourable metal may be wrought 
From that it is disposed : therefore it is 
meet 

That noble minds keep ever with their 
likes ; 

I^or who so firm that cannot be seduced ? 
Ciesar doth bear me hard; but he loves 
Brutus : 


If 1 were Brutus now and he were Cassius, 
lie should not humour me. 1 will this 
night, 

In several hands, in at his windows throw, 
As if they came from several citizens, 
Writings all tending to the great opinion 
That Rome holds of his name ; wherein 
obscurely 

CcCsar’s ambition shall be glanced at : 

And after this let Cicsar scat him sure ; 
For we will shake him, or worse days 
endure. \Exi£. 

Scene III. Ihc same. A street. 

'I'kiiitder and hyhl)iitJg. Eater from 

opposite sides y Casca, zuith his sioord 

drazvUy and Cicero. 

Cic. Good even, Casca : brought you 
Cccsar home ? 

Why are you breathless ? and why stare 
you so ? 

Casca. Are not you moved, wdien all 
the sw'ay of earth 

Shakes like a thing uiifirm ? O Cicero, 

I have seen tempests, when the scolding 
winds 

Have rived the knotty oaks, and I have 
seen 

The ambitious ocean swell and rage and 
foam, 

To be exalted with the thicatcning clouds : 
But never till to-night, never till now, 
Did I go through a tem])cst dro})ping fire. 
Either there is a civil strife in heaven, 

Or else the world, too saucy with the gods, 
Incenses them to send destruction. 

Cic. Why, saw you any thing more 
W'onderful ? 

Casca. A common slave — you know 
liim well by sight — 

Held up his left hand, which did flame 
and burn 

Like twenty torches join’d, and yet his 
hand, 

Not sensible of fire, remain’d unscorch’d. 
Besides — I lia’ not since put up my 
sword — 

Against the Capitol I met a lion, 

Who glared upon, me, and went surly 

'■>y, 
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Without annoying me : and there were 
drawn 

Upon a heap a hundred ghastly women, 
Transformed with their fear ; who swore 
they saw 

Men all in fire walk up and down the 
streets. 

And yesterday the bird of night did sit 
Even at noon -day upon the market- 
place, 

Hooting and shrieking. When these 
prodigies 

Do so conjointly meet, let not men say 
‘ I'hese arc their reasons ; they are 
natural ; ’ 

For, I believe, they are portentous things* 
Unto the climate that they point upon. 

Cic. Indeed, it is a strange - disposed 
time : 

But men may construe things after their 
fashion. 

Clean from the purpose of the things 
themselves. 

Conics Cccsar to the Capitol to-moriow? 

Casca, hie doth ; for he did bid 
Antonius 

Send word to you he would be there to- 
morrow. 

Cic, Good night then, Casca : this dis- 
turbed sky 
Is not to W'alk in. 

Casca, Farewell, Cicero. [Exit Cicero. 

Enter Cassius. 

Cas. Who ’s there ? 

Casca. A Roman. 

Cas. Casca, by your voice. 

Casca. Your ear is good. Cassius, what 
night is this ! 

Cas, A very pleasing night to honest 
men. 

Casca, Who ever knew the heavens 
menace so ? 

Cas. Those that have known the earth 
so full of faults. 

For my part, I have walk’d about the 
streets, 

Submitting me unto the perilous night, 
And, thus unbraced, Casca, as you see, 
Have bared my bosom to the thunder- | 
stone ; I 
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And when the cross blue lightning seem’d 
to open 

The breast of heaven, I did present myself 
Even in the aim and very flash of it 

Casca. But wherefore did you so much 
tempt the heavens ? 

It is the part of men to fear and tremble, 
When the most mighty gods by tokens 
send 

Such dreadful heralds to astonish us. 

Cas. You are dull, Casca, and those 
sparks of life 

That should be in a Roman you do want. 
Or else you use not. You look pale and 
gaze 

And put on fear and cast yourself in 
wonder, 

To see the strange impatience of the 
heavens : 

But if you would consider the true cause 
Why all these fires, why all these gliding 
ghosts. 

Why birds and beasts from quality and 
kind. 

Why old men fool and children calculate. 
Why all these things change from their 
oidinance 

Their natuies and preformed faculties 
To monstrous quality, — why, you shall 
find 

That heaven hath infused them with these 
spirits. 

To make them instruments of fear and 
warning 

Unto some monstrous state. 

Now could I, Casca, name to thee a man 
Most like this dreadful night. 

That thunders, lightens, opens graves, and 
roars 

As doth the lion in the Capitol, 

A man no mightier than thyself or me 
In personal action, yet prodigious grown 
And fearful, as these strange eiuptions are. 

Casca. ’Tis Cresar that you mean; is 
it not, Cassius ? 

Cas. Let it be who it is ; for Romans 
now 

Have thews and limbs like to their 
ancestors ; 

But, woe the while ! our fathers’ minds 
are dead. 


H 
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Anri we arc govern d witli oui 'iiolbers’ 
spirits ; 

Our yoke and suffeiaiice show us 
womanish. 

Casca, Indeed, they say the senators 
to-morrow 

Mean to cstahlisli Cresar as a king; 

And he shall wear his crown by sea and 
land, 

In every place, save here in Italy. 

Ca'^. I know where I will wear this 
dagger then; 

Cassius from bondage will deliver Cassius : 
Therein, ye gods, you make the weak 
most strong ; 

Therein, ye gods, you tyrants do defeat : 
Nor stony tower, nor walls of beaten brass, 
Nor ail less dungeon, nor strong links of 
iron, 

Can be retentive to the strength of spirit ; 
jlut life, being weary of these woildiy bars, 
Never lacks poHcr to dismiss itself. 

If I know this, know all the world be- 
.sides, 

That pait of tyranny that I do bear 
I can shake off at pleasiue. 

[ Thunder still, 

Caua, So can I : 

So every bondman in his own hand hears 
The power lo cancel his capti\ity. 

Cas. And wdiy should Cx\sar be a tyrant 
then ? 

Poor man I I know lie W'dikl not be a 
wolf, 

. Put that he sees the Romans are but 
sheep ; 

lie were no lion, were not Romans hinds. 
Those that with haste will make a mighty 
fire I 

Begin it wdth weak straw's ; wdiat trasli is 
Rome, 

What rubbish and what oflal, wdien it 
serves 

Foi the base matter to illuminate 
So vile a thing as Ccesai ! Put, O grief, 
Where hast thou led me ? I perhaps speak 
this 

Before a willing bondman ; then I know 
My answ’cr must be made. Put I am 
arm'd. 

And dangers are to me indifferent. 


Casca. You speak to Casca, and to 
such a man 

That is no fleering tell-tale. Hold, my hand: 
Be factious for redress of all these griefs. 
And I will set this foot of mine as far 
As who goes farthest. 

Cas. There’s a bargain made. 

Now know you, Casca, I have moved 
already 

Some certain of the noblest - minded • 
Romans 

To undergo with me an enterprise 
Of honourable-dangerous consequence ; 
And I do know, by this, they stay for me 
In Pompey’s porch : for now, this fearful 
* night, 

There is no stir or w'alking in the sheets ; 

I And the complexion of the element 
I In favour’s like the work we have in hand. 
Most bloody, fiery, and most terrible. 

Caua. Stand close awhile, for heie 
comes one in haste. 

Cas. ’Tis Cinna; I do know him by 
his gait ; 

He is a friend. 

Enter Cinna. 

Cinna, wdici e haste you so ? 

Cin. To find out you. Who’s that? 
Metellus Cimber ? 

Ca’i. No, it is Casca; one incorporate 
To our attempts. Am 1 not stay’d for, 
Cinna ? 

Cm. I am glad on ’t. What a fearful 
night is this ! 

There’s tw'o or three of us have seen 
strange sights. 

Cixs. Am I not stay’d for ? tell me. 

Cm. Yes, you are. 

O Cassius, if you could 
But win the noble Brutus to our party — 

Cas. Be you content; good Cinna, 
take this paper, 

And look you lay it in the prmtor’s chair, 
Where Brutus may hut find it; and throw 
this 

In at his window; set this up with wax 
Upon old Brutus’ statue ; all this done, 
Repair to Ikmipey’s porch, where you 
shall find us. 

Is Dccius Brutus and Trebonius there? 
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Ciii, All but Metcllus Cimber; and 
he’s gone 

T() seek you at your house. Well, 1 
will hie, 

And so bestow these papers as you bade 
me. 

Cas. That done, repair to Pompey’s 
theatre. \lixit Cimia, 

Come, Casca, you and I will yet ere day 
• See Brutus at his house : three parts of 
him 

Is ours already, and tlie man entire 
Upon the next encounter yields him ours. 

Casca. O, he sits high in all the 
people’s hearts : 

And that which would appear offence in* 
us. 

His countenance, like richest alchemy. 
Will change to virtue and to worthiness. 

Cas. Him and his worth and our great 
need of him 

Vou have right well conceited. Let us go. 
For it is after midnight ; and ere day 
We will awake him and be sure of him. 

[Rxeun^. 

ACT II. 

ScFA’E I. Rome. Brutus's oj chard. 

Enter Brutus. 

Bru. What, Lucius, ho ! 

1 cannot, by the progiess of the stars, 
Live guess how near to day. Lucius, 
I say ! 

I would it were my fault to sleep so 
soundly. 

^Vhen, Lucius, when ? awake, I say ! 
what, Lucius ! 

Enter Lucius. 

Luc Call’d you, my lord ? 

B?tt. Get me a taper in my study, 
Lucius : 

When it is lighted, come and call me here. 

Lik. I Avill, my lord. [Exit. 

Bru. It must be by his death: and 
for my part, 

I know no personal cause to spurn at him, 
But for the general. He would be 
crown’d : 


How that might change his nature, there ’s 
the question. 

It is the bright day that brings forth the 
adder ; 

And that craves wary walking. Crown 
him ? — that ; — 

And then, I grant, we put a sting in him, 
That at his will he may do danger with. 
The abuse of greatness is, when it disjoins 
Remorse from power: and, to speak 
truth of C.esar, 

I have not known when his affections 
sway’d 

More than his reason. But ’tis a common 
proof, 

That lowliness is young ambition's ladder, 
Whereto the climber- up w^ard turns his 
face; 

But w'hen he once attains the upinost 
round. 

He then unto the ladder turns his back, 
Looks in the clouds, scorning the base 
degrees 

By which he did ascend. So Ca-'sar may. 
Then, lest he may, prevent. And, since 
the quarrel 

Will bear no colour for the thing he is. 
Fashion it thus; that wdiat he is, aug- 
mented. 

Would run to these and these extremities : 
And therefore think him as a serpent’s egg 
Which, hatch’d, would, as his kind, grow 
mischievous. 

And kill him in the shell. 

Re-enter Lucius. 

Luc. The taper burneth in your closet, 
sir. 

Searching the window for a flint, I found 
This paper, thus seal’d up ; and, I am sure. 
It did not lie there wLcn 1 went to bed. 

\Gives him the letter. 

Bj'U. Get you to bed again; it is not 
day. 

Is not to-monow, boy, the ides of March ? 

Luc. I know^ not, sir. 

Bru. Look in the calendar, and bring 
me word. 

Laic. I will, sir. {Exit. 

Bru. The exhalations whizzing in the 
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Give so much light that I ma;. read hy 
them {Opens the letter and reads. 
‘ Brutus, thou sleep’s! : awake, and see 
thyself. 

vShall Rome, etc. Speak, strike, redress ! 
Brutus, thou sleep’s! : awake ! ’ 

Such instigations liave been often dropp’d 
Where I have took them up. 

‘ Shall Rome, etc.’ Thus must I piece it 
out : 

Shall ]\ome stand under one man’s aw^e ? 
What, Rome? 

My ancestors did from the streets of 
Rome 

The Tarepnn drive, when he was call’d a 
king. 

‘ Speak, strike, redress !’ Am I entreated 
To speak and strilce ? O Rome, I make 
thee ]')romii5e ; 

If the redress will lollow, thou receivest 
Thy full petition at the hand of Brutus ! 

Re-enter Lucius. 

Luc. Sir. March is wasted fourteen 
days. {Knocking 'ivitlun. 

Ih‘u. Tisgood. Go to the gate; some- 
body knocks. {Exit Lncins. 

Since Cassius first did wLct me against 
Ciesar, 

I have not slept. 

Between the acting of a dreadful thing 
And the first motion, all the interim is 
Like a phantasma, or a hideous dream ; 
I’he Genius and the mortal instruments 
Are then in council ; and the state of man. 
Like to a little kingdom, suffers then 
The nature of an insurrection. 

Re-enter Lucius. 

Luc. Sir, ’tis your brother Cassius at 
the door. 

Who doth desire to see you. 

Is he alone? 

Luc. No, .sir, there are moe with him. 

Bru. Do you know them ? 

Luc. No, sir ; their hats are pluck’d 
about their ears, 

And half their faces buried in their cloaks. 
That by no means I may discover them 
By any maik of favour. 

Bru, Let ’em enter. {Exit Lucius. 


They are the faction. O conspiracy, 
Shamest thou to show thy dangerous brow 
by night. 

When evils are most free ? O, then by 
day 

Where wilt thou find a cavern dark enough 
To mask thy monstrous visage? Seek 
none, conspiracy; 

Hide it in smiles and affability : 

For if thou path, thy native semblance on,* 
Not Erebus itself were dim enough 
To hide thee from prevention. 

\ 

Enter the conspir’ators, Cassius, Casca, 

Decius, Cinna, Metellus Cimuer, 

and Trebonius. 

Cas. I think we are too bold upon your 
rest : 

Good morrow, Brutus ; do we tvouble you ? 

Bru. I have been up this hour, awake 
all night. 

Know* 1 these men that come along w*ith 
you ? 

Cas. Yes, every man of them, and no 
man here 

But honours you ; and every one doth w ish 
You had but that opinion of yourself 
Which every nolde Roman bears of you. 
This is Trebonius, 

Bru. He is w*elcome hither. 

Cas. This, Decius Brutus. 

Bru. He is welcome too. 

Cas. This, Casca; this, Cinna; and 
this, Metellus Cimber. 

Bru. They are all welcome. 

What w'atchful caies do interpose them- 
selves 

Betwixt your eyes and night ? 

Cas. Shall I entreat a word ? 

{Brutus and Cassius whisper. 

Dec. Here lies the east : doth not the 
day break here ? 

Casca. No. 

Cin. O, pardon, sir, it doth ; and yon 
gray lines 

That fret the clouds are messengers of day. 

Casca. You shall confess that you are 
both deceived. 

Here, as I point my sword, the sun arises, 
Which is a great way growing on the south, 
Weighing the youthful season of the year. 
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Some two months hence up higher toward 
the north 

He first presents his fire ; and the high east 
wStands, as the Capitol, directly here. 

Bni. Give me your hands all over, one 
by one. 

Cas. And let us swear our resolution. 

Bru. No, not an oath: if not the face 
of men, 

The sufferance of our souls, the time’s 
abuse, — 

If these be motives weak, break off betimes. 
And every man hence to his idle bed; 

So let high-sighted tyranny range on, 

Till each man drop by lottery. But if 
these, •* 

As I am sure they do, bear fire enough 
To kindle cowards and to steel with valour 
The melting spirits of women, then, 
countrymen, 

What need we any spur but our own cause. 
To prick us to redress? -what other bond 
Than secret Romans, that have spoke 
the word, 

And will not palter ? and what other oath 
Than honesty to honesty engaged, 

That this shall be, or we will fall for it ? 
Swear priests and cowards and men 
cautelous, 

Old feeble carrions and such suffering souls 
That welcome wrongs; unto bad causes 
swear 

Such creatures as men doubt ; but do not 
stain 

The even virtue of our enterprise, 

Nor the insuppressive mettle of our spirits. 
To think that or our cause or our per- 
formance 

Did need an oath ; when every drop of 
blood 

That every Roman bears, and nobly bears. 
Is guilty of a several bastardy, 

If he do break the smallest particle 
Of any promise that hath pass’d from him. 

Cas. But what of Cicero? shall we 
sound him ? 

I think he will stand veiy strong with us. 

Case a. Let us not leave him out. 

Cin. No, by no means. 

Mei. O, let us have him, for his silver 
hairs 


Will purchase us a good opinion 
And buy men’s voices to commend our 
deeds : 

It shall be said, his judgement ruled our 
hands ; 

Our youths and wdldness shall no whit 
appear. 

But all be buried in his gravity. 

Bru. O, name him not: let us not 
break with him ; 

For he will never follow any thing 
That other men begin. 

Cas. Then leave him out. 

Casca. Indeed he is not fit. 

Dec. Shall no man else be touch’d but 
only Cmsar? 

Cas. Decius, well urged : I think it is 
not meet, 

Mark Antony, so well beloved of Ccesar, 
Should outlive Ctesar : weshall find of him 
A shrewd contriver; and, you know, his 
means, 

If he improve them, may well stretch 
so far 

As to annoy us all : which to prevent, 
Let Antony and Ccesar fall together. 

Bru. Our course will seem too bloody, 
Cains Cassius, 

To cut the head off and then hack the 
limbs. 

Like wrath in death and envy afterwards ; 
For Antony is but a limb of Caesar: 

Let us be sacrificers, but not butchers, 
Caius. 

We all stand up against the spirit of Ccesar ; 
And in the spirit of men there is no blood : 
O, that we then could come by Caesar’s 
spirit. 

And not dismember Caesar ! But, alas, 
Caesar must bleed for it ! And, gentle 
friends, 

Let’s kill him boldly, but not wrathfully; 
Let’s carve him as a dish fit for the gods. 
Not hew him as a carcass fit for hounds : 
And let our hearts, as subtle masters do. 
Stir up their servants to an act of rage. 
And after seem to chide ’em. This shall 
make 

Our purpose necessary and not envious : 
Which so appearing to the common eyes. 
We shall be call’d purgers, not murdeiers. 
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And for Mark Antony, think no* of him; 
For he can do no more than Carsar’s arm 
When Caisar’b head is off. 

C(xs. Vet I fear him ; 

For in the ingrafted love lie bears to 
Cte>ai — 

Bru. .Alas, good Cassius, do not think 
of iiiin : 

If he love Cxsar, all that he can do 
Is to himself, take thought and die for 
Cocsar : 

And that were much he should; for he is 
given 

To sports, to wildness and much com- 
pany. 

Trch. Thcic is no fear in him : let 
him not die ; 

For he will live, and laugh at this here- 
after. \Clock striker. 

Bru. Teace ! count the clock. 

Cas. The clock hath stricken three. 

'Tis time to jiart. 

Cas. But It is doubtful yet, 

Whether Ca^ar will come forth to-day, 
or no; 

Kor he is superstitious grown of late, 
(^iiite from the mam opinion he held once 
Of fantasy, rif dreams and ceremonies : 

It may be, these apparent prodigies, 

The unaccustom’d terror t>f thi-a night. 
And the persuasion of his augurers. 

May hold him from the Capitol to-day. 

UcC. Ne\er fear that: if he be so re- 
solved, 

I can o’ersway him; for he loves to hear 
That unicorns may be betray’d with trees. 
And bears with glasses, elephants with 
lu.les. 

Lions with toils and men with flatterers ; 
But when I tell liim he hates flatterers. 
He says he docs, being then most flat- 
tered. 

Let me work ; 

Foi I can give his humour the true bent, 
And I will liring him to the Capitol. 

Cas. Nay, we will all of us be there 
to fetch him. 

B?-u, By the eighth hour ; is that the 
uttermost ? 

tin. Bo that the uttermost, and fail 
not then. 


Met. Caius Ligarius doth liear Ciesar 
hard, 

Who rated him for speaking well of 
Pompe}" : 

I wonder none of you have thought of 
him. 

Bj'u. Now, good Metcllus, go along 
by him : 

He loves me well, and I have given him 
reasons ; 

Send him but hither, and I’ll fashion 
him. 

Cas. The morning comes upon ’s : 
we’ll leave you, Brutus. 

And, friends, disperse yourselves ; but 
all lemember 

What you have said, and show yourselves 
tiue Romans. 

Bru. Good gentlemen, look fresh and 
merrily ; 

Let not our looks put on our purposes, 

But beai it as our Roman actors do, 

With untired spirits and formal con- 
stancy : 

And so good morrow to you every one. 

\Excunt all but Briittis. 

l>oy ! I Aldus I Fast asleep ? It is no 
matter ; 

Enjoy the honey -heavy dew of slumber : 

Tliou hast no figures nor no fantasies,, 

Which busy care draws in the brains of 
men ; 

Therefore thou sleep’st so sound. 

Exiter Portia. 

For. Brutus, my lord ! 

Bru. Portia, w^hat mean you ? wherc- 
foie rise you now ? 

It R not for your health thus to commit 

A" our w^eak condition to the raw cold 
morning. 

For. Noi for yours neither. A’'on’ve 
ungenlly, Brutus, 

.Stole from my bed : and yesternight, at 
supper, 

A^ou suddenly arose, and walk’d about, 

Musing and sighing, with your arms 
across, 

And when I ask’d you what the matter 
was, 

A"ou stared upon me with ungentle looks; 
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I urged you further ; then you scratch’d 
your head, 

And too impatiently stamp’d with your 
foot ; 

Vet I insisted, yet you answer’d not, 

But, with an angry waflure of your hand, 
Ciave sign for me to leave you : so I did; 
Fearing to strengthen that impatience 
Which seem'd too much enkindled, and 
withal 

Hoping it was but an effect of humour. 
Which sometime hath his hour with 
every man. 

It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor sleep, 
And could it work so much upon your 
shape 

As it hath much prevail’d on your con- 
dition, 

I should not know you, Brutus. Dear 
my lord, 

Make me acquainted with your cause of 
grief. 

I am not well in health, and 
that is all. 

For. Brutus is wise, and, were he not 
in health, 

He would embrace the means to come 
by it. 

Bru. Why, so I do. Good Portia, 
go to bed. 

For. Is Brutus sick ? and is it physical 
To w'alk unbraced and suck up the 
humours 

Of the dank morning ? What, is Brutus 
sick, 

And will he steal out of his wholesome 
bed, 

To dare the vile contagion of the night 
And tempt the rheumy and unpurged air 
To add unto his sickness? No, my 
Brutus ; 

You have some sick offence wdthin your 
mind, 

Which, by the right and virtue of my 
place, 

I ought to know of : and, upon my knees, 
I charm you, by my once-commended 
beauty. 

By all your vows of love and that great 
vow 

Which did incorporate and make us one. 


That you unfold to me, yourself, your 
half, 

Why you are heavy, and what men to- 
night 

Have had resort to you: foi here have 
been 

Some six or seven, who did hide their 
faces 

I". veil from darkness. 

Brn. Kneel not, gentle Portia. 

For. I should not need, if you w’ere 
gentle Brutus. 

Within the bond of marriage, tell me, 
Brutus, 

Is it excepted I should know' no secrets 
That appertain to you ? Am I yourself 
But, as it w’ere, in soit or limitation, 

To keep with you at meals, comfort 
your bed, 

And talk to you sometimes? Dwell I 
but in the suburbs 

Of your good pleasuie ? If it be no more, 
Portia is Brutus’ b.ariot, not his wife. 

Bri(. You are my true and honourable 
wife, 

As dear to me as are the ruddy drops 
That visit my sad heart. 

J^or. If this were true, then should I 
know this secret. 

I grant I am a w'oman ; but w ithal 
A w'oman that Lord Brutus took to 
wdfc ; 

I grant I am a w^oman ; but W’itlial 
A woman well-reputed, Cato’s daughter. 
Think you I am no stionger than my sex, 
Being so father’d and so husbanded ? 
Tell me your counsels, I will not dis- 
close ’em : 

I have made strong proof of my con- 
stancy, 

Giving myself a voluntary wound 
Here, in the thigh : can I bear that with 
patience. 

And not my husband’s secrets ? 

Bru. O ye gods. 

Render me worthy of this noble wife ! 

{ICnocknig ivithin. 
Hark, hark ! one knocks: Portia, go in 
awhile ; 

And by and by thy bosom shall partake 
The secrets of my heart. 
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All my engagements I will construe u* 
thee, 

All the charactery of my sad brows : 

Leave me witli haste. {Exit Ro/Iia.] 
Lucius, who’s that knocks? 

Re-enter Lucius with LiGARiUS. 

Luc. Here is a sick man that would 
speak with you. 

Bnt. Caius Ligarius, that Metellus 
spake of. 

Boy, stand aside. Caius Ligarius ! how? 

Lig. Vouchsafe good moriow from a 
feeble tongue. 

Bril. O, what a time have you chose 
out, brave Caius, 

To wear Si kerchief ! Would you were 
not sick ! 

Lig. I am not sick, if Brutus have in 
hand 

Any exploit worthy the name of honoiii. 

Bru. Such an exploit have I in hand, 
Ligarius, 

Had you a healthful ear to hear of it. 

Lig, By all the gv .Is that Romans bow 
before, 

I here discard my sickness ! Soul of 
Rome ! 

Brave son, deiived fiom honourable 
loins ! 

Thou, like an exorcist, hast conjuicd 
up 

My mortified spirit. Now bid me run, 

And I wull stiive with things impos- 
sible ; 

Yea, get the bettei of them. What’s to 
do ? 

Bru. A piece of work that will make 
sick men whole. 

Lig, But are not some whole that we 
must make sick ? 

Bru. That must we also. What it is, 
my Caius, 

1 shall unfold to thee, as we are going 

To whom it must be done. 

Lig. Set on your foot, 

And with a heart new -fired I follow 
you, 

To do I know not what : but it sufficeth 

That Brutus leads me on. 

Bru. Follow me, then. {Exeunt, 


Scene II. CiesaRs house. 

Thunder and lightning. Enter C^.SAK, 
in Jus night-gown. 

Cies. Nor heaven nor earth have been 
at peace to-night : 

Thrice hath Calpurnia in her sleep cried 
out, 

‘ Jlelp, ho ! they murder Cresar ! ’ Who’s 
wdthin ? 

Enter a Servant. 

SeiiK INIylord? 

Cies. Go bid the pn'ests do present 
' sacrifice 

And bring me their opinions of success. 

Sell.'. I will, my loid. {Exit, 

Entci Calpurnia. 

Cal. What mean you, Ccesai . think 
you to walk forth ? 

You shall not sp'r out of your house 
to-day. 

Civs. Cmsar shall forth ; the things 
that threaten’d me 

Ne’er look’d but on my back ; when they 
shall see 

The face of Ceesar, they aie vanished. 

Cal. Cmsar, I never stood on cere- 
monies. 

Yet now they fright me. There is one 
within, 

Besides the things that we have heard 
and seen, 

Recounts most horrid sights seen by the 
watch. 

A lioness hath whelped in the streets ; 

And graves have yawn’d, and yielded up 
their dead ; 

Fierce fiery warriors fought upon the 
clouds. 

In ranks and squadrons and right form of 
war, 

Which drizzled blood upon the Capitol ; 

The noise of battle hurtled in the air, 

Horses did neigh, and dying men did 
groan, 

And ghosts did shriek and squeal about 
the st4?eets. 
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O Coesar ! these things are beyond all 
use, 

And I do fear them. 

Cc€s. What can be avoided 

Whose end is jourposed by the mighty 
gods ? 

Yet Caesar shall go forth; for these 
predictions 

Are to the world in general as to Caesar. 

CaL When beggars die, there are no 
comets seen; 

The heavens themselves blaze forth the 
death of princes. 

Cces. Cowards die many times before 
their deaths; 

The valiant never taste of death but once? 
Of all the wonders that I yet have heard, 
It seems to me most strange that men 
should fear ; 

Seeing that death, a necessary end, 

Will come when it will come. 

Re-enter Servant. 

What say the augurers ? 

Serv. They would not have you to stir 
forth to-day. 

Plucking the entrails of an offering forth, 
They could not find a heart within the 
beast. 

Cces. The gods do this in shame of 
cowardice : 

Cajsar should be a beast without a heart, 
If he should stay at home to-day for fear. 
No, Caesar shall not : danger knows full 
well 

That Ccesar is more dangerous than he: 
We are two lions litter’d in one day, 

And I the elder and raoie terrible: 

And Caesar shall go forth. 

Cal. Alas, my lord. 

Your wisdom is consumed in confidence. 
Do not go forth to-day : call it my fear 
That keeps you in the house, and not 
your own. 

We’ll send Mark Antony to the senate- 
house ; 

And he shall say you are not well to-day : 
Let me, upon my knee, prevail in this. 

Cds. Mark Antony shall say I am not 
well; 

And, for thy humour, I will stay at home. 


Eytter Decius. 

Here’s Decius Brutus, he shall tell them 
so. 

Dec. Cfesar, all hail ! good morrow, 
worthy Coesar : 

I come to fetch you to the senate-house. 

Cies. And you are come in very happy 
time. 

To bear my greeting to the senators 

And tell them that I will not come 
to-day : 

Cannot, is false, and that I dare not, 
falser : 

I wdll not come to-day: tell them so, 
Decius. 

Cal. Say he is sick. 

Cas. Shall Coesar send a lie ? 

Have I in conquest stretch’d mine arm 
so far, 

To be afeard to tell graybeards the truth? 

Decius, go tell them Caesar will not come. 

Dec. Most mighty Ca;sar, let me know' 
some cause, 

Lest I be laugh’d at W'hen I tell them 
so. 

CcBs. The cause is in my will : I wdll 
not come; 

That is enough to satisfy the senate. 

But for your private satisfaction, 

Because I love you, I wall let you know : 

Calpurnia here, my wife, stays meat home: 

She dreamt to-night she saw my statua. 

Which, like a fountain with an hundred 
spouts, 

Did run pure blood; and many lusty 
Romans 

Came smiling, and did bathe their hands 
in it : 

And these does she apply for warnings, 
and portents, 

And evils imminent ; and on her knee 

Hath begg’d that I will stay at home to- 
day. 

Dec. This dream is all amiss inter- 
preted ; 

It was a vision fair and fortunate : 

Your statue spouting blood in many pipes. 

In which so many smiling Romans bathed. 

Signifies that fiom you great Rome shall 
suck 
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Reviving blood, and that gieat nun sliall j 
press ! 

For lincliires, stains, relic's and cognizance. 
This by Cal])iiinia's dream is signified. 

Cics. And this way have you well ex- 
pounded it. 

Dec, I liave, A\lien you have heard 
w'hat I can sa} : 

And know' it now’: tlie senate have con- 
cluded 

To give this day a crow’n to mighty Caesar, j 
If you shall send them word you wall not j 
come, 

Their minds may change. Besides, it 
were a mock 

Apt to be remlei'd, for some one to say 
‘ Break up tlic senate till another time, 
When Cesar's wdfe .dial! meet with better 
dreams.’ 

Tf Cesar liide himself, shall they not 
w’hisper 

‘ Lo, Cesar is afraid ’ ? 

Pardon me, Cx'sar ; for my dear dear love 
'Po your joroceeding bids me tell you this; 
And reason to my love is liable. 

Ctcs, liow foolish do your fears seem 
now, Calpurnia! 

I am ashamed I did yield to them. 

(live me my lobe, for I will go. ^ 

Enter Puin.ius, Brutus, LkxArius, ! 

iMr/rELLUs, Casca, Trebonius, and 

CiNX V. 

And look where Publius is come to fetch 
me. 

Pub. Good morrow , Caesar. 

Cics. Welcome, Publius. 

What, Brutus, aie you stirr'd socaily loo? 
Good morrow, Casca. Cains Tigarius, 
Cmsar was ne'er so much your enemy 
As that same ague which hath made you 
lean. 

What is ’t o’clock ? 

Bru. Cmsai, ’tis strucken eight. 

Gcc I thank you for your pains and 
courtesy. 

Enter Antony. 

See ! .fVntony, that revels long o’ nights, 

Is notwithstanding up. Good morrow, 
Antony. 


Atit. So to most noble Cevsar. 

C(cs. Bid them prepare within : 

I am to blame to be thus waited for. 
Now, Cinna: now, IMetellus: what, Tre- 
bonius ! 

I have an hour’s talk in store for you ; 
Remember that you call on me to-day : 

Be near me, that I may remember you. 
Treh. Cmsar, I wall : [As/de] and so 
near wall I be, 

That your best fi lends shall wash I had 
been further. 

Cu's. Good friends, go in, and taste 
some wine w ith me ; 

And we, like friends, wall straightway go 
together. 

Bru. [* Is/del That every like is not the 
same, O Cxsar, 

d'he heart of Brutus yearns to think upon ! 

[E^^cunt. 

Scene III. A street near the Capitol. 
Enter Ar'i lmidcrus, reading a paper. 

Art. ‘ C’jesar, beware of Brutus; take 
heed of Cassius; come not near Casca; 
have an eye to Cinna ; trust not Tre- 
bonius ; mark well Metellus Cimber : 
Deems Brutus loves thee not : thou hast 
wronged Cains Ligarius. There is but 
one mind in all these men, and it is bent 
against Cmsar. If thou beest not im- 
mortal, look about you : security gives 
w'ay to consjnracy. The mighty gods 
defend thee ! Thy lover, 

‘ Artemidorus.’ 

Here will I stand till Cmsar pass along, 
And as a suitor wall I give him this. 
i\Iy heart laments that virtue cannot live 
Out of the teeth of emulation. 

If thou read this, O Ciesar, thou mayst 
live ; 

If not, the Fates with traitors do contrive. 

\_Exit. 

Scene IV. Another paid of the same 
street, before the house of Brutus. 

Enter Portia and Lucius. 

For. T prithee, boy, run to the senate- 
house ; 
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Stay not to answer me, but get thee gone : 

Why dost thou stay? 

Luc, To know my errand, madam. 

For. I would have had thee there, and 
here again, 

Ere I can tell thee what thou bhouldst do 
there. 

0 constancy, be strong upon my side, 

Set a huge mountain ’tween my heart and 

tongue ! 

1 have aman’s mind, l)ut a woman’s might. 

I low hard it is for women to keep counsel ! 

Art thou here yet ? 

Lite. Madam, what should I do ? 

Run to the Capitol, and nothing else ? 

And so return to you, and nothing else:* 

For. Yes, bring me word, boy, if thy 
lord look well, 

For he went sickly forth : and take good 
note 

\Vhat Ca:sar doth, what suitors press to 
him. 

Hark, boy! what noise is that? 

Luc. I hear none, madam. 

For. Prithee, listen w^ell ; 

[ heard a bustling rumour, like a fray, 

And the wind brings it from tlic Capitol. 

Ltic. Sooth, madam, I hear nothing. 

Enter the Soothsayer. 

For. Come hither, fellow : which way 
hast thou been ? 

Sooth. At mine owm house, good lady. 

/V. What is ’t o’clock? 

Sooth. About the ninth hour, lady. 

For. Is Cmsar yet gone to the Cajutol ? 

- Sooth. Madam, not yet : I go to take 
my stand. 

To see him pass on to the Capitol. 

For. Thou hast some suit to Cmsar, 
hast thou not ? 

Sooth. That I have, lady; if it will 
please Ccesar 

To be so good to Ctesar as to hear me, 

I shall beseech him to befriend himself. 

For. Why, know’st thou any harm’s 
intended towards him ? 

Sooth. None that I know will be, much 
that I fear may chance. 

Good morrow to you. ITere the street is 
narrow : 


The throng that follows Caisar at the heels, 

Of senators, of pnetors, common suitors, 

Will crowd a feeble man almost to death : 

I ’ll get me to a place more void, and there 

Speak to great Cresar as he comes along. 

\_Ex 2 i. 

For. I must go in. Ay me, liow weak 
a thing 

The heart of woman is ! O Brutus, 

The heavens speed thee in thine enterprise ! 

Sure, the boy heard me : Brutus liath a 
suit 

That Ca.'sar will not grant. O, 1 grow 
faint. 

Run, Lucius, and commend me to my 
lord ; 

Say I am merry : come to me again, 

And bring me word wBat lie doth say to 
thee. {Exeunt severally. 

ACT TIL 

Scene I. Rome. Before the Coptic! ; 
the Senate sitting above. 

A cro7od of people ; aino7ig them Au'rEMl- 

DORUS and the Soothsayer. Flourish. 

Enter C.esar, Bre rus, Cassius, 

Ca^ca, Dkcius, Metellus, Trk- 

BONius, CiN.N'A, Antony, Lepidus, 

PopiLius, Publius, attd others. 

Cer^. {To the Sooth sayei’l The ides of 
March arc come. 

Sooth. Ay, Csesai ; but not gone. 

Art. Hail, Ceesar ! read this schedule. 

Dec. Trebonius doth desiie you to 
o’er-read, 

At your best leisure, this his humble suit. 

Art. O Cjesar, read mine first ; for 
mine’s a suit 

That touches Cajsar nearer : read it, great 
Ccesar. 

Cees. What touches us our'^elf shall be 
last served. 

A>i. Delay not, Cresar; read it in- 
stantly. 

Cees. What, is the fellow mad ? 

Fuh. Sirrah, give place. 

Cas. What, urge you your petitions in 
the street ? 

Come to the Capitol, 
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C^SAR goes up to the Scuate-Honse, the 
rest following. 

Pop. I wish your enterprise to-day 
may thrive. 

Cas. What enterprise, Popilius ? 

Pop. Fare you well. 

\Advaun\s to Ctesar. 

Pm. What said Popilius Lena? 

Cas. He wish’d to-day our enterprise 
might thrive. 

1 fear our pur]:)ose is discovered. 

Bru. Look, how he makes to Caesar: 
mark him. 

Cas. C'asca, be sudden, for we fear 
prevention. 

Brutus, what shall be done? If this be 
known, 

Cassius or Caesar never shall turn back, 
For I will slay myself. 

Bru. Cassiuo, be constant : 

Popilius Lena speaks not of our j)urposes ; 
For, look, he smiles, and Caesar doth not 
change. 

Cas. Trebonius knows his time; for, 
look you, Brutus, 

He draws Mark Antony out of the way. 

\Exeunt Autouy and Trehouhts. 

Dec. Wheie is Mctellus Ciinber ? Let 
him go. 

And presently prefer his suit to Caesar. 

Bm. He is address’d ; press near and 
second him. 

Cin. Casca, you are the first that reals 
your hand. 

Ca’^. Are we all ready? MTiat is now 
amiss 

That Caesar and his senate must redress ? 

Met. Mo.st high, most mighty, and 
most puissant Cmsar, 

Metellus Cimber throws before thy seat 
An humble heart, — \Kncehng. 

Cics. I must prevent thee, Cimber. 
These couchings and these lowly courtesies 
Might fire the blood of ordinary men, 
And turn pre-ordinance and first decree 
Into the lavr of children. Be not fond, 
To think that Caesar bears such rebel blood 
That will be thaw’d from the true quality 
With that which melteth fools; I mean, 
sweet words, 


Low-crooked couit’sies and base spaniel- 
fawning. 

Thy brother by decree is banished : 

If thou dost bend and pray and fawn for 
him, 

I spurn thee like a cur out of my way. 
Know, Cmsar doth not wrong, nor with- 
out cause 

Will he be satisfied. 

Met. Is there no voice more worthy 
than my own, 

'I'o sound more sweetly in great Caesar’s 
ear 

For the repealing of my banish’d brother ? 

Bru. I kiss thy hand, but not in flattery, 
Caesar ; 

Desiring thee that Publius Cimber may 
I lave an immediate freedom of repeal. 

Cccs. WHiat, Brutus! 

Cas. Pardon, Caesar; Caesar, pardon : 
\s low as to thy foot doth Cassius fall. 
To beg enfranchisement for Publius Cim- 
ber. 

CiVs. I could be well moved, if I were 
as you ; 

If I could pray to move, prayers would 
move me : 

But I am constant as the northern star, 
Of whose true-fix’d and resting quality 
There is no fellow in the firmament. 

The skies are painted with unnumber’d 
sparks, 

They are all fire and every one doth shine. 
But theie’s but one in all doth hold his 
place : 

vSo in the world; ’tis furnish’d well with 
men, 

.Vnd men are flesh and blood, and appre- 
hensive ; 

Yet in the number I do know but one 
That unassailable holds on his rank, 
Unshaked of motion: and that I am 
he. 

Let me a little show it, even in this; 
That I w'as constant Cimber should be 
banish’d, 

And constant do remain to keep him so. 

Cin. O Caesar, — 

Co'S. Hence! wilt thou lift up Olympus? 

Dec. Great Caesar, — 

Cecs. Doth not Brutus bootless kneel ? 
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Casca. Speak, hands, for me! 

[Casca firsts then the other Conspirators 
and Marais Brntns stab Ctcsar. 

Cess. Et til. Brute ! Then fall, Ciesar ! 

\Dies. 

Cin. Liberty! Freedom! Tyranny is 
dead ! 

Run hence, proclaim, cry it about the 
streets. 

Cas. Some to the common pulpits, and 
ciy out 

‘ Liberty, fieedom, and enfranchisement !’ 

Bru. People and senators, be not 
affrighted ; 

Fly not ; stand still : ambition’s debt U 
paid. 

Casca. Go to the pulpit, Brutus. 

Dec. And Cassius too. 

Brti. Where’s Publius? 

Cin. Here, cpiite confounded with this 
mutiny. 

Met. Stand fast together, lest some 
friend of Ciesar’s 

Should chance — 

Bru. Talk not of standing. Publius, 
good cheer; 

There is no harm intended to your person, 

Nor to no Roman else : so tell them, 
Publius. 

Cas. And leave us, Puldius ; lest that 
the people. 

Rushing on us, should do your age some 
mischief. 

Bru. Do so: and let no man abide 
this deed, 

But we the doers. 

Re-enter Trebonius. 

Cas. Where is Antony ? 

T7‘e. Fled to his house amazed: 

Men, wives and children stare, cry out 
and run 

As it were doomsday. 

Bru. Fates, we v^ill know your 

pleasures : 

That we shall die, we know ; ’tis but the 
time 

And drawing days out, that men stand upon. 

Cas. Why, he that cuts off twenty years 
of life 

Cuts off so many years of fearing death. 


Bru. Grant that, and then is death a 
benefit : 

So are we Csesar’s friends, that have 
abridged 

Histiineof fearing death. Stoop, Romans, 
stoop, 

And let us bathe our hands in Ctesar’s 
blood 

Up to theelbows, and besmear our swords : 
Then walk we forth, even to the market- 
place, 

And, waving our red weapons o’er our 
heads, 

Let’s all cry ‘ Peace, freedom and liberty!’ 

Cas. Slooi^, then, and wash. How 
many ages hence 

Shall this our lofty scene be acted over 
In states unborn and accents yet unknown ! 

Brtt. How many times shall Ciesar 
bleed in sport, 

That now on Pompey’s basis lies along 
No worthier than the dust! 

Cas. So oft as that shall be. 

So often shall the knot of us be call’d 
The men that gave their country liberty. 

Dec. What, shall we forth ? 

Cas. Ay, every man away : 

Brutus shall lead ; and we will grace his 
heels 

With the most boldest and best hearts 
of Rome. 

Enter a Servant. 

Bru. Soft ! who comes here ? A friend 
of Antony’s. 

Serv. Thus, Brutus, did my master 
bid me kneel ; 

Thus did Mark Antony bid me fall dowm ; 
And, being prostrate, thus he bade me 
say: 

Brutus is noble, wise, valiant, and honest ; 
Csesar was mighty, bold, royal, and loving : 
Say I love Brutus, and I honour him ; 
Say I fear’d Ccesar, honour’d him and 
loved him. 

If Bnitus wdll vouchsafe that Antony 
May safely come to him, and be resolved 
How Caesar hath deserved to lie in death, 
Mark Antony shall not love Caesar dead 
So w^ell as Brutus living ; but will follow 
The fortunes and affairs of noble Brutus 
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'riioroui^h the linzdixls of this sl.itc 

With ail true faith. So says my master 
Antony. 

Bru. Thy master is a wise and valiant 
Roman ; 

I never tlioiiL^ht Inm woise. 

Tell him, so please him come unto this 
])lace, 

He shall he satisfied ; and, by my honoiii. 
Depart untouch’d. 

Sen'. I’ll fetch him presently. 

\ExiL 

Bru. I know that we shall have him 
well to friend. 

Cas. T wish ^^e may: but yet have I 
a mind 

That feai'i, him much; and my misgiving 
still 

Falls shrewdly to the purpose. 

Bru. But here comes Antony. 

Ke-iufcr AN'i'OXY. 

Welcome, Mark .Vntony. 

Ant. O miglity * msar! dost thou lie 
so low 

Arc all thy conquests, glories, triumphs, 
spoils, 

Shrunk to this little measure ? Fare thee 
well. 

I know not, gentlemen, what you intend. 
Who else raiisL be let blood, who else is 
rank : 

If I myself, there i'l no hour so fit 
As Caesar’s death’s hour, nor no instrument 
Of half that worth as those your swords, 
made rich 

With the most noble blood of all this 
world. 

I do beseech ye, if you bear me hard, 
Now% whilst your purified hands do reek 
and smoke. 

Fulfil your pleasure. Live a thousand 
years, 

I shall not find myself so apt to die: 

No place will please me so, no mean of 
death, 

As here by Casar, and by you cut off, 
riie choice and master spirits of this 
age. 

Bru. "O Antony, beg not your death 
of us. 


'fhough now wc must appear bloody and 
cruel. 

As, by our hands and this our present act, 
You see we do, yet see you but our hands 
And thib the bleeding business they have 
done : 

Our hearts you sec not ; they are pitiful ; 
And pity to the general wrong of Rome — 
As fire drives out fire, so pity pity — 

Hath done this deed on Cmsar. For • 
your part, 

'I'o you our swords have leaden points, 
Mark Antony : 

f Our arms, in strength of malice, and our 
hearts 

Of brothers' temper, do receive you in 
Vv'ith all kind love, good thoughts, and 
reverence. 

Cas. Your voice shall be as strong as 
any man's 

In the dis])osing of new dignities. 

Ihii. Only be patient till we have 
appeased 

The multitude, beside themselves wdth 
feor, 

And then wc will deliver you the cause, 
Why I, that did love Cxsar when I struck 
him. 

Have thus proceeded. 

Ant, 1 doubt not of your wisdom, 
r.et each man render me his bloody hand : 
First, iNI arcus Brutus, will I shake wdth 
you ; 

Next, Caius Cassius, do T take your hand ; 
Xow^, Decius Brutus, yours; now yours, 
Metellus; 

Yours, China; and, my valiant Casca, 
yours ; 

Though last, not least in love, yours, good 
Trebonius. 

Gentlemen all, — alas, what shall I .say? 
My credit now" stands on such slippery 
ground. 

That one of two bad ways you must con- 
ceit me, 

Either a coward or a flatterer. 

That I did love thee, Coesar, O, ’tis true : 
If then thy spirit look upon us now. 

Shall it not grieve thee dearer than thy 
death, 

To see thy Antony making his peace, 
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Shaking the bloody fingers of thy foes, 
Most noble ! in the presence of thy corse? 
Had I as many eyes as thou hast wounds, 
Weeping as fast as they stream foith thy 
blood, 

It would become me better than to close 
In terms of friendship with thine enemies. 
Pardon me, J ulius ! lierc wast thou bay’d , 
brave hart ; 

• Here didst thou fall ; and here thy 
hunters stand, 

Sign’d in thy spoil, and crimson’d in thy 
lethc. 

O world, thou wast the forest to this hart ; 
And this, indeed, O world, the heart of 
thee. * 

How like a deer, struck en by many 
princes. 

Dost thou here lie ! 

Cas. Mark Antony, — 

Ant. Pardon me, Cains Cassius : 

The enemies of Cjesar shall say this; 
Then, in a friend, it is cold modesty. 

Cas, I blame you not for praising 
Ciesar so ; 

But what compact mean you to have with 
us? 

Will you be prick’d in number of our 
friends ; 

Or shall we on, and not depend on you ? 

A7it, Therefore I took your hands, but 
was, indeed. 

Sway’d from the point, by looking down 
on Caesar. 

Friends am I with you all and love you 
all, 

Plpon this hope, that you shall give me 
reasons 

Why and wherein Caesar was dangerous. 

Bru. Or else were this a savage spec- 
tacle : 

Our reasons are so full of good regard 
That were you, Antony, the son of Caesar, 
Vou should be satisfied. 

Ant. That’s all I seek: 

And am moreover suitor that I may 
Produce his body to the market-place ; 
And in the pulpit, as becomes a friend. 
Speak in the order of his funeral. 

Bru. You shall, Mark Antony. 

Cas. Brutus, a word with you. 


\ A side to Bru.] You know not what you 
do : do not consent 
That Antony speak in his funeral : 

Know you how much the people may be 
moved 

By that which he will utter? 

Bru. By your pardon ; 

I will myself into the pulpit first. 

And show the reason of our Caesar’s death : 
WTiat Antony shall speak, I will protest 
lie speaks by leave and by permission. 
And that we are contented Ca.‘sar shall 
Have all true rites and lawful ceremonies. 
It shall advantage more than do us wrong. 

Caf. I know not what may fall; I like 
it not. 

Bru. Mark Antony, here, take you 
Caesar’s body. 

You shall not in your funeral speech 
blame us. 

But speak all good you can devise of 
Caesar, 

And say you do ’t by our permission ; 

Else shall you not have any hand at all 
About his funeral : and you shall speak 
In the same jmlpit w'hereto I am going, 
After my speech is ended. 

A ni. Be it so ; 

I do desire no more. 

Bru. Prepare the body then, and 
follow US. {^Exeunt all but Antojiy. 

Ant. O, pardon me, thou bleeding 
piece of earth, 

That I am meek and gentle wdth these 
butchers ! 

Thou art the ruins of the noblest man 
That ever lived in the tide of times. 

Woe to the hand that shed this costly 
blood ! 

Over Ihy w^ounds now do I prophesy,— 
MTiich, like dumb mouths, do ope their 
ruby lips, 

To beg the voice and utterance of my 
tongue — 

A curse shall light upon the + limbs of men; 
Domestic fury and fierce civil strife 
Shall cumber all the parts of Italy ; 

Blood and destruction shall be so in use 
And dreadful objects so familiar 
That mothers shall but smile when they 
behold 
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Their infants quarter’d with the hands of 
war; 

All pity choked with custom of fell 
deeds : 

And Caesar’s spirit, ranging for revenge, 

With Ate ]>y his side come hot from 
hell, 

Shall in these confines with a monarch’s 
voice 

Cry ‘ Havoc,’ and let slip the dogs of 
war ; 

That this foul deed shall smell above the 
earth 

With carrion men, groaning for burial. 

Enter a Seivant. 

You serve Octavius Cnesar, do you not ? 

Se}-v. I do, Mark Antony. 

Ant. Caesar did write for him to come 
to Rome. 

He did leceive his letters, and 
is coming; 

And bid me say to you by word of 
mouth — 

O Caesar ! — \Seein^(t body. 

Ant. Thy heart is big, get thee apart 
and weep. 

Passion, I sec, is catching; for mine 
eyes, 

Seeing those beads of sorrow stand in 
thine. 

Began to water. Is thy master coming ? 

Sen. lie lies to-night within seven 
leagues of Rome. 

Ant. Post back with speed, and tell 
, him what hath chanced : 

Here is a mourning Rome, a dangerous 
Rome, 

No Rome of safety for Octavius yet ; 

Hie hence, and tell him so. Yet, stay 
awhile ; 

Thou shall not back till I have borne this 
corse 

Into the market-place : there shall I tiyq 

In my oration, how” the people take 

The cruel issue of these bloody men; 

According to the w^hich, thou shalt dis- 
course 

To young Octavius of the state of things. 

Lend me your hand. 

\Exeunt with Orsar^s body. 


Scene II. The Forum. 

Enter Brutus and Cassius, and a 
tht'ong of Citizens. 

Citizens. We will be satisfied ; let us 
be satisfied. 

Bru. Then follow me, and give me 
audience, friends. 

Cassius, go you into the other street, 

And part the numbers. 

Those that will hear me speak, let ’em 
stay here ; 

Those that wdll follow Cassius, go withhim ; 
And public reasons shall be rendered 
•‘Of Caesar’s death. 

First Cit. I will hear Brutus speak. 

See. Cit. I wall hear Cassius ; and com- 
pare their reasons, 

When severally W'e hear them rendered. 

{^Exit Cassius^ with some of the 
Citizens. Brutus goes into 
the pulpit. 

Third Cit. The noble Brutus is as- 
cended : silence ! 

Bru. Be patient till the last, 

Romans, countiymen, and lovers I hear 
me for my cause, and be silent, that you 
may hear : believe me for mine honour, 
and have respect to mine honour, that you 
may believe : censure me in your wisdom, 
and aw'ake your senses, that you may the 
better judge. If there be any in this 
assembly, any dear friend of Caesar’s, to 
him I say, that Brutus’ love to Caesar was 
no less than his. If then that friend de- 
mand why Brutus rose against Caesar, 
this is my answer: — Not that I loved 
Caesar less, but that I loved Rome more. 
Had you rather Caesar were living and die 
all slaves, than that Caesar were dead, to 
live all free men ? As Caesar loved me, I 
weep for him ; as he was fortunate, I re- 
joice at it ; as he was valiant, I honour 
him : but, as he was ambitious, I slew 
him. There is tears for his love ; joy for 
his fortune; honour for his valour; and 
death for his ambition. Who is here so 
base that w'ould be a bondman ? If any, 
speak ; for him have I offended. Who is 
here so rude that would not be a Roman ? 
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If any, speak ; for him liave I offended. 
Who is here so vile that will not love his 
country ? If any, speak ; for him have 
I offended. I pause for a reply. 

AIL None, JJrutus, none. 

Bru. Then none have I offended. I 
have done no more to Cmsar than you 
shall do to llrutus. The question of his 
death is enrolled in the Capitol ; his glory 
not extenuated, wherein he was worth)^ 
nor his offences enforced, for which he 
suffered death. 

Enter Antony aini others^ lAik 
C.f'ESAR’S hdy. 

Here comes his body, mourned by Maik» 
Antony : who, though he had no hand in 
his death, shall receive the benefit of his 
dying, a place in the commonwealth; as 
which of you shall not ? With this I 
depart, — that, as I slew my best lover for 
the good of Rome, I have the same 
dagger for myself, when it shall please 
my country to need my deatli. 

AIL Live, Brutus ! live, live ! 

First Cit. Biing him with triumph 
home unto his house. 

See. Cit. Give him a statue with his 
ancestors. 

Thv'd Cit. Let him be Cmsar. 

Fourth Cit. Cassar’s better parts 

Shall be crown’d in Brutus. 

First Cit. We’ll biing him to his house 
With .shouts and clamours. 

Bru. My countrymen, — 

Sec. Cit. Peace, silence ! Brutus speaks. 
First Cit. Peace, ho ! 

Bru. Good countrymen, let me depart 
alone, 

And, for my sake, stay here with An- 
tony : 

Do grace to Caesar’s corpse, and grace 
his speech 

Tending to Ctesar’s glories ; which Mark 
Antony, 

By our permission, is allow’d to make. 

I do entreat you, not a man depart, 

Save I alone, till Antony have spoke. 

\Exil. 

First Cit. Stay, ho ! and let us heai 
Mark Antony. 
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Third Cit. Let him go up into the 
public chair; 

We’ll hear him. Noble Antony, go up. 
Ant. For Brutus’ sake, I am beholding 
to you. \^Goes into the pulpit. 

Fourth Cit. What docs he say of 
Brutus ? 

I'JinA Cit. He says, for Brutus’ sake. 
He finds himself beholding to us all. 
Fourth Cit. ’Twere best he speak no 
harm of Biutus here. 

Fi}'<it Cit. This Ctesar was a tyiant. 
Third Cii. Nay, that’s certain : 

We are blest that Rome is rid of him. 
Sec. Cit. Peace ! let us hear what An- 
tony can say. 

Ant. You gentle Romans, — 

Citizens. Peace, ho ! let us hear him. 
Ant. Friends, Romans, count! ynien, 
lend me your ears; 

I come to bury Caisar, not to praise him. 
The evil that men do lives after them; 
The good is oft intened with their bones; 
So let it be wdth Coesar. 1 he noble Biutus 
Hath told 5"ou Coesar was ambitious: 

If it weie so, it was a grievous faul*-, 

And grievously hath Caesar answer’d it. 
Here, undei leave of Brutus and the rest — 
For Brutus is an honourable man ; 

So arc they all, all honourable men — 
Come I to speak in Csesar’s funeral. 

He was rny friend, faithful and just to me : 
Ikit Brutus says he was ambitious; 

And Brutus is an honourable man. 

He hath brought many captives home to 
Rome, 

Whose ransoms did the general coffers fill : 
Did this in Cmsar seem ambitious ? 

When that the poor have cried, Csesai 
hath wept: 

Ambition should be made of steiner stuff : 
Yet Brutus says he was ambitious; 

And Brutus is an honourable man. 

You all did see that on the Lupcrcal 
I thrice presented him a kingly crown. 
Which he did thrice refuse : W’as this 
ambition i 

Yet Brutus says he was ambitious ; 

And, sure, he is an honourable man. 

I speak not to disprove what Brutus spoke, 
But here I am to speak what I do know\ 

I 
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You all did love hiid once, not \\ithoul 
cause : 

What cause withholds you then, to mourn 
for him ? 

0 judgement I thou art fled to brutish 

beasts, 

And men have lost their reason. Bear 
with me ; 

My heart is in the coffin there with Caesar, 

And I must pause till it come back to me. 

Firs^ Cit. Me thinks there is much 
reason in his sayings. 

Sec. Cit. If ihou consider rightly of 
the matter, 

Caesar has had great wrong. 

Third Cit. lias he, masters? 

1 fear theic will a worse come in his place. 

Fonrlh Cit. Mark’d ye his words? 
He W'ould not take tire crown ; 

Therefore ’tis certain he was not am- 
bitious. 

First Cit. If it be found so, some will 
dear abide it. 

Sec. Cit. Poor soid ! his eyes are red 
as fire witli weeping. 

lliird Cit. There’s not a nobler man 
in Rome than Antony. 

Fourth Cit. hJow mark him, he begins 
again to speak. 

Alii, But yesterday the word of Caesar 
might 

flave stood against the world; now lies 
he there, 

And none so poor to do him reverence. 

0 masters, if I were disposed to stir 

Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage, 

1 should do Brutus wrong, and Cassius 

wrong. 

Who, you all know, are honourable men : 

I will not do them wrong ; I rather choose 

To wrong the dead, to wrong myself and 
you. 

Than I will wrong such honourable men. 

But here’s a parchment with the seal of 
Cfesar ; 

I found it in his closet, ’tis his will : 

Lot but the commons hear this testa- 
ment — 

Which, pardon me, I do not mean to read — 

And they w’ould go and kiss dead Caesar’s 
wounds 


And dip their napkins in his sacred blood, 
Yea, beg a hair of him for memory, 

And, dying, mention it within their wills, 
Bequeathing it as a rich legacy 
Unto their issue. 

Fourth Cit. We ’ll hear the will : read 
it, !Mark Antony. 

All. The will, the wdll ! we will hear 
Cmsar’s will. 

Ant. Have patience, gentle friends, I • 
must not read it; 

It is not meet you know how Caesar 
loved you. 

You are not wood, you are not stones, 
but men ; 

5Vnd, being men, hearing the will of 
Caesar, 

It will inflame you, it will make you mad : 
’Tis good you know not that you are his 
heirs ; 

For, if you should, O, what would come 
of it ! 

Foufih Cit. Read the will ; we ’ll hear 
it, Antony; 

You shall read us the will, Caesar's will. 

Ant. Will you be patient? will you 
stay awhile ? 

I have o’ershot myself to tell you of it : 

I fear I wrong the honourable men 
Wliose daggers have stabb’d Caesar; I 
do fear it. 

Fourth Cit. They were traitors : hon- 
ourable men ! 

All. The will ! the testament ! 

Sec. Cit. They w^ere villains, mur- 
derers : the will ! read the will. 

Ant. You will compel me, then, to 
read the will ? 

Then make a ring about the corpse of 
Coesai, 

And let me show you him that made the 
will. 

Shall I descend ? and will you give me 
leave ? 

Several Cit. Come down. 

Sec. Cit. Descend. 

Third Cit. Y"ou shall have leave. 

[Antony comes dotan. 

Fourth Cit. A ring; stand round. 

First Cit. Stand from the hearse, stand 
fiom the body. 
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Sec, Cit. Room for Antony, most noble 
Antony. 

Ant, Nay, press not so upon me; 
stand far off. 

Several Cit, Stand back ; room ; bear 
back. 

Anf, If you have tears, prepare to 
shed them now. 

You all do know this mantle ; I remember 
'The first time ever Caesar put it on ; i 
’Twas on a summer’s evening, in his tent. 
That day he overcame the Nervii : 

Look, in this place ran Cassius’ dagger 
through : 

See what a rent the envious Casca made : 
Through this the well -beloved Brutus* 
stabb’d ; 

And as he pluck’d his cursed steel away, 
Mark how the blood of Ctesar follow’d it, 
As rushing out of doors, to be resolved 
If Brutus so unkindly knock’d, or no; 

For Brutus, as you know, was Caesar’s 
angel ; 

Judge, O you gods, how dearly Ciesar 
loved him ! 

This was the most unkindest cut of all ; 
For when the noble Caesar saw him stab, 
Ingratitude, more strong than traitors’ 
arms, 

Quite vanquish’d him; then burst his 
mighty heart; 

And, in his mantle muffling up his face, 
Even at the base of Pompey’s statua, 
Which all the while ran blood, great 
Caesar fell. 

O, what a fall was there, my countrymen ! 
Then I, and you, and all of us fell down. 
Whilst bloody treason flourish’d over us. 
O, now you weep ; and, I perceive, you 
feel 

The dint of pity : these are gracious drops. 
Kind souls, what, weep you when you 
but behold 

Our Caesar’s vesture wounded ? Look 
you here, 

Here is himself, marr’d, as you see, with 
traitors. 

First Cit, O piteous spectacle ! 

Sec. Cit. O noble Caesar! 

Third Cit. O woful day ! 

Fourth Cit. O traitors, villains ! 
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First Cit. O most bloody sight ! 

Sec. Cit. We will be revenged. 

All. Revenge ! About ! Seek ! Burn ! 

Fire I Kill ! Slay ! Let not a traitor live ! 

Ant. Stay, countrymen. 

First Cit. Peace there ! hear the noble 

Antony. 

Sec. Cit, We’ll hear him, we’ll follow 

him, we’ll die with him. 

Ant. Good friends, sweet friends, let 
me not stir you up 

To such a sudden flood of mutiny. 

I'hey that have done this deed are 
honourable : 

What private griefs they have, alas, I 
know not. 

That made them do it : they are wise 
and honourable. 

And will, no doubt, with reasons answer 
you. 

I come not, friends, to steal away your 
hearts ; 

I am no orator, as Brutus is ; 

But, as you know me all, a plain blunt 
man. 

That love my friend ; and that they know 
full well 

That gave me public leave to speak of 
him : 

For I have neither wit, nor words, nor 
worth, 

Action, nor utterance, nor the powei of 
speech, 

To stir men’s blood : I only speak right 
on ; 

I tell you that which you yourselves do 
know ; 

Show you sweet Csesar’s wounds, poor 
poor dumb mouths, 

And bid them speak for me : but were I 
Brutus, 

And Brutus Antony, there were an 
Antony 

Would ruffle up your spirits and put a 
tongue 

In every wound of Ccesar that should 
move 

The stones of Rome to rise and mutiny. 

All. We’ll mutiny. 

First Cit. We’ll burn the house of 
Brutus. 
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Third Cit. Away, then ! come, seek 
the conspiratois. 

Ant, Yet heai me, countrymen; yet 
hear me speak. 

AIL Peace, ho ! Hear Antony. Most 
nohle Antony ! 

Auf. VYi 3% friends, j'oii go to do you 
know not what : 

Wherein hath Ccesar thus deserved your 
loves ? 

Vlas, you know not : 1 must tell you, 
then : 

You have forgot the will I told j^ou of. 

All, Most true. The will! Let's 
stay and hear the will. 

Ant. Ileie is the will, and under 
Ceesai’h seal. 

To every Roman citizen he gives, 

To eveiy seveial man, seventy five 
diachmas. 

Sec, Cil. Most noble Cxsar! We’ll 
revenge his death. 

Thit'dCif, O royal Csesar ! 

Ant. Hear me w di patience. 

All. Peace, ho! 

Ant. r^loreovei, he hath left you all 
his walks. 

Ills private arbours and new' -planted 
orchards, 

On this side Tiber; he hath left them 
you, 

And to your heirs for ever, common 
pleasures, 

To w'alk abroad, and recreate your- 
selves. 

I lere was a C .esar ! w'hen comes such 
another ^ 

jFi^'st Cd. Never, never. Come, aw'ay, 
aw'ay ! 

We’ll burn his body in the holy place, 

And with the brands fire the traitors’ 
houses. 

Take up the body. 

Sec. Cii. Go fetch fire. 

Thud Cit. Pluck down benches. 

Fourth Cit, I’luck down forms, w'in- 
dow's, any thing. 

\Exeuut Citizens xvith the body. 

Ant. Now let it work. Mischief, thou 
art afoot, 

Take thou what course thou wdlt ! 


Enter a Servant. 

How now, fellow' ! 

Se7‘v, Sir, Octavius is already come to 
Rome. 

Ant. Where is he? 

Serv. He and Lepidus are at Ccesar’s 
house. 

Ant. And thither wdll I straight to 
visit him : 

lie comes upon a wish. P'ortune is 
merry, 

And ill this mood w'ill give us any thing. 
Serv. I heard him say, Brutus and 
Cassius 

‘Are rid like madmen through the gates 
of Rome. 

Ant, Belike they had some notice of 
the people, 

How I had moved lliem. Bring me to 
Octavius. [Exeunt. 

Scene HI. A street. 

Enter CiNNA the poet, 

Ciii. I dreamt to-night that 1 did 
feast with CKsar, 

And things unluckily chaige my fantasy: 
I have no will to wandei l()rlh of doors. 
Yet something leads me forth. 

Enter Citizens. 

First Cit. What is your name ? 

Sec. Cti. Whither are you going ? 
Third Cii, Where do you dw'ell ? 
Fourth Cit. Are you a married man or 
a bachelor ? 

Sl\ . Cit, Answer every man directly. 
First Cit. Ay, and briefly. 

Fourth Cit. Ay, and wisely. 

I hird Cit, Ay, and truly, you were 
best. 

Cm. \Miat is my name? Whither 
am I goings Where do I dwell? Am 
1 a married man or a bachelor ? Then, 
to answ'er every man directly and briefly, 
wnsely and truly: wusely I say, I am a 
bachelor. 

Sec. Cit. That’s as much as to say, they 
are fools that many: you’ll bear me a 
bang for that, I fear. Proceed; directly. 
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Cin. Directly^ T am going lo Cmsar’s 
funeral. 

First Oil. As a fiiencl or an enemy? 
Ci7i. As a friend. 

Sec, Cil. That matlei is answered 
directly. 

Fom'iJi Cil. For your dwelling,- - 
briclly. 

Cm, Brielly, I dwell by the Capitol. 
I'hird Cil. Your name, sir, truly. 

Ciu. Truly, my name is Cinna. 

Fi7'si Cil, Tear him to pieces; he’s a 
conspirator. 

Cl 71, 1 am Cinna the poet, I am Cinna 
the poet. 

Fourth Cit. Tear him for his ban 
verses, tear him for his bad verses. 

Ci7i. I am not Cinna the conspirator. 
Fom'ih Cil. It is no matter, his name’s 
Cinna; pluck but his name out of his 
heart, and turn him going. 

Thif'd Cit, Tear him, tear him ! 
Come, brands, ho I fiie- brands : to 
liiutus’, to Cassius'; bum all: some to 
Decius’ house, and some to Casca’s; 
some to Ligarius' : away, go ! \Exeu7it. 

ACT IV. 

Scene I. A house iit Roiue, 

Antony, Octavius, and Lepudus, 
seated at a table. 

Ant. These many, then, shall die; 

their names are prick’d. 

Oct. Your bi other too must die; con- 
sent you, Lepidus ? 

Lep. I do consent, — 

Oct. Prick him down, Antony. 
Lep. Upon condition Publius shall not 
live. 

Who is your sister’s son, Mark Antony. 
Ant. He shall not live; look, with a 
spot I damn him. 

but, Lepidus, go you to Cmsar’s house; 
Fetch the will hither, and we shall deter- 
mine 

How to cut off some charge in legacies. 
Lep. What, shall I find you here? 

Oct, Or here, or at the Capitol. 

\Exit Lepidus. 
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Ant. This is a slight unmeritable man. 
Meet to be sent on errands : is it fit. 

The three-fold world divided, he should 
stand 

One of the three to share it ? 

Oct. So you thought him ; 

And took his voice who should be prick’d 
to die, 

In our black sentence and proscription. 

Ant. Octavius, I have seen more days 
than you : 

And though we lay these honours on this 
man. 

To ease ourselves of divers slanderous 
loads, 

He shall but bear them as the ass bears 
gold, 

To groan and sweat under the business, 
Either led or driven, as wc point the 
way ; 

And having brought our treasure where 
we will, 

Then take we down his load, and turn 
him off, 

Like to the empty ass, to shake his cars. 
And graze in commons. 

Oct. You may do your will ; 

But he’s a tried and valiant soldier. 

Ant. So is my horse, Octavius ; and for 
that 

I do appoint him store of provender : 

It is a cieature that I teach to fight. 

To wind, to stop, to run directly on. 

His corporal motion govern’d by my 
spirit. 

And, in some taste, is Lepidus but so ; 
He must be taught and train’d and bid go 
forth ; 

A barren -spirited fellow; one that feeds 
On abjects, orts and imitations. 

Which, out of use and staled by other 
men. 

Begin his fashion : do not talk of him, 
But as a property. And now', Octavius, 
Listen great things : — Brutus and Cassius 
Are Icvjdng powers: we must straight 
make head : 

Therefore let our alliance be combined, 
+Our best friends made, our means 
.stretch’d ; 

And let us presently go sit in council, 
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How covert matters may be best disclosed, 
And open perils surest answered. 

Oct, Let us do so : for M^e are at the 
stake, 

And l^ay’d about with many enemies; 
And some that smile have in their hearts, 
I fear, 

Millions of mischiefs. [Exeimt, 

Scene II. Cautp near Sardis, Before 
Brutus’s tent. 

Drum, Ente) Brutus, Lucilius, 

Lucius, and Soldiers; Titinius a7td 

PiNDARUS ??ieeting them, 

Bru. Stand, ho ! 

Lucil. (live the word, ho! and stand. 

Bi ll, What now, Lucilius ! is Cassius 
near ? 

Lucil. lie is at hand ; and Pindarus is 
come 

To do you salutation from his master. 

Bru. Me greets me well. Your master, 
Pindarus, 

In his own cliange, or by ill ofticers, 
Hath given me some worthy cause to 
wish 

Things done, undone : but, if he be at 
hand, 

I shall be satisfied. 

Fhi, I do not doubt 

But that my noble master wdll appear 
Such as he is, full of regard and honour. 

Bim. He is not doubted. A word, 
Lucilius ; 

How he received you, let me be resolved. 

Luctl. With courtesy and with respect 
enough ; 

But not with such familiar instances, 

Nor with such free and friendly conference. 
As he hath used of old. 

Bru. Thou hast described 

A hot friend cooling : ever note, Lucilius, 
When love begins to sicken and decay. 

It useth an enforced ceremony. 

There are no tricks in plain and simple 
faith ; 

But hollow men, like horses hot at 
hand. 

Make gallant show and promise of their 
mettle ; 
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But when they should endure the bloody 
spur, 

They fall their crests, and, like deceitful 
jades, 

Sink in the trial. Comes his army on ^ 

Lttcil. They mean this night in Sardis 
to be quarter’d ; 

The greater part, the horse in general. 

Are come with Cassius. 

Bru, Hark ! he is arrived. 

{Low march within. 

March gently on to meet him. 

Enter Cassius and his poivers. 

Cas. Stand, ho ! 

Bru. Stand, ho ! Speak the word 
along. 

First Sol. Stand ! 

Sec. Sol. Stand ! 

Tim'd Sol. Stand ! 

Cas. Most noble brother, you have 
done me wrong. 

Bj'u. Judge me, you gods! wrong I 
mine enemies ? 

And, if not so, how should I wrong a 
brother ? 

Cas. Brutus, this sober ftirm of yours 
hides WTongs ; 

And when you do them — 

Btm, Cassius, be content; 

.Speak your griefs softly : I do know you 
well. 

Before the eyes of both our armies 
here, 

Which should perceive nothing but love 
from us, 

IvCt us not wrangle : bid them move 
away ; 

Then in my tent, Cassius, enlarge your 
griefs. 

And I will give you audience. 

Cas. Pindarus, 

Bid our commanders lead their charges 
off 

A little from this ground. 

Bru. Lucilius, do you the like ; and let 
no man 

Come to our tent till we have done our 
conference. 

Let Lucius and Titinius guard our door. 

{Exeunt. 
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Scene III. lent. 

Enter Brutus and Cassius. 

Cas. That you have wrong’d me doth 
appear in this : 

You have condemn’d and noted Lucius 
Pella 

For taking bribes here of the Sardians; 

Wherein my letters, praying on his side, 

Because I knew the man, were slighted 
off. 

Bru, Y ou wrong’d yourself to write in 
such a case. 

Cas. In such a time as this it is not 
meet 

That every nice offence should bear his 
comment. 

Bnt. Let me tell you, Cassius, you 
yourself 

Are much condemn’d to have an itching 
palm ; 

To sell and mart your offices for gold 

To uncleservers. 

Cas. I an itching ]Nalm ! 

You know that you are Brutus that speak 
this. 

Or, by the gods, this speech were else 
your last. 

Bru. The name of Cassius honours this 
corruption, 

And chastisement doth therefore hide his 
head. 

Cas. Chastisement ! 

Bru. Remember March, the ides of 
March remember : 

Did not great Julius bleed for justice’ 
sake ? 

What villain touch’d his body, that did 
stab, 

And not for justice ? What, shall one of 
us, 

That struck the foremost man of all this 
world 

But for supporting robbers, shall we 
now 

Contaminate our fingers with base bribes, 

And sell the mighty space of our large 
honours 

For so much trash as may be grasped 
thus ? 
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I had rather be a dog, and bay the 
moon. 

Than such a Roman. 

Cas. Biutus, bay not me; 

I’ll not endure it : you forget your- 
self, 

To hedge me in ; I am a soldier, I, 

Older in practice, abler than yourself 

To make conditions. 

Bfni. Go to ; you are not, Cassius. 

Cas. I am . 

Bru. I say you are not. 

Cas. Urge me no more, I shall forget 
myself ; 

Have mind upon your health, tempt me 
no farther. 

Bru. Away, slight man ! 

Cas. Is ’t possible ? 

Bin. Hear me, for I will speak. 

Must I give way and room to your rash 
choler ? 

Shall I be frighted when a madman 
stares ? 

Cas. O ye gods, ye gods ! must I en- 
dure all this ? 

Bru. All this ! ay, more: fi el till your 
proud heart bieak; 

Go show your slaves how choleiic you 
are, 

And make your bondmen tiemble. Must 
I budge? 

Must I observe you ? must I stand and 
crouch 

Under your testy humour? By the 
gods, 

You shall digest the venom of your 
spleen. 

Though it do split you ; for, from this 
day forth, 

I ’ll use you for my mirth, yea, for my 
laughter. 

When you are waspish. 

Cas. Is it come to this ? 

Bru. You say you are a better soldier : 

Let it appear so ; make your vaunting 
true, 

And it shall please me well : for mine 
own part, 

I shall be glad to learn of noble men. 

Cas. You wrong me every way ; you 
wrong me, Brutus ; 
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] said, an eldei soldier, not a bettt i : 

Did I say ‘ better ’? 

Ii7‘u. If you did, 1 caic not. 

Cas. When C;esar lived, he dinst not 
thus have moved me. 

Ih'tt. Peace, peac e ! you durst not so 
have tempted him. 

1 durst nut! 

But, No. 

Cas, What, durst not tempt him ! 

Pyrit. Dor your life you duusl not. 

Ca'!. Do not presume too much upon 
my love ; 

I may do that T shall be sorry for. 

Bt'ti. You have done that you should 
be soiry for. 

Theie is no tenor, Cassius, in youi 
threats. 

For I am aim’d so strong in honesty 
That they pass by me as the idle wind, 
Whic'li I respect not. I did send to 
you 

h'or certain sums of gold, which you denied 
me : 

Foi I can raise no money by vile means : 
By heaven, I had lather coin my heart, 
And diop my blood for drachmas, than 
to wMing 

From the liaul hands of peasants their 
vile tinsh 

By any indirection : I did send 
'To you for gold to pay ray legions, 
Which you denied me : wms that done 
like Cassius? 

Should I have ans\ver'd Cains Cassius so? 
When Marcus Brutus grows so covetous 
'Fo lock such rascal counters from his 
fiiends, 

Be ready, gods, with all your thunder- 
bolts ; 

1 )ash him to pieces ! 

Cas, I denied you not. 

Bru, You did. 

Cas. I did not : he w^as but a fool that 
brought 

My answx'r back. Brutus hath rived my 
iieai t : 

A friend 4iould beai his fiiend’s in- 
firmities, 

But Biutus makes mine greater than they 
are. 


Brn. I do not, till you practise them 
on me. 

CV/r. You love me not. 

Bru. I do not like your faults. 

Cas. A friendly eye could never see 
such faults. 

Bru. A flatterci’s \vould not, though 
they do appear 

As huge as high Olympus. 

Cas. Come, Antony, and young Oc- 
tavius, come. 

Revenge yourselves alone on Cassius, 

For Cassius is aw^eary of the wn:)rld ; 

Hated by one he loves; braved by his 
bi other ; 

Check’d like a bondman ; all his faults 
observed, 

Set in a note-book, learn'd, and conn’d 
by rote, 

To cast into my teeth. O, I could 
weep 

My spiiii from mine eyes ! There is my 
dagger, 

And here my naked breast ; wdlhin, a 
heal t 

Dearer than Plutus’ mine, licher than 
gold: 

If that thou be’st a Roman, take it 
foith ; 

I, that denied thee gold, wall give my 
heart : 

Strike, as thou didst at Ciesar ; for, I 
know. 

When thou didst hate him worst, thou 
lovedst him better 

Than ever thou lovedst Cassius. 

Bru. Sheathe your dagger : 

Be angiy wdien you will, it shall have 
scope ; 

Do what you will, dishonour shall be 
humour. 

O Cassius, you are yoked with a 
lamb 

That carries anger as the flint bears 
fire ; 

Who, much enforced, shows a hasty 
spark, 

And straight is cold again. 

Ca^. Hath Cassius lived 

To be but mirth and laughter to his 
Brutus, 
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When grief, and blood ill-tempei’d, 
vexeth him ? 

J>n{. When I spoke that, 1 was ill- 
temper’d too. 

Cas. Do yon confess so much ? Give 
me your hand. 

Brn. And my heart loo. 

Cas. O Brutus ! 

Jh'tt. What ’s the matter ? 

Cas. Have not you love enough to 
bear with me, 

When that rash humour which my mothei 
gave me 

jMakes me forgetful ? 

B)n. Yes, Cassius; and, from hence- 
forth, * 

^When you are over-earnest with your 
Brutus, 

lie'll think your mother chides, and leave 
you so. 

Po(’f. [IVjf/ihi] Let me go in to see 
the generals ; 

M'liere is some grudge between ’em, ’tis 
not meet 

They be alone, 

huil. \}Vithin'\ You shall not come 
to them. 

Poet. DVithiiiY Nothing but death 
shall stay me. 

Enter Poet, followed hy I.rciLius, 
Titinius, and Lucius. 

Cas. How now! what’s the mat- 
ter ? 

Poet. For sliame, you generals ! what 
do you mean ? 

Love, and be friends, as two such men 
should be; 

For I have seen moie years, I’m sure, 
than ye. 

Cas. Ha, ha ! how vilely doth this 
cynic rhyme ! 

Bru. Get you hence, sirrah ; saucy 
fellow, hence 1 

Cas. Bear with him, Brutus; ’tis his 
fashion. 

Bru. I’ll know his humour, when he 
knows his time : 

What should the wars do with these 
jigging fools ? 
ompanion, hence ! 


Cas. Away, away, be gone ! 

{Exit Poet. 

B7'u. Inicilius and Titinius, bid the 
commanders 

I’lcpaie to lodge their companies to- 
night. 

And come yourselves, and bring 
Mcssala with you 

Immediately to us. 

{Exeiait Lticilius and 7\fi7uus. 

B7‘u. Lucius, a bowl of wine! 

\Exit Lucius. 

Cas. I did not think you could have 
been so angry. 

Bru. O Cassius, 1 am sick of many 
griefs. 

Cas. Of your philosophy you make no 
use, 

If you give pLice to accidental evils. 

Bru. No man beais sorrow better. 
Portia is dead. 

Cas. Ha! Poitia! 

B7’u. She is dead. 

Cas. How 'scaped I killing when 1 
cross’d you so ? 

0 insupportable and touching loss ! 

Upon what sickness ? 

Bru. Impatient of my absence, 

And grief that young Octavius with Mark 
Antony 

Have made themselves so strong : — for 
with her death 

That tidings came; — wdth this she fell 
distract. 

And, her attendants absent, sw’allow'd 
fire. 

Cas. And died so? 

Br 2 /. Even so. 

Cas. O ye immortal gods ! 

Re-e7iter Lucius, with ivinc a7id taper. 

Bru. Speak no moie of hei. Give 
me a bowl of wine. 

In this I bury all unkindness, Cassius. 

Cas. My heart is thirsty for that noble 
pledge. 

Fill, Lucius, till the wine o’ersw'ell the 
cup; 

1 cannot drink too much of Brutus’ 

love. 

Bru. Cmme in, Titinius ! \Exit I^ucius. 
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Titinius, ivith Mess ala. 

Welcome, good Messalc. 
Now sit we close about this taper here, 
And call in question our necessities. 

Cas, Portia, art thou gone ? 

Bril. No more, I pi ay you. 

Messala, I have here received letters, 
That young Octavius and Mark Antony 
Come down upon us with a mighty 
power, 

Pending their expedition toward Philippi. 

Mes, Myself have letters of the self- 
same ten our. 

Bni^ With what addition? 

Mes. That by proscription and bills of 
outlawry, 

Octavius, Antony, and Lepidus, 

Have put to death an hundred senators. 

Bru. Therein our letters do not well 
agree : 

Mine speak of seventy senators that died 
By their pioscriptions, Cicero being one. 

Cas. Cicero one ’ 

Ales, Ciceio is dead. 

And by that order of proscription. 

Had you your letters from your wife, my 
lord ? 

Bru. No, Messala. 

Mes. Nor nothing in your letters writ 
of her ? 

Bru. Nothing, Messala. 

Mcs. That, methinks, is strange. 

Bru. Why ask you? hear you aught 
of her in yours ? 

JMcs. No, my loid. 

Bru. Nowq as you are a Roman, tell 
me true, 

Mcs. Then like a Roman bear the 
truth I tell : 

For certain she is dead, and by strange 
manner. 

B7‘u. Why, farew^ell, Portia. We must 
die, Messala : 

With meditating that she must die once, 
I have the patience to endure it now. 

Mes, Even so great men great losses 
should endure. 

Cas. I have as much of this in art as 
you, 

Rut yet my nature could not bear it so. 


Bru, Well, to our work alive. What 
do you think 

Of marching to Philippi presently ? 

Cas. I do not think it good. 

Bru. Your reason ? 

Cas. This it is : 

’Tis better that the enemy seek us: 

So shall he waste his means, weary his 
soldiers, 

Doing himself offence ; whilst w'^e, lying . 
.still. 

Are full of rest, defence, and nimbleness. 

Bru. Good reasons must, of force, 
give place to better. 

The people ’twixt Philippi and this ground 
Do stand but in a forced affection; 

For they have grudged us contribution : 
The enemy, marching along by them. 

By them shall make a fuller number up, 
('ome on lefresh’d, new-added, and en- 
couraged ; 

From which advantage shall we cut him 
off. 

If at Philippi w'e do face him there, 

These people at our back. 

Cas, Plear me, good brother. 

Bi'u. Undei your pardon. You must 
note beside, 

That we have tried the utmost of our 
friends. 

Our legions are brim-full, our cause is 
ripe : 

The enemy incieaseth every day; 

Wc, at the height, are ready to decline. 
There is a tide in the affairs of men, 
Which, taken at the flood, leads on to 
fortune ; 

Omitted, all the voyage of their life 
Is bound in shallow's and in miseries. 

On such a full sea are we now afloat ; 
And we must take the current when it 
serves. 

Or lose our ventures. 

Cas. Then, w ith your will, go on ; 
We’ll along ourselves, and meet them at 
Philippi. 

Bru. The deep of night is crept upon 
our talk, 

And nature must obey necessity; 

Which we will niggard wdth a little rest. 
There is no more to say ? 
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Cas, No more. Good night : 

Early to-morrow will we rise, and hence. 

B7'u, Luciuij ! \E 71 ter LuchtsL\ My 
gown. \Exit Lucius. '\ Farewell, 
good Messala: 

Good night, Titinius. Noble, noble 
Cassius, 

Good night, and good repose. 

Cas. O my dear brother ! 

. This was an ill beginning of the night : 

Never come such division ’tween our 
souls ! 

Let it not, Brutus. 

Bru. Every thing is well. 

Cas. Good night, my lord. 

l^ni. Good night, good brother? 

Lit. Ales. Good night, Lord Biutus. 

Bru. Farewell, every one. 

\llxetmt all hit Brutus. 

Re-enter Lucius, with the gown. 

Give me the gown. Where is thy instru- 
ment ? 

Luc. Here in the tent. 

Bru. What, thou speak’st drowsily ? 

Poor knave, I blame thee not ; thou art 
o’erwatch’d. 

Call Claudius and some other of my men ; 

I’ll have them sleep on cushions in my 
tent. 

Imc. Varro and Claudius ! 

Ejiter Varro and Claudius. 

i^ar. Calls my lord ? 

Bru. I pray you, sirs, lie in my tent 
and sleep; 

It may be I shall raise you by and by 

On business to my brother Cassius. 

V ir. So please you, we will stand and 
watch your pleasure. 

Bi'u. I will not have it so : lie down, 
good sirs ; 

It may be I shall otherwise bethink me. 

Look, Lucius, here’s the book I sought 
for so ; 

I put it in the pocket of my gown. 

[ Fhr. a7id Clan, lie dow7t. 

Luc. I was sure your lordship did not 
give it me. 

Bru. Bear with me, good boy, I am 
much forgetful. 


Canst thou hold up thy heavy eyes awhile, 

And touch thy instrument a strain or 
two ? 

I^uc. Ay, my lord, an’t please you. 

Brti. It does, my boy : 

I trouble thee too much, but thou art 
willing. 

l^uc. It is my duty, sir. 

Bru. I should not urge thy duty past 
thy might; 

I know young bloods look for a time of 
rest. 

Laic. I have slept, my lord, already. 

Bru. It was well done ; and thou shalt 
sleep again; 

I will not hold thee long : if I do live, 

1 will be good to thee. 

[Afusic, a7id a song. 

This is a sleepy tune. O murderous 
slumber, 

Lay’st thou thy leaden mace upon my 
boy, 

That plays thee music ? Gentle knave, 
good night; 

I will not do thee so much wrong to 
wake thee : 

If thou dost nod, thou break’st thy 
instrument ; 

I'll take it from thee; and, good boy, 
good night. 

Let me see, let me see; is not the leaf 
turn’d down 

Where I left reading ? Here it is, I think. 

Enter the Ghost of C.'ESAR. 

Plow ill this taper burns ! Ha 1 who 
comes here ? 

I think it is the weakness of mine eyes 

That shapes this monstrous apparition. 

It comes upon me. Art thou any thing? 

Art thou some god, some angel, or some 
devil. 

That makest my blood cold and my hair 
to stare ? 

Speak to me what thou art. 

Ghost. Th> evil spirit, Brutus. 

Bi'u. Why comest thou ? 

Ghost. To tell thee thou shalt see me 
at Philippi. 

Bru. Well ; then I shall see thee again? 

Ghod. Ay, at Philippi. 
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Bi ll. Why, I will see thee at Philippi, 
then. \Exit Gho^i. 

Now 1 have taken hcert thou vanishesi : 
III '=>]jirit, I would hold more talk with 
tliee. 

Boy, Lucius! Varro ! Claudius! Siis, 
awnke ! 

Claudius ! 

Luc. The strings, my lord, are false. 
Bni, He thinks he still is at his 
instrument. 

Lucius, awake ! 

J.ui. My lord? 

Brit. Didst thou dream, Lucius, that 
thou so criedst out ? 

Taic. My loid, I do luit know that I 
did cry. 

Bril. Yes, that thou didst: didst thou 
see any thing? 

Luc. Nothing, my loul. 

Brit. Sleeji again, Lucius. Sin ah 
(daudius ! 

[7''o l\ir.} Fello\v thou, awake! 

Var. Myloid' 

Chiit. My lord ? 

Brit. Why did you so cry out, sirs, in 
your sleep ? 

J'ar. Clan. Did we, my lord? 

}h‘ii. Ay: saw you any thing? 

Var. No, my loid, I saw nothing. 
Clait. Noi I, my lord. 

Brit. (lO and commend me to my 
brother Cassius ; 

Bid him set on his powers betimes before, 
/\nd Ave will follow. 

Var. Clait. Ii shall he done, my lord. 

\Excii)it. 

ACT V. 

Scene I. 'J'Jic //ain^ of PJuliipi. 

Enter OcTAVirs, An ' row, and their 
army. 

Get. Now, Antony, our hopes are 
answered : 

You said the enemy would notcomc doM n. 
But keep the hills and upper regions; 

It proxc'^ not so ; their battles are at hand ; 
They mean to warn us at Philippi here, 
Answering before we do demand of them. 


Ant. Tut, I am in their bosoms, and 
I know 

Wherefore they do it : they could be 
content 

To visit other places; and come down 

With fearful bra\ ery, thinking by this face 

d'o fasten in our thoughts that they have 
courage ; 

But ’tis not so. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mcs^. Prepare you, generals : 

The enemy comes on in gallant show ; 

Their bloody sign of battle is hung out, 

And something to be done immediately. 

* Ant. Octavius, lead your battle softly 
on, 

U’pon the left hand of the even field. 

Oct. Upon the right hand I ; keep 
thou the left. 

Ant. Why do you cross me in thi^ 
exigent ? 

Oct. I do not cross you; hut I will 
do so. \MarcJi. 

Drum. Enter Brutus, Cassius, and 

their Army ; Lucilius, Titinius, 

Messala, and others. 

Brit. They stand, and w^ould have 
parley. 

Cas. Stand fast, Titinius : we must 
out and talk. 

Oct. Maik Antony, shall we give sign 
of battle ? 

Ant. No, Cresar, we will answer on 
their chaige. 

Make forth; the generals would have 
some \vords. 

OA. Stir not until the signal. 

Bnt. Words before blows : is it so, 
countrymen ^ 

Oct. Not that we love words better, as 
you do. 

Bnt. Good words are better than batl 
strokes, Octavius. 

Ant. In your bad strokes, Brutus, you 
give good words : 

Witness the hole you made in Caesai’s 
heart. 

Crying ‘ Long live ! hail, Cresar !’ 

Ca.^. Antony, 
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The posture of your IjIoaa’s are yet un- 
knoAAU ; 

Jhit for your words, they rob the Hybla 
bees, 

.\nd leaA’c them honeyless. 

Ant. Not stingless too. 

Brit. O, yes, and soundless too; 

For you liave stol'n their ])uzzing, Antony, 

And A^ery wisely threat before you sting. 

Ant. Villains, you did not so, when 
your vile daggers 

Hack’d one another in the sides of C'msar : 

You show’d your teeth like ajies, and 
fawn’d like hounds, 

And bow'd like bondmen, kissing Cesar’s 
feet ; 

V’hilst damned Casca, like a cur, be- 
hind 

Struck Cxsar on the neck. O you 
flatleiers ! 

Ccr.s. Flattereis! Noav, Ihutus, thank 
youiself : 

'This tongue had not offended so to- 
day, 

If Cassius might have ruled. 

Oit. Come, come, tlie cause ; if arguing 
make u-. sweat, 

Tlie proof of it Avill turn to leddor drops. 

Took ; 

I iliaw a SAvord against conspiiators; 

When think you that the svA ord goes up 
again ? 

\e\er, till Ciesar's tlirec and thirty Avoimds 

be well avenged ; or till anothei C'msar 

Have added slaughter to the sword of 
traitors. 

Bnt. Cajsar, thou canst not die by 
traitors’ hands, 

Unless thou biing’st them with thee. 

Oct. So I hope; 

I Avas not born to die on llrutus’ sword. 

Bru. O, if thou AAeit the noblest of 
thy strain, 

Young man, thou couldst not die more 
honourable. 

Cas. A peevish schoolboy, AA’orthless of 
such honoui, 

Join’d with a masker and a reveller! 

Ant. Old Cassius still 1 

Oct. Come, Antony, away ! 

1 lefiance, traitors, hurl we in your teeth ; 


Ifyou dare fight to-day, come to the field ; 
If not, Avlien you have stomaclis. 

[Aa 'etint OciaviiiSj Antony, and 
tJiar army. 

Cas. AYhy, now, blow Aiiiid, SAvell 
1 'illoAv and SAvim bark ! 

The storm is up, and all is on the hazard. 

Bril. Ho, laicilius ! hark, a Avord with 
you. 

Liitil. {Standing fori ]i\ IMylord? 

{B nit in and Liicilins converse afait. 

Cas. Mcssala! 

J/es. [Standing forth} ^Yhat says my 
general ? 

Cas. Mcssala, 

This is my birth-day ; as this very day 
Was Cassius born. Give me thy hand, 
Messala : 

Be thou my VAitness that against my will. 
As Fompey Avas, am I compell’d to set 
Upon one battle all our lilicitics. 

You kiioAv that I lield Plpicurus strong 
And his opinion : noAV I change my mind, 
And partly credit things that do presage. 
Coming from Sardis, on our fiuuner ensign 
Tavo mighty eagles fell, and there they 
jicrch'd. 

Gorging and feeding fiom our soldiers’ 
hands ; 

Who to Philippi here consorted ns : 

This morning are they fled aAvayand gone ; 
And in then steads do lav’ens, ciows and 
kites, 

Fly o'er our heads and doAAiiAv^ard look 
on us. 

As we Avere sickly prey : their shadoAvs 
seem 

A canopy most fatal, under which 
Our army lies, ready to give up the ghost. 

Afes. Believe not so. 

Cas. 1 but believe it partly ; 

For I am fresh of spirit and resolved 
To meet all peiils Aery constantly. 

Bnt. IvA'cn so, Lucilius. 

Cas. Noav, most noble Brutus, 
The gods to-day stand fiiendly, that wc 
may, 

LoA'ers in })eace, lead on our days to 
age! 

But since the affairs of men rest still in- 
certain. 
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Let’s reason with the worst that mj.y be- 
fall. 

If we do lose this battle, then is this 

The very last time we shall speak to- 
gether : 

What are )ou then determined to do ? 

Bru. Lven by the rule of that philo- 
sophy 

By which I did blame Cato for the 
death 

Which he did give himself, I know not 
how, 

But I do find it cowardly and vile, 

For fear of what might fall, so to pre- 
vent 

The time of life : arming myself with 
patience 

To stay the providence of some high 
powers 

That govern us below. 

C’rtf. Then, if we lose this, battle, 

Yo\i are contented to be led in triumph 

Thorough the street^ of Rome ? 

Bnt. No, Cassiuh, no: think not, thou 
nf)blc Roman, 

That ever Brutus will go bound to 
Rome ; 

He bears too great a mind. But this 
same day 

Must end that work the idcs of March 
begun ; 

And whether we shall meet again I know 
net. 

Therefore our everlasting farewell take : 

For ever, and for ever, farewell, Cassius ! 

If we do meet again, why, we shall 
smile ; 

If not, why then, this paiting was well 
made. 

Cas, For ever, and for ever, farewell, 
Brutus ! 

If we do meet again, we'll smile in- 
deed ; 

If not, ’tis true this parting was well 
made. 

Bru. Why, then, lead on. O, that a 
man might know 

The end of this day’s business eie it come ! 

But it sufficeth that the day wall end, 

And then the end is known. Come, ho! 
away ! \Exeiuit. 


Scene II. The same. The field of battle. 

Alarum. Enter Brutus Mess ala. 

Bru. Ride, ride, Messala, ride, and 
give these bills 

Unto the legions on the other side. 

\I.oud alarum. 

I.et them set on at once ; for I perceive 

But cold demeanour in Octavius’ wing, 

And sudden push gives them the over- 
throw. 

Ride, ride, Messala: let them all come 
down. \Exeunt. 

.Scene III. A n other part of the field. 

. Uarums. Enter Cassius rtj;/r/TiTiNius. 

Cas. O, look, Titinius, look, the 
villains fly I 

Myself have to mine owm turn’d enemy : 

This ensign here of mine was turning 
back ; 

I slew the coward, and did take it from 
' him. 

' 7>V. O Cassius, Brutus gave the word 

too early ; 

Who, having some advantage on Octavius, 

'Took it too eagerly : his soldiers fell to 
spoil, 

Whilst W'e by Antony are all enclosed. 

E^iter PiNDARUS. 

Pin. Fly further off, my lord, fly further 
off; 

Mark Antony is in your tents, my lord : 

Fly, therefore, noble Cassius, fly far off. 

Cas. This hill is far enough. Look, 
look, Titinius ; 

Are those my tents where 1 perceive the 
fire ? 

Tit. They are, my lord. 

Cas. Titinius, if thou lovest me, 

Mount thou my horse, and hide thy spurs 
in him. 

Till he have brought thee up to yonder 
troops. 

And here again ; that I may rest assured 

Whether yond troops are friend or enemy. 

Tit. I will be here again, even with a 
thought. {Exit. 
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Cas, Go, Pindarus, get higher on that 
hill; 

My sight was ever thick ; regard Titinius, 
And tell me what thou notest about the 
field. \^IHndarus ascends the MIL 
This day I breathed first : time is come 
round, 

And where I did begin, there shall I end ; 
My life is run his compass. Sin ah, what 
news I 

Pin, \Ahove'\ O my lord ! 

Cas. What news ? 

/’/;/. [Above] Titinius is enclosed round 
about 

With horsemen, that make to him on the 
spur ; 

Vet he spurs on. Now they are almost 
on him. 

Now, Titinius ! Now some light. O, he 
lights too. 

IleS ta’en. [SIionL] And, hark! they 
shout for joy. 

Cas. Come down, behold no more. 

0, coward that I am, to live so long, 

To sec my best friend ta’en before my 
face ! 

Pindarus descends. 

(^ome hither, sirrah ; 

In Parthia did I take thee prisoner ; 

And then I swore thee, saving of ihy life. 
That whatsoever I did bid thee do, 

Thou shouldst attempt it. Come now, 
keep thine oath ; 

Now be a freeman: and with this good 
sword. 

That ran through Ccesar’s bowels, search 
this bosom. 

Stand not to answer : here, take thou the 
hilts ; 

And, when my face is cover’d, as ’tis now. 
Guide thou the sword. [I'^indai'us stabs 
Mm.] Ceesar, thou art revenged. 
Even with the sw'ord that kill’d thee. 

[Dies. 

Pin, So, I am free; yet would not so 
have been, 

1 Hirst I have done my will. O Cassius, 
Far from this country Pindarus shall lain. 
Where never Roman shall take note of 
him. [Exit. 


Re-enter Titinius with Messala. 

Mcs. It is but change, Titinius; for 
Octavius 

Is overthrown by noble Brutus’ power, 
As Cassius’ legions are by Antony. 

Tit. These tidings will well comfort 
Cassius. 

Mes. Where did you leave him ? 

Tit. All disconsolate, 

With Pindarus his bondman, on this hill. 

Mcs. Is not that he that lies upon the 
ground ? 

Tit. He lies not like the living. O my 
heart ! 

• Mcs. Is not that he ? 

Tit. No, this was he, Messala, 

But Cassius is no more. O setting sun, 
As in thy red rays thou dost sink to-night. 
So in his red blood Cassius’ day is set ; 
The sun of Rome is set ! Our clay is gone ; 
Clouds, dews, and dangers come; out 
deeds aie done ! 

Mistrust of my success hath done this 
deed. 

Mes. Mistrust of good success hath done 
this deed. 

O hateful error, melancholy’s child. 

Why dost thou show to the apt thoughts 
of men 

The things that aie not? O error, soon 
conceived, 

Thou nevei comes! unto a happy birth. 
But kill’st the mother that engender’d 
thee ! 

Tit. What, Pindarus ! where art thou, 
Pindarus ? 

Mes. Seek him, Titinius, whilst I go 
to meet 

The noble Brutus, thrusting this report 
Into his cars ; I may say, thrusting it ; 
For piercing steel and darts envenomed 
Shall be as welcome to the ears of Brutus 
As tidings of this sight. 

Tit. Hie you, Messala, 

And I will seek for Pindarus the while. 

[Exit Messala. 
Why didst thou send me forth, biave 
Cassius ? 

Did I not meet thy friends ? and did not 
they 
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Pul on rny blows this wreath uf vic- 
tory, 

And bid me give it thee ? Didst thou not 
hear their shouts ? 

Alas, thou hast misconstrued every thing I 

But, hold thee, take this garland on thy 
brow ; 

Thy Biutus bid me give it thee, and I 

Will do his bidding. Brutus, come apace, 

And see how I regarded Gains Cassius. 

By your leave, gods : — tliis is a Roman’s 
part : 

Come, Cassius’ sword, and find Titinius' 
hcait. hinnclf. 

Alanun. Rc-enfrr Mussala, 

Bruttjs, j WAV V Cato, Stra'I’c, Vol- 

UMNii s, anJ Lucilius. 

J>ni. Whete, where, Messala, doth his 
body lie ? 

J\/cs. I.o, yondei, and Titinius moiirn- 
ing i(. 

Bru. Titinius’ face is upward. 

Cafo. He is slain. 

Bm. () Julius Ciesar, tliou nit might} 
yet ! 

Thy spirit walks abniad, and turns our 
swords 

111 our (jwn proper entrails. 

I L‘m< alarums. 

Cato. Brave Titinius ! 

Look, wTelhor he ha\e not crown’d dead 
Cassius ! 

Bru. Aie yet twai Romans living such 
as these ? 

The last oi' all the Rom.ins, fare thee 
well ! 

It is iin])ossible that ever Rome 

Should biccil thy fellow. Friends, 1 owe 
more tears 

To thi'. dead man lliaii you shall sec me 
pay. 

I shall find time, Cassius, I shall find 
time. 

Come, tlierefoie, and to Thasos send his 
body : 

His funeials shall not be in our camj). 

Lest it discomfort us. Lucilius, come; 

And come, young Cato; let us to the 
field. 

Labeo and Fla\ ius, set our battles on : 


’Tis three o’clock ; and, Romans, yet ere 
night 

\Vc shall try fortune in a second light. 

[jE'ar?/;//. 

Scene IV. Another part of the field. 

Alarum. Enter fighluuet^ Soldiers <7/" /W// 

armies; then Brutus, young Cat<*, 

I.UCILIUS, and others. 

Bni. Vei, countrymen, O, yet hold up 
your heads ! 

Cato. What bastard doth not ? Who 
will go with me ? 

T will piociaim my name about tlic 
field : 

r am the son of ^Marcus Cato, ho ! 

.V foe to tyrants, and my country's 
friend ; 

I am the son of Marcus Cato, ho ! 

Ih'u. And 1 am Brutus, Marcus 
Brutus, 1 ; 

Brutus, my country’s friend; know me 
for Brutus ! \EAit. 

IaicU. O }oung and noble Cato, aiL 
thou dow n ? 

MTiy, now thou cliest as bravely as 
Titinius ; 

And mayst be honour’d, being Cato’s 
son. 

First Sold. Yield, or thfui diest. 

Liuil. Only I yield to die : 

There is so much that thou wilt kill me 
straight ; [ Offering money. 

Kill I’rutus, and be honour’d in his 
death. 

First Sold. We must not. A noble 
prisoner ! 

.Sec. Sold. Room, ho! Tell Antony, 
Brutus is ta’en. 

F'irA Sold. I’ll tell the news. "^Icie 
comes the general. 

Enter Antony. 

Brntiis is ta’en, Rjrutus is ta’en, my lord. 

Ant. Where is he ? 

Lucil. Safe, Antony ; Brutus is safe 
enough : 

I dare assure thee that no enemy 

Shall ever take alive the noble Brutus : 



SCENE IV 


JULIUS CyESAR 


129 


The gods defend him fiom so great a 
shame ! 

When you do find him, or alive or 
dead, 

lie will be found like Brutus, like him- 
self. 

Ant. This is not Brutus, friend ; but, 
I asbuie you, 

A prize no less m worth: keep this man 
safe ; 

Give him all kindness : I had rather 
have 

Such men my friends than enemies. Go 
on, 

And see whether Brutus be alive or 
dead ; * 

And bung us word unto Octavius’ tent 

How every thing is chanced. [Exeunt. 

Scene V. Another part of the field. 

Enter Brutus, Dardanius, Clitus, 
Strato, and V OLU mn 1 us. 

Brn. Come, poor remains of friends, 
rest on this rock. 

Cli. Statilius show'kl the torch-light, 
but, my lord. 

He came not back : he is or ta’en or 
slain. 

Bini, Sit thee dowm, Clitus : slaying 
is the word ,* 

It is a deed in fashion. Hark thee, 
Clitus. [JfdiLpers. 

Cli. What, I, my lord? No, not for 
all the w'orld. 

Bru. Peace then ! no w'^ords. 

CIL Idl rather kill myself. 

Bru. liark thee, Dardanius. 

[ \Vhispe7'-s. 

Dar. Shall I do such a deed ? 

Cli. O Dardanius I 

Bar. O Clitus! 

Cli. What ill request did Brutus make 
to thee ? 

Dar. To kill him, Clitus. Look, he 
meditates. 

Cli. Now is that noble vessel full of 
grief, 

That it runs over even at his eyes. 

Bru. Come hither, good Volumnius; 
list a word. 


/ "ol. What says my loi d ? 

Bi'u. ^\hy, this, Volumnius: 

The ghost of Gmsar hath appeal’d to 
me 

Two several times by night; at Saidis 
once, 

And, this last night, here in Philippi 
fields : 

I know my hour is come. 

Vol. Not so, my lord. 

Bru. Nay, I am sure it is, Volum- 
nius. 

Thou seest the world, Volumnius, how it 
goes ; 

Our enemies have beat us to the pit : 

XLoui alarums. 

It is more W'orthy to leap in ourselves, 

Than tarry till they push us. Good 
Volumnius, 

7'hou know'kt that w'c tw o went to school 
together : 

Lven for that our love of old, I 
prithee. 

Hold thou my sw'ord-hilts, wdiilst I run 
on it. 

Vol. That’s not an office for a friend, 
my lord. \Alaru7n still. 

Cli. Fly, fly, my lord; there is no 
tarrying here. 

Brti. Farewell to you ; and you ; and 
you, ^'^olumnius. 

Strato, thou hast been all this while 
asleep ; 

Farewell to thee too, Strato. Country- 
men, 

My heart doth joy that yet in all my 
life 

I found no man but he w^as true to 
me. 

I shall have glory by thi^ losing day 

More than Octavius and Maik Antony 

By this vile conquest shall attain 
unto. 

So fare you well at once ; for Brutus’ 
tongue 

Hath almost ended his life’s history : 

Night hangs upon mine eyes ; my bones 
W'ould rest, 

That have but labour’d to attain this 
hour, 

[Alai'um. Ciya-dthin, ‘Fly, fly, fly!’ 
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67/. Fly, my lord. fly. 

Bril, Hence ! I will follow. 

[Exeunt CtituSj Dardamus^ and 
Vohtmnius, 

I prithee, Strato, stay thou by thy 
lord : 

Thou art a fellow of a good respect ; 

Thy life hath iiad some smatch of honour 
in it: 

Hold then my sword, and turn away thy 
face, 

While I do run upon it. Wilt thou, 
Strato ? 

Sfra. Give me your hand first. Fare 
you w'ell, my lord. 

Bnt, Faiewell, good Strato. [Runs on 
his suw'd.'] CtTCsar, now be still; 

T kill’d not thee with half so good a will, 

[Dies, 

Alarum, Ret real. Enter OcrAVius, 

An'J'ony, Mkssala, Lucili U b, and 

the army. 

Oct, What man is that ? 

Mes, My master’s n an. Strato, where 
is thy master ? 

Stra. Free from the bondage you are 
ill, Messala: 

The conquerors can but make a fire of 
him ; 

Foi Brutus only overcame himself. 

And no man else hath honour by his 
death. 

Lucil, So Brutus should be found. I 
thank thee, Brutu.s, 

That thou hast proved Lucilius’ saying 
true. 


Oct. All that served Brutus, I will 
entertain them. 

Fellow, wilt thou bestow thy time wdth 
me ? 

Stra. Ay, if Messala will prefer me to 
you. 

Oct, Do so, good Messala. 

Mes, How died my master, Strato ? 

Stra. I held the sword, and he dijj: 
run on it. 

Mes, Octavius, then take him to 
follow thee, 

I lhat did the latest service to my master. 

Ant. This was the noblest Roman of 
them all : 

iMi the conspirators save only he 

Did that they did in envy of great 
Cajsar ; 

He only, in a general honest thought 

And common good to all, made one of 
them. 

His life was gentle, and the elements 

So mix’d in him that Nature might stand 
up 

And say to all the world ‘ This was a 
man !’ 

Oct. Accoiding to his virtue let us use 
him, 

With all respect and rites of burial. 

Within my tent his bones to-night shall 
lie. 

Most like a soldier, order’d honour- 
ably. 

So call the field to rest; and let’s 
away. 

To part the glories of this happy day. 

[Exeunt. 
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Scene: De?tma?‘l\ 


ACT I. 

Scene I. Elsinore. A plaifo7‘m befo7‘e 
the castle. 

Francisco cU his post. Enter to him 
Bernardo. 

Bcr. Who’s there? 

F7’a7i. Nay, answer me: stand, and 
unfold yourself. 

Ber. Long live the king ! 

Fran. Bernardo ? 

Ber. He. 

Fra7t. You come most carefully ^pn 
your hour. 

Be7\ ’Tis now struck twelve ; get thee 
to bed, Francisco. 

Fran. For this relief much thanks: 
’tis bitter cold, 

A.nd I am sick at heart. 

Ber. Have you had quiet guard ? 
F7'a7t. Not a mouse stirring. 

Ber. Well, good night. 

If you do meet Horatio and Marcellus, 
The rivals of my watch, bid them make 
haste. 


F7'an. I think I hear them. Stand, 
ho! Who’s there? 

Eftter Horatio a7id Marcellus. 
Hor. Fiiends to this ground. 

Mar. And liegemen to the Dane. 
Fra7i. Give you good night. 

Mar. O, farewell, honest soldier : 
Who hath relieved you ? 

Fra7i. Bernardo has my place. 
Give you good night. \Exit. 

Mar. Holla ! Bernardo ! 

Ber. Say, 

WTiat, is Horatio there ? 

Hor. A piece of him. 

Ber. Welcome, Horatio: welcome, 
good Marcellus. 

Mar. What, has this thing appear’d 
again to-night ? 

Ber. I have seen nothing. 

Mar. Horatio says ’tis but our fantasy. 
And will not let belief take hold of him 
Touching this dreaded sight, twice seen 
of us; 

Therefore I have entreated him along 
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With us to watch the min utes of this night; 
That if again this apparition come, 
lie may approve our eyes and speah to it. 

ITor. Tush, tush, ’twill not appear. 

Bcr. Sit down awhile ; 

And let us once again assail your ears, 
That are so fortified against our story 
What we have two nights seen. 

IIo7\ Welljj^it we down, 

And let us hear Bernardo speak of this. 

Be7\ Last night of all, 

When yond same star that’s w^estw^ard 
from the pole 

Had made his course to illume that part 
of heaven 

Where now it burns, Marcellus and myself, 
The hell then beating one, — 

Enier Ghost. 

‘ Mar. Peace, break thee off; look, 
where it comes again ! 

Ber. In the same figure, like the king 
that’s dead. 

Mar. Thou art a scholar; speak to it, 
Horatio. 

Ber. Looks it not like the king ? mark 
it, Horatio. 

Ilor, Most like ; it harrows me with 
fear and wonder. 

Ber. It would be spoke to. 

Mar. Question it, Horatio. 

Hor. What art thou that usurp’st this 
time of night. 

Together with that fair and warlike form 
In which the m.ajesty of buried Denmark 
Did sometimes march ? by heaven I 
charge thee, speak ! 

Mar. It is oftended. 

Bcr. See, it stalks away ! 

Hor. Stay ! speak, speak ! I charge 
thee, speak ! {Exit Ghost. 

Mar. ’Tis gone, and will not answer. 

Bcr. How now, Horatio ! you tremble 
and look pale : 

Is not this something more than fantasy ? 
What think you on’t? 

Hor. Before my God, I might not this 
believe 

t Without the sensible and true avouch 
Of mine own eyes. 

Mar. Is it not like the king ? 


Hor. As thou art to thyself: 

vSuch w^as the very armour he had on 

When he the ambitious Norw^ay com- 
bated ; 

So frowm’d he once, wdicn, in an angry 
parlc, 

I le smote the sledded Polacks on the ice. 

’Tis strange. 

Mar. Thus twice before, and jump at 
this dead hour, 

With martial stalk hath he gone by our 
watch. 

Ilor. In what particular thought to 
W’ork I know not ; 

But in the gross and scope of my opinion, 

1 his bodes some strange eruption to our 
state. 

Mar. Good now, sit down, and tell 
me, he that knows, 

Why this same strict and most obser\^ant 
watch 

So nightly toils the subject of the land. 

And ^\hy such daily cast of brazen cannon, 

And foreign mait for implements of war; 

Why such impress of shipwrights, whose 
sore task 

Does not divide the Sunday from the 
week ; 

What might lie toward, that this sweaty 
haste 

Doth make the night joint-labourer with 
the day: 

Who is’t that can inform me? 

Hor. That can I ; 

At least, the whisper goes so. Our last 
king. 

Whose image even but now appear’d to 
us. 

Was, as you know, by Fortinbras of 
Norway, 

Thereto prick’d on by a most emulate 
pride. 

Dared to the combat ; in which our 
valiant Plamlct — 

For so this side of our known world 
esteem’d him — 

Did slay this P'ortinbras ; who, by a seal’d 
cpjojpact, 

Well ratified by law and heraldry, 

Did forfeit, with his life, all those his 
lands 
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Which he stood seized of, to the con- 
queror : 

Against the which, a moiety competent 
Was gaged by our king; which had re- 
turn’d 

To the inheritance of Fortinbras, 
flad he been vanquisher; as, by the 
same covenant. 

And carriage of the article design’d, 

His fell to Hamlet Now, sir, young 
Fortinbras, 

Of unimproved mettle hot and full, 

Hath in the skirts of Norway here and 
there 

Shark’d up a list of lawless rcsolutes, ^ 
For food and diet, to some enterprise 
That hath a stomach in’t; which is no 
other — 

As it doth well appear unto our state — 
But to recover of us, by strong hand 
And terms compulsatory, those foresaid 
lands 

So by his father lost : and this, I take it, 
Is the main motive of our preparations. 
The source of this our watch and the 
chief head 

Of this post-haste and romage in the land. 

Ber, 1 think it be no other but e’en so : 
Well may it sort that this portentous 
figure 

Comes armed through our watch ; so like 
the king 

That was and is the question of these w-ars. 

Hor, A mote it is to trouble the mind’s 
eye. 

In the most high and palmy state of 
Rome, 

A little ere the mightiest Julius fell. 

The graves stood tenantless and the 
sheeted dead 

Hid squeak and gibber in the Roman 
streets : 

f As stars with trains of fire and dews of 
blood, 

Disasters in the sun ; and the moist star 
Upon whose influence Neptune’s empire 
stands 

Was sick almost to doomsday with eclipse: 
And even the like precurse of fierce events, 
As harbingers preceding still the fates 
And prologue to the omen coming on, 


Have heaven and earth together demon- 
strated 

Unto our climatures and countr}nnen. — 
But soft, behold ! lo, where it comes 
again ! 

Rc-cntci‘ Ghost, 

I’ll cross it, though it blast me. Stay, 
illusion ! 

If thou hast any sound, or use of voice. 
Speak to me : 

If there be any good thing to be done, 
That may to thee do ease and grace to me, 
Speak to me : \CocJz crozcjs. 

If thou art privy to thy country’s fate. 
Which, happily, foreknowing may avoid, 
O, speak ! 

Or if thou hast uphoarded in thy life 
Extorted treasure in the womb of earth, 
F or which, they say, you spirits oft walk 
in death, 

Speak of it : stay, and speak ! Stop it, 
Marcellas . 

Jl/dr. Shall I strike at it with my 
partisan ? 

ITor. Do, if it will not stand. 

Ber. ’Tis here I 

Hor. 'Tis here ! 

Mar. ’Tis gone ! \Exit Ghost. 

We do it wrong, being so majestical. 

To ofler it the show of violence ; 

For it is, as the air, invulnerable, 

And our vain blows malicious mockery. 

Ber. It was about to speak, when the 
cock crew. 

Hor. And then it started like a guilty 
thing 

Upon a fearful summons. I have heard. 
The cock, that is the trumpet to the morn, 
Doth with his lofty and shrill-sounding 
throat 

Awake the god of day; and, at his 
warning, 

Whether in sea or fire, in earth or air. 
The extravagant and erring spirit hies 
To his confine : and of the truth herein 
This present object made probation. 

Mar. It faded on the crowing of the 
cock. 

Some say that ever ’gainst that season 
comes 
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Wherein our Saviour’s luilh is celebrated, 

The bird of dawning singeth all night 
long : 

And then, they say, no spirit dare stir 
abroad ; 

The night aie wholesome; then no 
planets strike, 

No fairy takes, nor witch hath power to 
charm, 

So hallow’d and so gracious is the time. 
llor. So have I heard and do in part 
believe it. 

But, look, the mom, in russet mantle 
clad, 

Walks o’er the dew of yon high eastwaid 
hill: 

Break we our watch up; and by my 
advice, 

Let us impart what we have seen to-night 

Unto young Hamlet; for, upon my life. 

This spirit, dumb to us, will speak to 
him. 

Do you consent we ohall acquaint him 
with it. 

As needful in our loves, fitting our duly ? 
Mar. Let’s do't, I pray; and I thi^ 
morning know 

Where we shall find him most conve- 
niently. \Exeunt. 

Scene II. A room cf state in the castle. 

Enter the King, Queen, Hamlet, 
POLONIUS, I.AERTES, VOLTIMANI), 
Cornelius, Lords, Attendants. 

icing. Though yet of Hamlet our dear 
brother’s death 

The memory be green, and that it us 
befitted 

To bear our hearts in grief and our whole 
kingdom 

To be contracted in one brow of woe, 

Yet so far hath discretion fought with 
nature 

That we with wisest sorrow' think on 
him. 

Together wdth remembrance of ourselves. 

Therefore our sometime sister, now our 
queen, 

The imperial jointress to this warlike 
slate. 


Have we, as ’twere with a defeated joy, — 
With an auspicious and a dropping eye, 
With mirth in funeral and with dirge in 
marriage, 

In equal scale w’eighing delight and 
dole, — 

Taken to wife : nor have we herein barr’d 
Your better wisdoms, which have fieely 
gone 

With this affair along. F or all, our thanks. 
Now follows, that you know, young 
Fortinbras, 

Holding a w'eak supposal of our worth. 
Or thinking by our late dear brother’s 
death 

Ciur state to be disjoint and out of frame, 
Colleagued with the dream of his advan- 
tage, 

He hath not fail’d to pester us with 
message, 

Importing the surrender of those lands 
1 .ost by his father, with all bonds of law, 
d'o our most valiant brother. So much 
for him. 

Now' for ourself and for this time of meet- 
ing: 

Thus much the business is : we have here 
writ 

To Norw’ay, uncle of young Fortinbras, — 
Who, impotent and bed-rid, scarcely hears 
Of this his nephew’s purpose, — to sup- 
press 

His further gait heiein ; in that the levies. 
The lists and full proportions, are all 
made 

Out of his subject ; and w’e here dis- 
patch 

You, good Cornelius, and you, Voltimand, 
P'or bearers of this greeting to old Nor- 
way; 

Giving to you no further personal powder 
To business with the king, more than 
the scope 

Of these delated articles allow'. 

Farew'ell, and let your haste commend 
your duty. 

Cor. ) In that and all things will we 

Vol. j show our duty. 

JCing. We doubt it nothing: heartily 
farew'ell. [Exeunt Voltimand and 
Cornelius. 
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And now, Laertes, what’s the news with 
you? 

You told us of some suit; what is’t, 
Laertes ? 

You cannot speak of reason to the Dane, 
And lose your voice : what wouldst thou 
beg, Laertes, 

That shall not be my offer, not thy asking? 
The head is not more native to the heait, 
The hand more instrumental to the mouth, 
Than is the throne of Denmark to thy 
father. 

What wouldst thou have, Laertes ? 

Laer, My dread lord. 

Your leave and favour to return to France ; 
From whence though willingly I came to 
Denmark, 

To show my duty in your coronation. 

Yet now, I must confess, that duty 
done, 

My thoughts and wishes bend again 
toward France 

And bow them to your gracious leave and 
pardon. 

King. Have you your father’s leave ? 
What says Polonius ? 

Pol. lie hath, my lord, wrung from me 
my slow leave 

By laboursome petition, and at last 
Upon his will I seal’d my hard consent: 

I do beseech you, give him leave to go. 

King. Take thy fair hour, Laertes; 
time be thine, 

And thy best graces spend it at thy will I 
But now, my cousin Hamlet, and my 
son, — 

^Ham. [Aside] A little more than kin, 
and less than kind. 

King. How is it that the clouds still 
hang on you ? 

Haf/i. Not so, my lord; I am too 
much i’ the sun. 

Queen. Good Hamlet, cast thy nighted 
colour off. 

And let thine eye look like a friend on 
Denmark. 

Do not for ever with thy vailed lids 
Seek for thy noble father in the dust : 
Thou know’st ’tis common ; all that lives 
must die, 

Passing through nature to eternity. 


Ham. Ay, madam, it is common. 

Queen. If it be. 

Why seems it so particular with thee ? 

Ham. Seems, madam ! nay, it is ; I 
know not ‘seems.’ 

’Tis not alone my inky cloak, good 
mother, 

Nor customary suits of solemn black. 

Nor windy suspiration of forced breath, 
No, nor the fruitful river in the eye, 

Nor the dejected ’haviour of the visage, 
Together with all forms, moods, shapes 
of grief, 

That can denote me truly: these indeed 
seem. 

For they are actions that a man might 
play: 

But I have that within which passeth 
show ; 

These but the trappings and the suits of 
woe. 

King. Tis sweet and commendable in 
your nature, Hamlet, 

To give these mourning duties to your 
father : 

But, you must know, your father lost a 
father ; 

That father lost, lost his, and the survivor 
bound 

In filial obligation for some term 
To do obsequious sorrow : but to per- 
sever 

In obstinate condolemcht is a course 
Of impious stubbornness; ’tis unmanly 
grief ; 

It shows a will most incorrect to heaven, 
A heart unfortified, a mind impatient, 

An understanding simple and unschool’d : 
For what we know must be and is as 
common 

As any the most vulgar thing to sense, 
Why should we in our peevish opposition 
Take it to heart ? Fie ! ’tis a fault to 
heaven, 

A fault against the dead, a fault to nature. 
To reason most absurd; whose common 
theme 

Is death of fathers, and who still hath 
ciied. 

From the first corse till he that died 
tc-day, 
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‘ '] his musl. ])e so.’ We ju-ay you, throw 
to earth 

This imprevailing ^^oc, and think of us 
As of a father : for let the world take note, 
You are the nio^t immediate to oui 
thione ; 

Aiid'will) no le'-s noliility of love 
Than that which ilearest father beats his 
son, 

Do I imparl'toward you. For your intent 
In going back to scliool in ^Vlttenbcrg, 

It is most letrograde to our desire: 

And we beseech you, bend you to lemairi 
Here, in the cheer and comfort of our eye, 
Our chiefest courtier, cousin and our son. 

Queen Let md thy mother lose her 
jirayers, Hamlet: 

I pray thee, stay with us; go not to 
Wittcnlicig. 

Ilani, I shall in all my best obey you, 
madam. 

AYhy, 'tis a loving and a fair 
leply: ^ 

lie as cm self in Dei mark. Madam, come ; 
This gende and unforced accord of 
Hamlet 

Sits smihng to my heart : in grace whereof, 
No jocund heal til that Denmark drinks 
to-day, 

but the great cannon to the clouds shall 
tell. 

And the king’s rouse the heavens shall 
bruit again, 

Re -speaking earthly thunder. Come 
away. \EAeunt all but Hamlet. 

Ham. O, that this too loo solid flesh 
would melt, 

Thaw and resolve itself into a dew ! 

Or that the Everlasting had not fi^’d 
Ilis canon ’gainst self- slaughter ! O 
God ! God ! 

How weary, stale, flat and unprofitable, 
Seem to me all the uses of this world I 
khc on ’t ! ah fie ! ’tis an unweeded garden, 
I'hat grows to seed; things rank and 
gross in nature 

Possess it merely. That it should come 
to this ! 

But two months dead : nay, not so much, 
not two : 

So excellent a king ; that was, to this, 


Hyperion to a satyr; so loving to my 
mother 

That he might not beteem the winds of 
heaven 

Visit her face too roughly. Heaven and 
earth ! 

Must I remember ? why, she w ould hang 
on him, 

As if increase of appetite had grown 

By what it fed on: and yet, within a . 
month — 

Let me not think on’t — Frailty, thy 
name is woman ! — 

A little month, or ere those shoes were old 

With w'hich she follow'Vl my poor father’s 

‘ body, 

Like Niobc, all teais:— why she, even 
she — 

O God ! a beast, that wants discourse of 
reason, 

Would have mourn’d longer — married 
with my uncle, 

My fathers brother, but no more like 
my father 

Than I to Hercules: within a month : 

Ere yet the salt of most unrighteous tears 

Had left the flushing in her galled eyes, 

She mariied. O, most wdeked speed, to 
post 

With such dexterity to incestuous sheets ! 

It is not nor it cannot come to good: 

But bleak, my heart; for I must bold 
my longue. 

Enter Horatio, Marcellus, and 
Bernardo. 

Ilor. Hail to your lordship ! 

Ham. I am glad to see you well : 

Horatio, — or I do forget myself. 

Hor, The same, my lord, and your 
pool servant ever. 

Ham. Sir, my good friend ; I ’ll change 
that name with you : 

And w’hat make you from Wittenberg, 
Horatio ? 

Marcellus ? 

Mar. My good lord — 

Hain. I am very glad to see you. 
Good even, sir. 

But what, in faith, make you from 
Wittenberg ? 
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Hor. A truant disposition, good my 
lord. 

Ham. I would not hear your enemy 
say so, 

Nor shall you do mine car that violence, 

To make it truster of your own report 

Against yourself: I know you are no 
truant. 

But w'hal is your affair in Elsinore? 

AV'eMl teach you to drink deep ere you 
depart. 

Ilor. iVly lord, I came to sec your 
father’s funeral. 

Ha77i. I pray thee, do not mock me, 
fellow-student ; 

I think it was to see my mother’s wed- 
ding. 

Ho7\ Indeed, my lord, it follow’d hard 
upon. 

Ha7n. Thrift, thrift, Horatio! the 
funeral baked meats 

Did coldly furnish forth the marriage 
tables. 

Would I had met my dearest foe in heaven 

Or ever I had seen that day, Horatio! 

My father ! — methinks I see my father, 

IIo7\ Where, my lord ? 

Ham. In my mind’s eye, Horatio. 

lIo7\ I saw him once ; he was a 
goodly king. 

Ham. He was a man, take him for 
all in all, 

1 shall not look upon his like again. 

Hor. My lord, I think I saw him 
yesternight. 

Ham. Saw ? who ? 

Hor. My lord, the king your father. 

Ham. The king my father ! 

Hor. Season your admiration for a 
while 

With an attcnt ear, till I may deliver, 

Upon the witness of these gentlemen, 

This marvel to you. 

Ham. For God’s love, let me hear. 

Hor. Two nights together had these 
gentlemen, 

Marcellus and Bernardo, on their watch. 

In the dead vast and middle of the night, 

Been thus encounter’d. A figure like 
your father, 

Armed at point exactly, cap-a-pe, 


Appears before them, and with solemn 
march 

Goes slow and stately by them ; thrice 
he walk’d 

By their oppress’d and fear-surprised eyes. 

Within his truncheon’s length; whilst 
they, distill’d 

Almost to jelly with the act of fear, 

Stand dumb and speak not to him. 
This to me 

In dieadful secrecy impart they did ; 

And I with them the third night kept 
the w'atch: 

Where, as they had deliver'd, both in time, 

Form of the thing, each word made true 
and good, 

The apparition comes : I knew your 
father ; 

These hands are not more like. • 

Ha77i. But where w’as this ? 

Mar. My lord, upon the platform 
where we w’atch'd. 

Ha7}i. Did you not speak to it ? 

Ilor. My lord, I did; 

But answer made it none: yet once 
metho light 

It lifted up it head and did addre.ss 

It'^elf to motion, like as it would speak ; 

But even then the morning cock crew 
loud, 

And at the sound it shrunk in haste aw'ay, 

And vanish’d from our sight. 

Ha77i. ’Tis very strange. 

Hor. As I do live, my honour'd lord, 
’tis true; 

And we did think it writ dowui in our duty 

To let you know of it. 

Hat/i. Indeed, indeed, sirs, but this 
troubles me. 

Hold you the watch to-night ? 

I We do, my lord. 

Ham. Arm’d, say you ? 

I Arm’d, my lord. 

Ham. From top to toe ? 

I My lord, from head to foot. 

Ha77i. Then saw you not his face ? 

Hor. O, yes, my lord ; he wore his 
beaver up. 
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Ham. What, look'd he frownitigly i 

Hor. A countenance more in soirow 
than in anger. 

Pale or led ? 

Hor. Nay, very pale. 

Ha?n. And fix’d his eyes upon you? 

Hor. Most constantly. 

Ha/u. I would I had ])ccn there. 

Hor. It would have much amazed 

you. 

Ham. Very like, very like. Stay’d 
it long ? 

Hor. While one with moderate haste 
might tell a hundred. 

Mar. ) T , 

Bor. 1 longei. 

Ho?-. Not wdicn I saw’t. 

Ha??i. His beard was grizzled, — 
no ? 

Ho?\ It was, as I have seen it in his 
t life, 

* A sable silvei'd. 

Ham. 1 will watch to-night ; 

Perchance ’twill w'all again. 

Ho?'. I w'arrant it will. 

Ha??i. If it assume my noble father's 
person. 

I’ll speak to it, though hell itself should 
gape 

And bid me hold my peace. I pray you 
all, 

If you have hitherto conceal’d this sight. 

Let it be tenable in your silence still ; 

And w'hatsoever else shall hap to-night, 

Give it an understanding, but no tongue : 

I wdll requite your loves. So, fare you 
well : 

Upon the platform, ’twixt eleven and 
tw'elve, 

I’ll visit you. 

AT. . Our duty to your honour. 

Ha???. Vour loves, as mine to you : 
farew'ell. [Ea e?int all but Hauilct. 

My father’s spirit in arms ! all is not 
well ; 

I doubt some foul play : would the night 
weie come ! 

Till then sit still, my soul : foul deeds 
will rise, 

Though all the earth o’erwhelm them, to 
men’s eyes. \Exit. 


Scene III. A ?'oo??i m PoIo??itis^ house. 
E??ter Laertes and Ophelia. 

Laer. My necessaries are embark’d: 
farewell : 

And, sister, as the winds give benefit 
And convoy is assistant, do not sleej). 

But let me hear from you. 

Oph. Do you doubt that ? 

Lacr. For Hamlet and the trifling of 
his favour. 

Hold it a fashion and a toy in blood, 

A violet in the youth of primy nature. 
Forward, not permanent, .sw^eet, not 
lasting, 

The perfume and suppliance of a minute ; 
No moie. 

Oph. No more but so ? 

Lacr. Think it no more : 

For nature, crescent, does not grow 
alone 

In thew’S and bulk, but, as this temple 
waxes, 

'i'he inward service of the mind and soul 
Grows wide withal. Perhaps he loves 
5 'ou now, 

And now no soil nor cautel doth be- 
smirch 

The virtue of his wdll : but you must 
fear. 

His greatness weigh’d, his wdll is not his 
own ; 

For he himself is subject to his birth : 

He may not, as unvalued persons do, 
Carve for himself ; for on his choice de- 
pends 

The safety and health of this whole 
state ; 

And therefore must his choice be cir- 
cumscribed 

Unto the voice and yielding of that 
body 

Whereof he is the head. Then if he says 
he loves you, 

It fits your wisdom so far to believe it 
As he in his particular act and place 
May give his saying deed ; which is no 
further 

Than the main voice of Denmark goes 
withal. 
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Then weigh what loss your honour may 
sustain, 

If with too credent ear you list his 
songs, 

Or lose your heart, or your chaste trea- 
sure open 

To his unniaslerhl importunity. 

P'ear it, Ophelia, fear it, my dear sister, 

.Vnd keep you in the rear of your affec- 
tion. 

Out of the shot and danger of desire. 

1'he chariest maid is prodigal enough, 

If she unmask her beauty to the moon : 

Ahrtue itself ’scapes not calumnious 
strokes : 

The canker galls the infants of the* 
spiing. 

Too oft before their buttons be dis- 
closed. 

And in the morn and liquid dew of 
youth 

Contagious blastments are most im- 
minent. 

lie wary then ; best safety lies in fear : 

Youth to itself rebels, though none else 
near. 

Oph. I shall the effect of this good 
lesson keep, 

As watchman to my heart. But, good 
my brother. 

Do not, as some ungracious pastors do, 

Show me the steep and thorny way to 
heaven ; 

Whiles, like a puff’d and reckless liber- 
tine. 

Himself the primrose path of dalliance 
treads. 

And recks not his OAvn rede. 

Laer. O, fear me not. 

1 stay too long : but lieie my father 
comes, 

Enter Polonius. 

A double blessing is a double grace ; 

Occasion smiles upon a second leave. 

Pol, Yet here, Laertes ! aboard, aboard, 
for shame ! 

The wind sits in the shoulder of your 
sail, 

And you are stay’d for. There ; my 
blessing wdth thee ! 

VOL. III. 


And these few precepts in thy memory 
See thou character. Give thy thoughts 
no tongue, 

Nor any unproportion’d thought his 
act. 

Be thou familiar, but by no means 
vulgar. 

Those fi lends thou hast, and their adop- 
tion tried, 

Grapple them to thy soul with hoops of 
steel ; 

But do not dull thy palm with enter- 
tainment 

Of each new-hatch’d, unfledged comrade. 
Bew^are 

Of entrance to a quarrel, but being in, 
Bear’t that the opposed may beware of 
thee. 

Give every man thy ear, but few thy 1 
voice ; 

Take each man’s censure, but reserve 
thy judgement. 

Costly thy habit as thy j'rurse can buy, 

But not express’d in fancy; rich, not 
gaudy ; 

For the apparel oft proclaims the man. 
And they in Franco of the best rank and 
station 

fAre of a most select and generous chief 
in that. 

Neither a borrow'er nor a lender be ; 

For loan oft loses both itself and friend. 
And bon owing dulls the edge of hus- 
bandry. 

This above all : to thine own self be true, 
And it must follow', as the night the day, 
Thou cans! not then be false to any man. 
Farew’ell : my blessing season this in 
thee ! 

Laer, Most humbly do I take my 
leave, my lord. 

Pol, The time invites you; go; your 
servants tend. 

Laer, Farewell, Ophelia ; and re- 
member well 
What I have said to you. 

Oph. ’Tis in my memory lock’d, 

And you yourself shall keep the key of it. 

Laer, Farewell. \Exit. 

Pol, What is’t, Ophelia, he hath said 
to you ? 

N 
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Op/i, So please you, something loiich- 
ing the Lord IJamlet. 

Pol. Marry, well bethought: 

’Tis told me, he hath very oft of late 

Given 2 )rivate time to you; and you 
yourself 

Have of your audience been most free 
and bounteous: 

If it be so, as so ’tis juU on me, 

And that in way of caution, I must tell 
you, 

You do not undei stand yourself so clearly 

As it behoves my daughter and your 
honour. 

What is between you? give me up the 
truth 

Oph. lie hath, my lord, of late made 
many Icndeis 

Of his affection to me. 

Pol. Affection! joooh! you sj^eak like 
a green girl, 

Unsifted in such jierilous circumstance. 

Do you believe his tendeis, as you call 
them ? 

Oph. 1 do not know, my lord, what I 
should think. 

/W. Many, I’ll teach you; think 
yourself a baby; 

That you have ta’en these tenders for 
tiue i^ay, 

Which are not sterling. Tender yourself 
more dearly; 

Or — not to crack the wind of the poor 
phrase, 

Running it thus — you’ll tender me a fool. 

Oph. My lord, he hath imi^ortuned 
me Mith love 

In honouiable fadiion. 

Pol. Ay, fashion you may call it; go 
to, go to. 

Oph. And hath given countenance to 
his speech, my lord, 

With almost all the holy vows of heaven. 

Pol. Ay, sjiringes to catch woodcocks. 
I do know. 

When the blood burns, how prodigal the 
soul 

Lends the tongue vows ; these blazes, 
daughter, 

Giving more light than heat, extinct in 
both. 


Even in their 2 :)romise, as it is a-mak- 

ing, 

You must not take for fire. From this 
time 

Be somewhat scanter of your maiden 
presence ; 

Set your entreatments at a higher rate 
Than a command to parley. For Lord 
Hamlet, 

Believe so much in him, that he is 
young. 

And with a larger tether may he walk 
Than may be given you : in few, Ophelia, 
Do not believe his vows; for they are 
brokers, 

Not of that dye which their investments 
show, 

But mere implorators of unholy suits, 
Breathing like sanctified and j^ious bawds, 
The better to beguile. This is for all ; 

I would not, in plain terms, from this 
time forth, 

Have you so slander any moment leisure, 
As to give words or talk with the Lord 
Hamlet. 

Look to't, I charge you: come your 
ways. 

Oph. I shall obey, my lord. {Exeunt. 

Scene IV. The platfonn. 

Enter FIamlet, Horatio, a7id 
Marcellus. 

Ham. The air bites shrewdly; it is 
very cold. 

Hor. It is a nipping and an eager aii. 

Ham. What hour now ? 

Hor. I think it lacks of twelve. 

Maf, No, it is stiuck. 

Hor. Indeed ? I heard it not ; then it 
draws near the season 
Wherein the s^firit held his wont to walk. 
{A flourish of trumpets., and ordnance 
shot ofl'i within. 

What does this mean, my lord ? 

Ham. The king doth wake to-night 
and takes his rouse, 

Keeps \vassail, and the swaggering up- 
spring reels ; 

And, as he diains his draughts of Rhenish 
down, 
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The kettle-drum and trumpet thus bray 
out 

The trium})h of his pledge. 

Jlor, Is it a custom ? 

Ham. Ay, marry, is’t: 

But to my mind, though I am native 
heie 

And to the manner born, it is a custom 
Moie honour’d in the breach than the 
observance. 

Tins heavy-headed revel east and west 
Makes us traduced and tax’d of other 
nations : 

They clep’e us drunkards, and with swinish 
phrase 

Soil our addition; and indeed it takes 
From our achievements, though per- 
form’d at height, 

The pith and marrow of our attribute. 

So, oft it chances in particular men, 

That for some vicious mole of nature in 
them. 

As, in their birth — wherein they are not 
guilty, 

Since nature cannot choose his origin — 
By the o’ergrowth of some complexion. 
Oft breaking down the pales and forts of 
reason, 

Or by some habit that too much o’er- 
leavens 

The form of plausive manners, that these 
men, 

Carrying, I say, the stamp of one de- 
fect, 

Being nature’s livery, or fortune’s star, — 
Their virtues else — be they as pure as 
grace. 

As infinite as man may undergo — 

Shall in the general censure take cor- 
ruption 

I'rom that particular fault : the dram of 
teale 

Ooth all the noble substance 
To his own scandal, 

Hor. Look, my lord, it comes ! 

Etiter Ghost. 

Ham. Angels and ministers of grace 
defend us ! 

Be thou a spirit of health or goblin 
damn’d, 


Bring with thee airs from heaven or 
blasts from hell, 

Be thy intents wicked or charitable. 

Thou comest in such a questionable shape 
That I will speak to thee ; I ’ll call thee 
Ilamlct, 

King, father, royal Dane : O, answer me ! 
Let me not burst in ignorance ; but tell 
Why thy canonized bones, hearsed in 
death, 

Have burst their cerements ; why the 
sepulchre, 

Wherein we saw thee quietly inurn’d, 
Hath oped his ponderous and marble 
jaws, 

To cast thee up again. What may this 
mean. 

That thou, dead corse, again in complete 
steel 

Revisit’st thus the glimpses of the moon, 
Making night hideous; and we fools of 
nature 

So horridly to shake our disposition 
With thoughts beyond the reaches of our 
souls ? 

Say, why is this ? w^herefore ? what should 
we do ? [Ghost beckons Hamlet. 

Hor. It beckons you to go away with it, 
As if it some impartment did desire 
To you alone. 

Mar. Look, with what courteous action 
It waves you to a more removed ground ; 
But do not go with it. 

Hor, No, by no means. 

Ham, It will not speak ; then I will 
follow it. 

Hor, Do not, my lord. 

Ham, Why, what should be the fear ? 
I do not set my life at a pin’s fee ; 

And for my soul, what can it do to that. 
Being a thing immortal as itself? 

It waves me forth again : I ’ll follow it. 

Hor, What if it tempt you toward the 
flood, my lord, 

Or to the dreadful summit of the cliff 
That beetles o’er his base into the sea. 
And there assume some other horrible 
form, 

Which might deprive your sovereignty of 
reason 

And diaw you into madness ? think of it : 
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The very place puts toys of desperation, 
Without m(;re motive, into every brain 
That looks so many fathoms to the sea 
And hears it roar beneath. 

Jla7)i. It waves me still. 

Go on; I’ll follow thee. 

Mar. ^k)U shall not go, my lord. 

ITam. 1 1 old off your hands. 

llor. Be ruled ; you shall not go. 

Ilam, My fate cries out, 

x\nd makes each petty artery in this body 
As hardy as the Nemean lion’s nerve. 

Still am I call’d. Unhand me, gentlemen. 
By heaven, I’ll make a ghost of him that 
lets me ! 

I say, away! Go on; I’ll follow thee. 

Ghost and Jlaml^t. 
IIo>\ He waxes desperate with ima- 
gination. 

Afa7\ Let’s follow; His not fit thus to 
obey him. 

Ilor. Have alter. To what issue will 
this come ? 

Something is rotten in the state 
of Denmark. 

Idor. Heaven will direct it. 

Maj\ Nay, let’s follow him. \Exeti7if, 

Scene V. Anofhei' fai^t of the flat f 07^771, 
E7itcr Ghost ayid Hamlet. 

JIam. Where wilt thou lead me? 

speak; I’ll go no further. 

Ghost. Mark me. 

Ha 771. I will. 

Ghost. "My hour is almost come, 
When I to sul])hurous and tormenting 
flames 

Must render up myself. 

Ha77i. Alas, poor ghost ! 

Ghost. Pity me not, but lend thy seri- 
ous hearing 

To what I shall unfold. 

Haf7i, Sj)eak ; I am bound to hear. 
Ghost. So art thou to revenge, when 
thou shall hear. 

HatJi. What? 

Ghost. I am thy father’s spirit. 

Doom’d for a certain term to walk the 
night, 

And for the da)'^ confined to fast in fires, 


Till the foul crimes done in my days of 
nature 

Arc burnt and purged aw.ay. But that I 
am forbid 

To tell the secrets of my prison-house, 
t could a tale unfold whose lightest word 
Would harrow up thy soul, freeze thy 
young blood, 

Make thy two eyes, like stars, start from 
their spheres, 

Thy knotted and combined locks to part 
And each particular hair to stand an end, 
Like fjuills u])on the fretful porpentine : 
But this eternal blazon must not be 
To ears of flesh and blood. List, list, 
• O, list ! 

If thou didst ever thy dear father love — 

Haiti. O God 1 

Ghost. Revenge his foul and most un- 
natural murder. 

ILivi. Murder! 

Ghost. Murder most foul, as in the best 
it is; 

But this most foul, strange and unnatural. 

Ham. Haste me to know ’t, that I, with 
wings as swift 

As meditation or the thoughts of love, 
May sweep to my revenge. 

Ghost. I find thee apt ; 

And duller .shoiildst thou be than the fat 
W'eed 

That roots itself in case on Lethe wharf, 
Wouldst thou not stir in this. Now', 
Hamlet, hear: 

’Tis given out that, sleeping in my orchard, 
A serpent stung me ; so the whole ear of 
Denmark 

Is by a forged process of my death 
Rankly abused ; but know, thou noble 
youth, 

The serpent that did sting thy father’s life 
Now' W'ears his crown. 

Hain. O my prophetic soul ! 

My uncle ! 

Ghost. Ay, that incestuous, that adulter- 
ate beast, 

M ith witchcraft of his wit, wdth traitorous 
gifts,— 

O wdeked wit and gifts, that have the 
power 

So to seduce! — w'on to his shameful lust 
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The will of my most seeming-virtuous 
queen : 

0 Hamlet, what a falling-ofT was there ! 
I''rom me, whose love was of that dignity 
riiat it went hand in hand even with the 

vow 

1 made to her in marriage, and to decline 
I 'poll a wretch whose natural gifts w'ere 

]ioor 

To those of mine ! 

hut virtue, as it never will he moved. 
Though lew'diiess court it in a shape of 
heaven, 

So lust, though to a radiant angel link’d. 
Will sate itself in a celestial bed, 

\nd prey on garbage. ' 

but, soft ! methinks I scent the morning 
air ; 

biief let me be. Sleeping wdthin my 
01 chard, 

My custom always of the afternoon. 

Upon my secure hour thy uncle stole, 
With juice of cuised hebenon in a vial, 
And in the porches of my ears did pour 
The leperous distilmcnt ; whose effect 
Holds such an enmity with blood of 
man 

That swift as quicksilver it courses through 
The natural gates and alleys of the body. 
And with a sudden vigour it doth posset 
And curd, like eager droppings into milk. 
The thin and wholesome blood : so did 
it mine ; 

And a most instant tetter bark’d about, 
Most lazar-like, with vile and loathsome 
crust, 

All my smooth body. 

Thus wa'^ I, sleeping, by a brother’s hand 
Of life, of crown, of queen, at once dis- 
patch’d : 

Cut off even in the blossoms of my sin, 
Unhousel’d, disappointed, unaneled. 

No reckoning made, but sent to my account 
With all my imperfections on my head : 

* ), horrible ! O, horrible ! most horrible! 
If thou hast nature in thee, bear it not; 
Uet not the royal bed of Denmark be 
A couch for luxury and damned incest. 
Hut, howsoever thou pursuest this act. 
Taint not thy mind, nor let thy soul con- 
trive 


Against thy mother aught : leave her to 
heaven 

And to those thorns that in her bosom 
lodge, 

To prick and sting her. Fare thee well 
at once ! 

The glow'-worm show^s the matin tcj be 
near, 

And ’gins to pale his uneffectual fire : 
Adieu, adieu ! Hamlet, remember me. 

\Ex/t. 

IIa?it. O all you host of heaven ! O 
earth ! what else ? 

And shall I couple hell ? O, fie ! Hold, 
hold, my heart; 

And you, my sinews, grow not instant old, 
Tut bear me stiffly up. Remember thee ! 
Ay, thou i)oor ghost, while memory holds 
a seat 

In this distracted globe. Remember thee ! 
Vea, from the table of my memory 
I’ll wipe aw’ay all trivial fond records, 

All saws of books, all forms, all pressures 
past, 

That youth and observation copied there; 
And thy commandment all alone shall live 
Within the book and volume of my brain, 
Unmix’d w'ith baser matter ; yes, by 
heaven ! 

O most pernicious woman 1 

0 villain, villain, smiling, damned villain ! 
My tables, — meet it is I set it down. 
That one may Snile, and smile, and be a 

villain ; 

At least I’m sure it may be so in Den- 
mark : [ Writing. 

vSo, uncle, there you are. Now to my word ; 
It is ‘Adieu, adieu! remember me.’ 

1 have sworn ’t. 

S'" } My lord, my lord,— 

Mar. \Withhi\ Lord Hamlet, — 

Hor. I leaven secure him ! 

Ham. So be it ! 

Ilor. [IVi/Ziia] Hillo, ho, ho, my lord! 

Ham. Hillo, ho, ho, boy ! come, bird, 
come. 

Enter Horatio aitd Marcellus. 

Mar. How is’t, my noble lord? 

Hor. What new s, my lord ? 
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Ham, O, wonderful ! 

Hor, Good my lord, tell it. 

Ha7}i. No; you’ll reveal it. 

Hor. Not I, my lord, by heaven. 

Mar. Nor I, my lord. 

Ham. How say you, then ; would heart 
of man once think it ? 

But you '11 be secret ? 

I Ay, by heaven, my lord. 

Ham, There's ne’er a villain dwelling 
in all Denmark 
But he’s an arrant knave. 

Hor, There needs no ghost, my lord, 
come from the grave 
To tell us this. 

Ham, Why, right ; you aie i’ the right ; 
And so, without more circumstance at all, 
I hold it fit that we shake hands and ]')art : 
You, as your busincbS and desiic shall 
point you ; 

For every man has business and desire. 
Such as it is ; and for mine own poor part, 
Look you, I'll go pray. 

Hor. These are but wild and whirling 
words, my lord. 

Ham. I 'm sorry they offend you, 
heartily ; 

Yes, ’faith, heartily. 

llor. There’s no offence, my lord. 
Ham. Yes, by Saint Batrick, but there 
is, Horatio, 

And much offence too. Touching this 
vision here. 

It is an honest ghost, that let me tell you : 
For your desire to know what is between 
us, 

O’ermaster’t as you may. And now, 
good friends. 

As you are friends, scholars and soldiers, 
Give me one poor request. 

Hor. What is’t, my lord? we will. 
Ham. Never make known W'hat you 
have seen to-night. 

I ]\Iy lord, we will not. 

Ham. Nay, but swear ’t. 

Hor. In faith. 

My lord, not I. 

Mar. Nor I, my lord, in faith. 

Ham. Upon my sword. 


Mar. We have sworn, my lord, already. 

Ham. Indeed, upon my sword, indeed. 

Ghost. \Beneath'\ Swear. 

IIa?u. Ah, ha, boy! say’st thou so? 
art thou there, truepenny ? 

Come on — you hear this fellow in the 
cellarage — 

Consent to swear. 

Hor. Propose the oath, my lord. 

Ham. Never to speak of this that you 
have seen, 

Swear by my sword. 

Ghost. \Bencath'\ Swear. 

Ham. Hie et ubique ? then we ’ll shift 
our ground. 

’Come hither, gentlemen, 

And lay your hands again upon my sword : 
Never to speak of this that you have heard, 
Swear by my sword. 

Ghost. [Beacath] Swear. 

Ham. Well said, old mole ! canst work 
i’ the earth so fast ? 

A W’orthy pioner ! Once more remove, 
good friends. 

Hor. O day and night, but this is 
wondrous stiange 1 

Ham. And therefore as a stranger give 
it welcome. 

Thcie are more things in heaven and earth, 
Hoiatio, 

Than are dreamt of in your philosophy. 
But come ; 

Here, as before, never, so help you mercy, 
How strange or odd soe’er I bear myself, 
As I perchance hereafter shall think meet 
To put an antic disposition on, 

That you, at such times seeing me, never 
shall. 

With arms encumber’d thus, or this head- 
shake, 

O r by ])ronoun ci ng of some doubtful phrase , 
As ‘ Well, well, we know,’ or ‘ We could, 
an if we would,’ 

Or * If we list to speak,’ or ^ There be, 
an if they might,’ 

Or such ambiguous giving out, to note 
That you know aught of me : this not to do, 
So grace and mercy at your most need 
help you, 

Sw'ear. 

Ghost. \BeneatJi\ Swear. 
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I I am. Rest, rest, perturbed spirit ! 
l^They stuear.'] So, gentlemen, 

With all my love I do commend me to you : 
And what so poor a man as Hamlet is 
May do, to express his love and friending 
to you, 

God willing, shall not lack. Let us go in 
together ; 

And still your fingers on your lips, I pray. 
•I'he time is out of joint : O cursed spite, 
That ever I was born to set it right ! 

Nay, come, let’s go together. \Excunt. 

ACT II. 

Scene I. A room in rolonhis' house. 

Enter PoLONius and Reynaldo. 

Pol. Give him this money and these 
notes, Reynaldo. 

Key. I will, my lord. 

Pol. You shall do marvellous wisely, 
good Reynaldo, 

before you visit him, to make inquiie 
Of his behaviour. 

Rcy. My lord, I did intend it. 

Pol. jNIarry, well said ; very well said. 
Look you, sir. 

Inquire me first what Danskersare in Paris; 
And how, and who, what means, and 
where they keep, 

What company, at what expense; and 
finding 

Ry thisencompassmentanddrift ofquestion 
That they do know my son, come you 
more nearer 

Than your particular demands will touch it : 
Take you, as ’tw^ere, some distant know- 
ledge of him; 

As thus, ‘ I know his father and hisfriends. 
And in part him ; ’ do you maik this, 
Reynaldo ? 

Ay, very well, my lord. 

Pol. ‘ And in part him ; but’ you may 
say ‘ not well : 

Rut, if’t be he I mean, he’s very wild; 
Addicted so and so : ’ and there put on him 
What forgeries you please; marry, none 
so rank 

As may dishonour him ; take heed of that ; 
But, sir, such wanton, wild and usual slips 


As are companions noted and most known 
To youth and liberty. 

Key. As gaming, my lord. 

Pol. Ay, or drinking, fencing, swearing, 
quarrelling, 

Drubbing : you may go so far. 

Key. My lord, that would dishonour 
him. 

Pol. ’P'aith, no ; as you may season it 
in the charge. 

You must not put another scandal on him, 
That he is open to incontinency ; 

That’s not my meaning: but bieathe his 
faults so quaintly 

That they may seem the taints of h])erty, 
The flash and outbreak of a fiery mind, 

A savageness in unreclaimed blood. 

Of general assault. 

Rcy. Rut, my good loid, — 

Pol. Wherefore should you do this ? 
Rcy. Ay, my loid, 

I w’ould know that. 

Pol. Marry, sir, here’s my diift; 

And, I believe, it is a fetch of wit : 

You laying these slight sullies on my 
son. 

As ’twere a thing a little soil’d i’ the 
working, 

Mark you, 

Your paity in converse, him you would 
sound. 

Having ever seen in the pienominate crimes 
The youth you breathe of guilty, be assured 
He closes with you in this consequence ; 

‘ Good sir,’ or so, or ‘ friend,’ or ‘ gentle- 
man,’ 

According to the phrase or the addition 
Of man and country. 

Rey. Ver}’^ good, my lord. 

Pol. And then, sir, does he this — he 
does — what was I about to say ? By the 
mass, I was about to say something : 
where did I leave? 

Rey. At ‘closes in the consequence,’ 
at ‘friend or so,’ and ‘gentleman.’ 

Pol. At ‘ closes in the consequence,’ ay, 
marry ; 

He closes thus : ‘ I know the gentleman ; 
I saw him yesterday, or t’ other day, 

Or then, or then; with such, or such; 
and, as you say. 
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There was a’ gaming; theie rVttook in’s 
rouse ; 

There falling out at tennis : ’ or perchance, 
‘ I saw him enter such a house of sale,’ 
Videlicet, a biothel, or so forth. 

See you now ; 

Your bait of falsehood takes this carp of 
tiiith; 

And thus do we of wisdom and of reach, 
With w'indlasses and wdth assays of bias. 
By indirections find directions out: 

So by my former lecture and advice. 
Shall yon my son. You have me, have 
you not ? 

Eey. My lord, I have. 

/W. God be wi’ you ; fare you w^ell. 
Try. Good my loid ! 

Toi. Observe his inclination in yourself. 
Eey. 1 shall, my lord. 

/W. And let him ]dy his music. 

Eey. YT'll, my lord. 

Poi. I" a reive II I [Exi^ Reynaldo, 

En/er OriiELiA. 

How now, Ophelia! wdiat's the matter? 
OlIi, O, my lord, my lord, I have been 
so affrighted I 

/V'/. With what, i’ the name of God? 
O/li, My lord, as I was sewing in niy 
closet, 

Lord Hamlet, wdth his doublet all un- 
biaced ; 

No hat upon his head ; his stockings 
foul’d. 

Ungarter’d, and down-gyved to his ancle ; 
Pale as his shirt; his knees knocking 
each other; 

And wnih a look so piteous in purport 
As if he had been loosed out of hell 
To speak of horrors, — becomes before me. 
Pol. Mad for thy love ? 

Oph. My lord, I do not knows 

But truly, I do fear it. 

Pol. What said he ? 

Oph. He took me by the wTist and held 
me hard ; 

Then goes he to the length of all his arm ; 
And, with his other hand thus o’er his 
brow, 

He falls to such jicrusal of my face 
As he W'ould draw' it. Long stay’d he so ; 


At last, a little shaking of nine arm 
And thrice his head thus weaving up and 
down, 

He raised a sigh so piteous and profound 
As it did seem to shatter all his bulk 
And end his being : that done, he lets me 

And, with his head over his shoulder 
turn’d. 

He seem'd to find his w'ay without his- 
eyes ; 

For out o’ doors he W'cnt without their 
helps, 

x\nd, to the last, bended their light on me. 

Pol. Come, go with me : I will go seek 
the king. 

This is the very ecstasy of love. 

Whose liolent property fordoes itself 
And leads the will to desperate under- 
takings 

As oft as any passion under heaven 
That does afflict our natures. I am sorry. 
What, have you given him any hard words 
of late ? 

Oph. No, my good lord, but, as you 
did command, 

I did rej>el his letters and denied 

I I is access to me. 

Pol. That hath made him mad. 

I am sorry that with better heed and 
judgement 

I had not ciuoted him : I fear’d he did 
but trifle, 

And meant to wTeck thee; but, beshrew 
my jealousy ! 

By heaven, it is as proper to our age 
To cast beyond ourselves in our opinions 
As it is common for the younger sort 
To lack discretion. Come, go we to the 
king: 

This must be known ; which, being kept 
close, might move 

More grief to hide than hate to utter love. 

\Exeiin(. 

v^CENE 11. A room in the castle. 

Enter King, Queen, Rosencrantz, 
Guiluenstern, and Attendants. 

King. Welcome, dear Rosencrantz and 
Guildenstern ! 
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Moreover that we much did long to see 
you, 

The need we have to use you did provoke 
)ur hasty sending. Something have you 
heard 

0f Hamlet’s transformation ; so call it, 
^ith nor the exterior nor the inward man 
kcsembles that it was. What it should be, 
^More than his father’s death, that thus 
i hath put him 

’So much from the understanding of him- 
I self, 

I cannot dream of: I entreat you both, 
That, being of so young days brought up 
with him, ^ 

And sith so neighbour’d to his youth and 
haviour. 

That you vouchsafe your rest here in our 
court 

Some little time : so by your companies 
To draw him on to pleasures, and to | 
gather, 

So much as from occasion you may glean, 
Whether aught, to us unknown, afflicts 
him thus, 

That, open'd, lies within our remedy. 

Queejt, flood gentlemen, he hath much 
talk’d of you ; 

And sure I am tw'o men there are not 
living 

To whom he more adheres. If it wall 
please you 

I'o show us so much gentry and good 
will 

As to expend your time with ns awhile, 

I’ or the supply and profit of our hope, 
Vour visitation shall receive such thanks 
As fits a king’s remembrance. 

Eos. Both your majesties 

IMight, by the sovereign jiow^er you have 
of us, 

but your dread pleasures more into com- 
mand 

Than to entreaty. 

G7itL But w’e both obey, 

And here give up ourselves, in the full 
bent 

To lay our service freely at your feet, 

To be commanded. 

Thanks, Rosencrantz and gentle 
Guildenstern. 


Queen. Thanks, Guildenstern and gentle 
Rosencrantz ; 

And I beseech you instantly to visit 
iVly too much changed son. Go, some 
of you, 

And bring these gentlemen where Hamlet 
is. 

GtiiL Heavens make our presence and 
our practices 

Ideasant and helpful to him ! 

Qiicui. Ay, amen ! 

\EAeiint Jvoicnc?'ant::,j Gitildcnslcrn^ 
a7id some Attcndayiis. 

Eiitcr POLONius. 

PoL The ambassadors from Norway, 
my good lord. 

Are joyfully return’d. 

King. Thou still hast been the father 
of good news. 

Pol. Have I, my lord ? 1 assure my 
good liege, 

I hold my duty, as I hold my soul, 

Both to my God and to my gracious king : 
And I do think, or else this brain of mine 
Hunts not the trail of policy so sure 
As it hath used to do, that I have found 
The very cause of Hamlet’s lunacy. 

King. O, speak of that ; that do I 
long to hear. 

Pol. Give first admittance to the am- 
bassadors ; 

My news shall be the fruit to that great 
feast. 

King. Thyself do grace to them, and 
bring them in. {Exit Poloniiis. 
He tells me, my dear Gertrude, he hath 
found 

The head and source of all your son’s 
distemper. 

Queen. I doubt it is no other but the 
main ; 

His father’s death, and our o’erhasty 
marriage. 

King. Well, we shall sift him. 

Re-enter Poi.ONius, 'iuifh Voltimand 
and Cornelius. 

Welcome, my good friends ! 
Say, Voltimand, what from our brother 
Norway ? 
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Volt. Most fair return of greetings and 
desires. 

Upon our first, he sent out to suppress 
Ilis nephew’s levies; which to him ap- 
pear’d 

To he a preparation ’gainst the Polack; 
But, better look’d into, he truly found 
It was against your highness: whereat 
grieved, 

That so his sickness, age and impotence 
Was falsely borne in hand, sends out 
arrests 

On Fortinbras ; which he, in brief, obeys; 
Receives rebuke from Norway, and in fine 
Makes vow before his uncle never more 
To give the assay of arms against your 
majesty. 

Whereon old Norway, overcome with joy. 
Gives him three thousand crowns in 
annual fee. 

And his commission to employ those 
soldiers, 

So levied as before, against the I’olnck : 
With an entreaty, herein further shown, 

[ Givi 71 if a paper. 
That it might please you to give quiet pass 
Through your dominions for this enter- 
prise, 

On such regards of safety and allowance 
As therein are set down. 

Kmg. It likes us well ; 

And at our more consider'd time we’ll 
read, 

Answer, and think upon this business. 
Meantime we thank you for your well- 
took labour : 

Go to your rest; at night we’ll feast to- 
gether : 

Most welcome home ! 

\Excunt J\^lti77ia7id and Co7'77cUus. 

Pol. This business iss well ended. 
My liege, and madam, to expostulate 
What majesty should be, what duty is. 
Why day is day, night night, and time is 
time. 

Were nothing but to waste night, day 
and time. 

Therefore, since brevity is the soul of wdt. 
And tediousness the limbs and outward 
flourishes, 

I will be brief : your noble son is mad : 


Mad call I it ; for, to define true madness, 
What is’t but to be nothing else but mad ? 
But let that go. 

Qnccn. More matter, with less art. 
Pol, Madam, I swear I use no art at 
all. 

That he is mad, ’tis true : ’tis true ’tis pity ; 
And pity ’tis ’tis true : a foolish figure ; 
But farewell it, for I will use no art. 

Mad let us grant him, then : and now- 
remains 

That we find out the cause of this effect, 
Or rather say, the cause of tliis defect, 
For this effect defective comes by cause: 
Thus it remains, and the remainder thus. 
Perpend. 

I have a daughter — have while she is 
mine — 

Who, in her duty and obedience, mark, 

I lath given me this : now gather, and 
surmise. {dreads. 

‘ To the celestial and my soul’s idol, the 

most beautified Ophelia,’ — 

That’s an ill phrase, a vile phrase; 
‘ ])eautified ’ is a vile phrase : but you 
shall hear, d’hus : \Reads. 

‘In her excellent white bosom, these, etc.’ 
Qneen, Came this from Hamlet to her ? 
Pol, Good madam, stay awhile ; I will 
be faithful. {Reads. 

‘ Doubt thou the stars are fire ; 
Doubt that the sun doth move ; 
Doubt truth to be a liar; 

But never doubt I love. 

‘ O dear Ophelia, I am ill at these 
numbers; I have not art to reckon my 
gioans : but that I love thee best, O most 
best, believe it. Adieu. 

‘ Thine evermore, most dear lady, whilst 
this machine is to him, Hamlet.’ 
This, in obedience, hath my daughter 
shown me, 

And more above, hath his solicitings. 

As they fell out by time, by means and 
place. 

All given to mine car. 

Kiitg. But how hath she 

Received his love ? 

Pol. What do you think of me ? 
King. As of a man faithful and hon- 
ourable. 
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/W. I would fain prove so. But what 
might you think. 

When I had seen this hot love on the 
wing — 

As I perceived it, I must tell you that, 
Before my daughter told me — what might 
you, 

Or my dear majesty your queen here, think, 
If I had play’d the desk or table-book, 

Or given my heart a winking, mute and 
dumb. 

Or look’d upon this love with idle sight ; 
What might you think? No, I went 
round to work, 

And my young mistress thus I didbespeak : 
* Lord llamlet is a prince, out of thy star ; 
This must not be and then I prescripts 
gave her, 

That she should lock herself from his 
resort, 

Admit no messengers, receive no tokens. 
Which done, she took the fruits of my 
advice ; 

And he, repulsed — a short tale to make — 
I'ell into a sadness, then into a fast. 
Thence to a watch, thence into a weakness, 
Thence to a lightness, and, by this de- 
clension. 

Into the madness wherein now he raves, 
And all we mourn for. 

King. Do you think 'tis this ? 

Queen. It may be, very likely. 

Pol. Hath there been sucli a time — I’d 
fain know that — 

That I have positively said ‘ 'Tis so,’ 
When it proved otherwise ? 

King. Not that I know. 

Pol. [Pawling to his head and shoulder'] 
Take this from this, if this be other- 
wise : 

If circumstances lead me, I will find 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid 
indeed 

Within the centre. 

Kifjg. I low may we try it further? 

Pol. You know, sometimes he walks 
four hours together 
Here in the lobby. 

Queen. So he does indeed. 

Pol. At such a time I’ll loose my 
daughter to him : 


Be you and I behind an arras then ; 

Mark the encounter : if he love her 
not 

And be not from his reason fall’n thereon. 
Let me be no assistant for a state, 

But keep a farm and carters. 

King. We will try it. 

Queen. But, look, where sadly the 
poor wretch comes reading. 

Pol. Away, I do beseech you, both 
away : 

I’ll board him presently. \Exeiwi 7Ch?g, 
Queen ^ and Attendants. 

Enter Hamlet, reading. 

O, give me leave : 
How does my good Lord Hamlet ? 

Haul. Well, God-a-mercy. 

Pol. Do you know me, my lord ? 

Ham. Excellent well; you arc a fish- 
monger. 

Pol. Not I, my lord. 

Ham. Then I would you were so 
honest a man. 

Pol. I lonest, my lord ! 

Ham. Ay, sir; to be honest, as this 
world goes, is to be one man picked out 
of ten thousand. 

Pol. That’s very true, my lord. 

Ham. For if the sun breed maggots in 
a dead dog, being a god kissing carrion, 
— Have you a daughter ? 

Pol. I have, my loid. 

Ham. Let her not walk i’ the sun : 
conception is a blessing : but not as your 
daughter may conceive. Friend, look 
to’t. 

Pol. [Aside] How’’ say you by that? 
Still harping on my daughter: yet he 
knew me not at first; he said I was a 
fishmonger : he is far gone, far gone : 
and truly in my youth I suffeied much 
extremity for love; very near this. I’ll 
speak to him again. What do you read, 
my lord ? 

Ham. Words, words, w'ords. 

Pol. What is the matter, my lord ? 

Ha7n. Between w^ho ? 

Pol. I mean, the matter that you read, 
my lord. 

Havi. Slanders, sir; for the satirical 
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rogue says here that old men have grey 
beards, tlmt their faces are wrinkled, 
their eyes purging thick amber and plum- 
tree gum and that they have a plentiful 
lack of wit, together with most weak 
hams: all which, sir, though I most 
powerfully and jiotently believe, yet 1 
hold It not honesty to have it thus set 
down, for yourself, sir, should be old as 
I am, if like a crab you could go back- 
ward. 

Pol. [AsiLe-] Though this be madness, 
yet there i^i method in’t. ^Vill you walk 
out of the air, my lord ? 

JIavi. Into my grave. 

JH. Indeed, that is out o’ the air. 
[A sick] I Tow pregnant sometimes his 
replies are ! a happiness that often mad- 
ness hits on, which reason and sanity 
could not so prosperously be delivered 
of. I will leave him, and siutdenly 
contrive the means of meeting bctw'een 
him and my daughter. — My honourable 
loid, I will most humbly take my leave 
of you. 

Ham. You cannot, sir, take from me 
any thing that I wall moie willingly part 
withal; except my life, except my life, 
except my life. ^ 

Pol. Fare you w^ell, my lord. 

Ham. These tedious old fools ! 

Enttr Rosencrantz ami Guilden- 

STLRN. 

Pol. You go to seek the Lord Hamlet; 
there ho is. 

Ros. yPo I^oluniits] God save you, sir! 

\Exit Po Ionites. 

Gttil. My honoured lord ! 

Ros. My most dear loid ! 

Hatn. My excellent good friends ! 
How dost thou, Guildenstern ? Ah, 
Rosencrantz ! Good lads, how do ye both ? 

Ros. As the indifferent children of the 
earth. 

Gttil. Happy, in that w'e are not over- 
hnppy; 

On fortune’s cap we are not the very 
button. 

JIam. Nor the soles of her shoe ? 

Ros. Neither, my lord. 


llam. Then you live about her waist, 
or in the middle of her favours ? 

GuiL ’Faith, her privates we. 

Ham. In the secret parts of fortune ? 
O, most true ; she is a stiumpet. What’s 
the news ? 

Ro^. None, my lord, but that the 
I world’s grown honest. 

Haiti. Then is doomsday near : but 
your news is not true. Let me question 
more in particular: wLat have you, my 
good friends, deserved at the hands of 
fortune, that she sends you to prison 
hither ? 

Gutl. Prison, my lord ! 

Ham. Denmark’s a prison. 

Ros. Then is the woild one. 

Ham. A goodly one; in which there 
are many confines, wards and dungeons, 

I Denmark being one o’ the w’orst. 

Rois. We think not so, my lord. 

Ham. Why, then, ’tis none to you; 
for there is nothing either good or bad, 
but thinking makes it so: to me it is a 
prison. 

Ros. Why then, your ambition makes 
it one ; ’tis too narrow for your mind. 

Ham. O God, I could be bounded in 
a nut-shell and count myself a king of 
infinite space, wxtc it not that I have 
bad dreams. 

Gtiil. Which dreams indeed are am- 
bition, for the very substance of the 
ambitious is merely the shadow of a 
j dream. 

! Ham. A dream itself is but a shadows 
I Ros. Truly, and I hold ambition of so 
airy and light a quality that it is but a 
shadowy’s shadow. 

Ham. Then are our beggars bodies, 
and our monarchs and outstretched heroes 
the beggais’ shadow^s. Shall we to the 
court ? for, by my fay, I cannot reason. 

ill 'll I upon you. 

Ham. No such matter : I will not sort 
you with the rest of my seivants, for, to 
speak to you like an honest man, I am 
most dreadfully attended. But, in the 
beaten w^ay of friendship, wdiat make you 
at Elsinoie ? 
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Ros. To visit you, my lord ; no other 
occasion. 

Ham, Bej^gar that I am, I am even 
])C)or in thanks; but I thank you: and 
sure, dear friends, my thanks are loo dear 
a halfpenny. Were you not sent for? 
Is it your own inclining? Is it a fice 
visitation? Come, deal justly with me: 
come, come; nay, speak. 

Gicil, What should we say, my lord ? 

Ilam, Why, any thing, but to the 
purpose. You were sent for; and there 
is a kind of confession in your looks 
which your modesties have not craft 
enough to colour : I know the good king^ 
and queen have sent for you. 

Ros, To what end, my loid? 

Ham. That you must teach me. But 
let me conjure you, by the lights of our 
fellow'ship, by the consonancy of oui 
youth, by the obligation of our ever- 
jireserved love, and by what more dear a 
better proposer could charge you withal, 
lie even and direct witli me, whether 
> oil were sent for, or no ? 

Ros. {Aside io Giiil.\ What say you? 

Ham. [Asidel Nay, then, 1 have an 
eye of you. — If you love me, hold not off. 

Guii. My lord, we w^ere sent for. 

Ham. I w’ill tell you why; so shall 
my anticipation prevent your discovciy, 
and your secrecy to the king and queen 
moult no feather. I have of late— but 
wherefore I know not — lost all my mirth, 
forgone all custom of exercises; and in- 
deed it goes so heavily with my disposi- 
tion that this goodly frame, the earth, 
seems to me a sterile promontory, this 
most excellent canopy, the air, look you, 
this brave o’erhanging firmament, this 
majestical roof fretted with golden fire, 
why, it appears no other thing to me 
than a foul and pestilent congregation of 
vapours. What a piece of work is a 
man ! how noble in reason ! how infinite 
in faculty ! in form and moving how 
express and admirable ! in action how 
like an angel ! in apprehension how like 
n god I the beauty of the world! the 
paragon of animals ! And yet, to me, 
wdiat is this quintessence of dust? man 


delights not me ; no, nor woman neither, 
though by your smiling you seem to 
say so. 

J\o\'. My lord, there W'as no such stuff 
in my thoughts. 

Ham. Why did you laugh then, w'hcn 
I said Mnan delights not me ’? 

7vos. lo think, my lord, if you delight 
not in man, w’hat lenten entcitainment 
the players shall receive fioni you: we 
coted them on the W’ay; and hither are 
they coming, to offer you service. 

Ham. lie that plays the king shall be 
w^elcome ; his majesty shall have tribute 
of me; the adventurous knight shall use 
his foil and target; the lover shall not 
sigh gratis; the humorous man shall end 
his part in peace ; the clowm shall make 
those laugh whose lungs are tickle o’ 
the sere ; and the lady shall say her mind 
freely, or the blank verse shall halt for’t. 
What players are they ? 

Ros. Even those y’ou weic wont to 
take delight in, the tragedians of the city. 

Ham. How chances it they lra\el? 
their residence, both in reputation and 
profit, w'as better both ways. 

Ros. I think their inhibition comes by 
the meaiih of the late innovation. 

Ham. Do they hold the same fetima- 
tion they did w’hen I w^as in the city? 
are they so follow ed ? 

Ros. No, indeed, arc they not. 

Ham. How comes it ? do they grow 
rusty ? 

Ros. Nay, their endeavour keeps in the 
w'ontcd pace: but theie is, sir, an aery 
of children, little eyases, that cry out on 
the top of question, and are most tyranni- 
cally clapped for’t: these arc now the 
fashion, and so berattle the common 
stages — so they call them — that many 
wearing rapiers are afraid of goose-quills 
and dare scarce come thither. 

Ham. What, arc they childien? who 
maintains ’em? how^ are they escoted? 
Will they pursue the quality no longer 
than they can sing? wall they not say 
afterw-'ards, if they should grow themselves 
to common players — as it is most like, 
if their means are no better — their writers 
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do them wrong, to make them exclaim 
against their own succession ? 

Ros, ’Faith, there has been much to 
do on both sides; and the nation holds 
it no sin to tarre tliem to controversy: 
there was, for a while, no money bid for 
argument, unless the poet and the player 
went to cuffs in the (question. 

lla w . I s ’ t possi ble ? 

GuiL O, there has been much throw- 
ing about of brains. 

IJam, F)o the boys carry it away? 

Ros, Ay, that they do, my loid; Ilei- 
cules and his load too. 

Ham. It is not very strange ; for mine 
uncle is king of Denmark, and those that 
would make mows at him while my 
father lived, give twenty, forty, fifty, an 
hundred ducats a-piecc for his picture in 
little. ’Sblood, there is something in this 
more than natural, if philosophy could find 
it out. [Flourish of trumpets zvithin. 

Guil, There are the players. 

Ham. Gentlemen, you are welcome to 
Elsinore. Your hands, come then; the 
appurtenance of welcome is fashion and 
ceremony: let me comply with you in 
this garb, lest my extent to the players, 
which, I tell you, must show fairly out- 
ward, should more appear like entertain- 
ment than yours. You are welcome : but 
my uncle - father and aunt -mother aie 
deceived. 

Gull. In what, my dear lord ? 

Ham. I am but mad north-north-west : 
W'hen the wind is southerly I know a 
hawk from a handsaw. 

Re-cuier POLONIUS. 

Pol. \Yell be with you, gentlemen ! 

Ham. Hark you, Guildenstern; and 
you too : at each ear a hearer ; that 
great baby you see theie is not yet out of 
his swaddling-clouts. 

Ros. Happily he’s the second time 
come to them ; for they say an old man 
is twice a child. 

Ham. I will prophesy he comes to 
tell me of the players ; mark it. You say 
right, sir ; o’ Monday morning ; ’twas so 
indeed. 


Pol. My lord, I have news to tell you. 

Ham. My lord, I have news to tell 
you. When Roscius was an actor in 
Rome, — 

Pol. The actors are come hither, my 
lord. 

Ham. Buz, buz ! 

Pol. Upon mine honour, — 

Ham. Then came each actor on his 
ass, — 

Pol. The best actors in the woild, either 
for tragedy, comedy, history, pastoral, 
pastoral-comical, historical-pastoral, tiagi- 
cal -historical, tragical-comical-historical- 
pastoral, scene individable, or poem un- 
limited ; Seneca cannot be too heavy, nor 
Plautus too light. For the law of writ 
and the liberty, these aie the only men. 

Ham. O Jephthah, judge of Israel, 
what a treasure hadst thou ! 

Pol. What a treasuie had he, my lord ? 

Ham. Why, 

‘ One fair daughter, and no more. 

The which he loved passing well.’ 

Pol. [Aslile] Still on my daughter. 

Ham. Am I not i’ the right, old 
Jephthah ? 

Pol. If you call me Jephthah, my lord, 
I have a daughter that I love passing 
well. 

Ham. Nay, that follows not. 

Pol. What follows, then, my lord ? 

Ham. Why, 

‘As by lot, God wot,’ 
and then, you know, 

‘ It came to pass, as most like it was,’ — 
the first row of the pious chanson will 
! show you more; for look, where my 
abridgement comes. 

Enter four or five Players. 

You are welcome, masters ; welcome, all. 
I am glad to see thee well. Welcome, 
good friends. O, my old friend ! thy 
face is valanced since I saw thee last : 
comest thou to beard me in Denmark ? 
What, my young lady and mistress ! By ’r 
lady, your ladyship is nearer to heaven 
than when I saw you last, by the altitude 
of a chopine. Pray God, your voice, like 
a piece of uncurrent gold, be not cracked 
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within the ring. Masters, you are all 
welcome. We’ll e’en to’t like French 
falconers, fly at any thing we sec: we’ll 
have a speech straight : come, give us a 
taste of your quality; come, a passionate 
speech. 

First Play. What speech, my lord ? 

Ham. I heard thee speak me a speech 
once, but it was never acted ; or, if it was, 
not above once ; for the play, I remember, 
pleased not the million ; ’twas caviare to 
the general : but it was — as I received it, 
and others, whose judgements in such 
matters cried in the top of mine — an ex- 
cellent play, well digested in the scenes, 
set down with as much modesty as cun-‘ 
ning. I remember, one said there were 
no sallets in the lines to make the matter 
savoury, nor no matter in the phrase 
that might indict the author of affectation ; 
but called it an honest method, as whole- 
some as sweet, and by very much more hand - 
some than fine. One speech in it 1 
chiefly loved ; ’twas ^meas’ tale to Dido ; 
and thereabout of it especially, where he 
speaks of Priam’s slaughter : if it live in 
your memory, begin at this line : let me 
see, let me see — 

‘ The rugged Pyrrhus, like the ilyreanian 
beast,’ — 

it is not so : — it begins with Pyrrhus : — 
‘The rugged Pyrrhus, he whose sable 
arms. 

Black as his purpose, did the night re- 
semble 

When he lay couched in the ominous 
horse. 

Hath now this dread and black com- 
plexion smear’d 

With heraldry more dismal; head to 
foot 

Now is he total gules ; horridly trick’d 

With blood of fathers, mothers, 
daughters, sons, 

Baked and impasted with the parching 
streets. 

That lend a tyrannous and damned light 

To their lord’s murder: roasted in 
wrath and Are, 

And thus o’er -sized with coagulate 
gore, 


With eyes like carbuncles, the hellish 
Pyrrhus 

Old grandsirc Priam seeks.’ 

So, proceed you. 

Pol. ’P'ore God, my lord, well spoken, 
with good accent and good discretion. 

First Play. ‘ Anon he finds him 

Striking loo short at Greeks; his an- 
tique sword. 

Rebellious to his arm, lies wFere it 
falls. 

Repugnant to command : unequal 
match’d, 

Pyrrhus at Priam drives ; in rage strikes 
wide ; 

But with the whiff and wind of his fell 
sword 

The unnerved father falls. Then sense- 
less Ilium, 

Seeming to feel this blow, with flaming 
top 

Stoops to his base, and with a hideous 
crash 

Takes prisoner Pyrrhus’ ear: for, lo! his 
sw'ord. 

Which was declining on the milky 
head 

Of reverend Priam, seem’d i’ the air to 
stick : 

So, as a painted tyrant, Pyrrhus stood, 

And like a neutral to his will and 
matter, 

Did nothing. 

But, as we often see, against some 
storm, 

A silence in the heavens, the rack stand 
still. 

The bold winds speechless and the orb 
below 

As hush as death, anon the dreadful 
thunder 

Doth rend the region, so, after Pyrrhus’ 
pause. 

Aroused vengeance sets him new a-work ; 

And never did the Cyclops’ hammers 
fall 

On Mars’s armour forged for proof 
eterne 

Will less remorse than Pyrrhus’ bleed- 
ing sword 

Now falls on Priam. 
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Out, out, thou &trum2:)et, Fortune ! 
All you gods, 

In general s>nod, take away her i^owei ; 
Break all the s2K)kes and fellies from 
lier wheel, 

And howl the round nave down the 
hill of heaven. 

As low as to the fiends 1 ’ 

ToL This is too long. 
llam. It shall to the barber’s, with 
your beaid. Prithee, say on: he's for a 
jig or a tale of bawdry, or he slecjrs : say 
on: come to Hecuba. 

First Play, ‘ But who, O, who had 
seen the medded fjueen — ’ 

JIam. ‘ The inobled queen ?’ 

/b/. That’s good ; ‘ mobled queen ’ is 
good. 

First J^lay. ‘ Kun barefoot ujo and 
down, threatening the flames 
With bisson iheum; a clout iq'ion that 
head 

Vfhere late the diadem stood, and for 
a lobe, 

About Iter lank and all o’er- teemed 
loins, 

A blanket, in the alarm of fear caught 
ui> ; 

Who this had seen, with tongue in 
venom stecifd, 

’Clainst Fortune’s state would treason 
have 2)ronounced : 

But if the gods themselves did see her 
then 

When she saw Pyrrhus make malicious 
sj'iort 

In mincing w ithhis sw'ord her husband’s 
limbs, 

The instant burst of clamour that she 
made, 

Unless things mortal move them not at 
all, 

Would have made milch the buniing 
eyes of heaven. 

And joassion in the gods.’ 

PoL Look, w’hether he has not turned 
his colour and has tears in’s eyes. Pray 
you, no more. 

Hani, ’Tisw'ell; I'll have thee speak 
out the rest soon. Good my lord, will you 
see the players w'cll bestowed ? Do you 


hear, let them be well used ; for they are 
the abstract and brief chronicles of the 
time : after your death you were better 
have a bad cpita2;)h than their ill report 
while you live. 

Pol. My lord, I will use them accord- 
ing to their desert. 

Ham. God’s bodykins, man, much 
better ; use every man after his desert, and 
who should ’scape whipping? Use them 
after your owm honour and dignity : the 
less they deserve, the more merit is in 
your bounty. Take them in. 

Pol. Come, sirs. 

Ham. FollowHiim, friends : we'll hear 
a play to-morrow. \E\it Polonius luith 
all the Players hut the First. ^ Dost thou 
hear me, old friend; can you play the 
Murder of Gonzago ? 

First Play. Ay, my lord. 

Ham. We'll ha’t to-morrow night. 
You could, for a need, study a speech of 
some dozen or sixteen lines, which I would 
set down and insert in’t. could you not? 
First Play. Ay, my lord. 

Ham. Very well. Follow that lord; 
and look you mock him not. \Exit Fii'st 
Player.^ My good frieivls. I’ll leave you 
till night : you ai e welcome to Elsinore. 
Ros. Good my loid ! 

Ham. Ay, so, God be w i’ ye ; \Exeunf 
Kosencrantz and Gziildenstern.'\ Now I 
am alone. 

O, what a logue and peasant slave am I ! 
Is it not monstrous that this player here, 
But in a fiction, in a dream of j^assion. 
Could force his soul so to his owm conceit 
That from her working all his visage 
wann’d, 

Teais in his eyes, distraction in’s aspect, 
A broken voice, and his w^hole function 
suiting 

With forms to his conceit? and all foi 
nothing ! 

For Hecuba ! 

What’s Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba, 
That he should weep for her? What 
W’ould he do, 

Had he the motive and the cue for passion 
That I have ? He would drow n the stage 
with tears 
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And c'leave the general ear with horrid 
si^^ecc'h, 

Make mad the guilty and appal the free, 
t.’onfound the ignorant, and ama/e indeed 
The very faculties of e}eb and ears. 

\Tt I, 

A dull and muddy-mettled rascal, peak, 
Like John-a-dreams, uijpiegiiant of my 
cause, 

And can say nothing ; no, not for a Ling, 
Ljion whose propcity and most dear life 
A damn'd defeat was made. -Vm I a 
coward 1 

Who calls me villain? bleaks my pate 
across ? 

Plucks off my beard, and blows it in my 
face ? 

'fweaks me by the nose ? gives me the 
lie i’ the throat, 

As deep as to the lungs? wdio does me 
this ? 

Jla ! 

’Swounds, I should take it : fur it cannot 
be 

but I am pigeoii-liver’d and lack gall 
To make oppression bitter, or eie this 
1 should have fatted nil the region kites 
With this slave’s offal: bloovly, bawdy 
villain ! 

Remorseless, treacherous, lecherous, kind- 
less villain ! 

(), vengeance! 

Why, w’hnt an ass am I ! This is most 
brave, 

That I, the son of a dear father murder’d, 
I'roinpted to my revenge by heaven and 
hell, 

Must, like a whore, unpack my heart 
with woids, 

And fall a-cursing, like a very drab, 

A scullion ! 

Lie upon’t! fob! About, my brain! I 
have heard 

That guilty creatures sitting at a play 
Have by the very cunning of the scene 
Been stiuck so to the soul that presently 
They have proclaim’d their malefactions ; 
Lor murder, though it have no tongue, 
will speak 

With most miraculous organ. I’ll have 
these players 
VOL. III. 


riay something like the murder of my 
father 

IJeforo mine uncle ; I’ll observe Ins looks ; 
I'll tent him to the quick: if he but 
blench, 

I know my course. The spirit that I 
ha\c seen 

May be the devil : and the devil hath 
pow cr 

To asbumc a pleasing shape; yea, and 
})eihaps 

Out of my weakness and my melancholy, 
As he is \eiy potent wdth such spiiits. 
Abuses me to damn me : I 'll ha\ e grounds 
More relative than this: the play’s the 
thing 

Wlieiein 1 ’ll catch the conscience of the 
king. \Ex 2 t. 

ACT III. 

Scene I. A room in the castle. 

Jiulcr Kixe, Qufj-x, Poeomus, 

OiMiEiJA, Rosencrantz, and Guil- 

DEN STERN. 

J\/no. And can you, by no drift of 
cii cum stance, 

Get from him wliy he puts on Ibis 
confusion, 

Grating so harshly all his days of quiet 
\Vith turlailent and dangeious lunacy? 

/\ 0 s. He does confcbS he fecK himself 
distracted ; 

But from what cause he will by no means 
Sjieak. 

Gni/. Kor do wo find him forward to 
be sounded, 

But, with a crafty madness, keeps aloof. 
When we would bring him on to some 
confession 
Of his true stale. 

Qhieen. Did he receive you w'cll? 

jRos, ]M(>st like a gentleman, 

Cnii. But with much foicing of his 
disposition. 

I\os. Niggard of question ; but, of our 
demands, 

Most free in hi:> reply. 

Queen. Did you assay him 

To any pastime ? 
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Eos, Madam, it so fell out, that certain 
players 

We o’er-rauglit on the way: of these we 
told him ; 

And there did seem in him a kind of joy 
To hear of it : they are about the court, 
And, as I think, they have already order 
d'his night to play before him. 

y h/. ’ Tis most t ru e : 

And lie bcsecch’d me to entreat your 
majesties 

To hear and see the matter. 

Kin^. With all my heart; and it doth 
much content me 
To hear him so inclined. 

(lood gentlemen, give him a further edge. 
And diive his purjiose on to these delights, 

Ros, Wo shall, my lord. 

\Excuiit Rose)Jcnintz and GuUdcndcrn, 
Sweet (xeitrude, leave us toii; 
For we liave closely sent for Hamlet 
hither. 

That he, as 'twere by accident, may here 
AfTiont Ophelia : 

Her father and myself, lawful espials. 
Will so bestow ouiselves that, seeing, 
unseen, 

We may of their encounter fiankly judge. 
And gather by him, as he is behaved, 

If’t be the affliction of his love oi no 
That thus he suffers foi. 

Queen, I shall obey you. 

And for your part, Ophelia, I do wish 
That your good beauties be the happy 
cause 

Of Ilamlet’s wildness : so shall I hope 
your virtues 

Will biing him to his wonted W'ay again, 
To both your honouis. 

Oph. Madam, I wish it may. 

\Exit Quern. 

Pol. Ophelia, walk you here. Gracious, 
so please you, 

We will bestow' ourselves. [7h OpJicUci\ 
Read on this book ; 

That show of such an exercise may 
colour 

Vour loneliness. We are oft to blame in 
this, — 

’Tis too much proved — that with de- 
votion’s visage 


And pious action we do sugar o’er 
The devil himself. 

King. [Aside] O, ’tis too true ! 

How smart a lash that speech doth give 
my conscience ! 

The harlot's cheek, l^ieautied with plas- 
teiing art, 

Is not more ugly to the thing that helps it 
Than is my deed to my most painted 
word : 

O heavy burthen ! 

Pol. I hear him coming: let’s with- 
diaw, my lord. [Exeunt King and 
Polonius, 

^ Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. To be, or not to be : that is 
the question : 

Whether ’tis nobler in the mind to suffer 
The slings and arrows of outrageous 
fortune. 

Or to take arms against a sea of trouliles. 
And by opposing end them? To die: 
to slee]^ ; 

No moie; and by a sleep to say we 
end 

The heart-ache and the thousand natural 
shocks 

That flesh is heir to, ’tis a consummation 
Devoutly to be wish’d. To die, to 
sleep ; 

To sleep: perchance to dream: ay, 
there’s tlic rub; 

^For in that sleep of death what dreams 
may come 

When we have shuffled off this mortal 
coil, 

Miis)t give us pause: there’s the respect 
That makes calamity of so long life; 

For who would ])ear the whips and scorns 
of time, 

The oppressor’s wrong, the proud man's 
contumely, 

The pangs of despised love, the law-’s 
delay, 

The insolence of office and the spurns 
That patient merit of the unworthy 
takes, 

When he himself might his quietus make 
With a bare bodkin ? who would fardels 
bear, 
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To grunt and sweat under a weary life, 
Jkit that the dread of something after 
death, 

The undiscovered country from whose 
bourn 

No traveller returns, puzzles the will 
And makes us lather bear those ills we 
have 

Than fly to others that we know not of? 
Thus conscience does make cowards of 
us all ; 

And thus the native hue of resolution 
Is sickbed o’er with the pale cast of 
thought, 

And entei prises of great pitch and^ 
moment 

With this regard their currents turn 
awry, 

And lose the name of action. — Soft yon 
now ! 

The fair Ophelia ! Nymph, in thy 
orisons 

be all my sins remember’d. 

Op/i. (iood my lord, 

How docs your honour for this many a 
day ? 

Ham, I humbly thank you ; well, 
well, well. 

OpJi. My lord, I have remembrances 
yours 

ITat I have longed long to re-deliver; 

1 pray you, now receive them. 

Ham, No, not T ; 

I never gave you aught. 

Oph. Aly honour’d lord, you know 
right well you did ; 

And, with them, words of so sweet 
breath composed 

As made the things more rich : their 
perfume lost. 

Take these again; for to the noble mind 
Rich gifts wax poor when givers prove 
unkind. 

fhere, my lord. 

Hain. Ha, ha ! are you honest ? 

Oph. My lord ? 

Ham. Are you fair? 

Oph. What means your lordship ? 

Ham. That if you be honest and fair, 
your honesty should admit no discourse 
to your beauty. 


Oph. Could beauty, my lord, have 
better commerce than with honesty? 

Ham. Ay, truly; for the power of 
beauty wdll sooner transform honesty 
from what it is to a bawd than the force 
of honesty can translate beauty into his 
likeness; this was sometime a paradox, 
but now the time gives it proof. I did 
love you once. 

Oph. Indeed, my lord, you made me 
believe so. 

Ha7)i. You should not have believed 
me ; for virtue cannot so inoculate our 
old stock but we shall relish of it : 1 
loved you not. 

Oph. I was the moie deceived. 

Ham. Get thee to a nunnery : w^hy 
wouldst thou be a breeder of sinners? 
I am myself indifferent honest ; but yet 
I could accuse me of such things that it 
were better my mother had not borne 
me: J am very proud, revengeful, am- 
bitious, with more offences at my beck 
than I have thoughts to put them in, 
imagination to give them shajie, or time 
to act them in. What shoi.ld such 
fellow's as I do ciawling between earth 
and heaven? We are arrant knaves, all; 
believe none of us. Go thy ways to a 
nunnery. Where ‘s your fathei ? 

Oph. At home, my lord. 

Ham. Let the doors be shut upon 
him, that he may play the fool no where 
but in’s own house. Farew'cll. 

Oph. O, help him, you sweet heavens ! 

Ham. If thou dost marry, I ’ll give 
thee this plague for thy dowry : be thou 
as chaste as ice, as pure as snow% thou 
shalt not e&ca2:>e calumny. Get thee to 
a nunnery, go: farew'cll. Or, if thou 
wait needs marry, marry a fool; for wise 
men know w'ell enough what monsters 
you make of them. To a nunnery, go, 
and quickly too. Farewell. 

Oph. O heavenly pow^eis, restore him ! 

Ham. I have heard of your paintings 
too, W'ell enough; God has given you 
one face, and you make yourselves an- 
other : you jig, you amble, and you lisp, 
and nick -name God’s creatures, and 
make your wantonness your ignorance. 



196 


HAMLET 


ACT ITT 


Go to, I’ll no more on't; hath made 
me mad, I say, we will have no more 
man i ages ; tho^e that are married aheady, 
all but one, shall live ; the lest shall keep 
as they are. To a nunnery, go. [Ejt//. 
Oph. O, what a noble mind is here 
fi'crlhrown ! 

The courtier’s, soldier’s, scholar’s, eye, 
tongue, swoid; 

The expectancy and rose of the fair 
state. 

The glass of fashion and the mould of 
form, 

The observed of all observers, quite, 
quite down ! 

And J, of ladies most deject and 
wretched, 

That suck’d tlie honey of his music vows, 
Now see that noble and most sovereign 
reason, 

Like sweet bells jangled, out of tune and 
harsh ; 

That uninatch’d form and feature of blowm 
youth 

Blasted with ecstasy: O, woe is me, 

I'o have seen wliat I have seen, see what 
I see I 

Rc‘C)ticy Ki\r, oud Polonius. 

/v7;/g. Love ! his affections do not that 
way tend ; 

Nor what he sp.ake, though it lack'd form 
a little, 

Was not like madness. ' There's some- 
thing in his soul. 

O’er w hich his melancholy sits on brood ; 
And I do doubt the hatch and the dis- 
close 

Will be some danger : which for to 
lirevcnt, 

I have in quick determination 
Thus set it dowm : he shall wdth speed to 
Phigland, 

For the demand of our neglected tribute: 
lla]dy the seas and countries different 
^^dth variable objects shall expel 
This something-settled matter in his heart, 
Whereon his brains still beating puts him 
thus 

1^'rom fashion of himself. 'What think 
you on’t ? 


Pol. It shall do well; but yet do 
I believe 

The origin and commencement of his 
grief 

Sj^rung from neglected love. I low now, 
Ophelia ! 

You need not tell us wdiat Lord Ilamlel 
said ; 

We heard it all. My lord, do as you 
jdease ; 

But, if you hold it fit, after the play 
Let his (luccn mother all alone entreat 
him 

To show his grief: let her bo round 
with him ; 

And I’ll be placed, so please you, in the 
ear 

Of all their conference. I f she find him 
not. 

To Plngland send him, or confine him 
w^here 

Your wisdom best shall think. 

A’/z/g. It shall be so : 

Madness in great ones must not unwaatch'il 
go. \Excuul. 

Scene IL A hall in the castle. 

Enter Hamlet and Players. 

Ilant. Speak the s])eech, I pray you, 
as I pronounced it to you, trippingly on 
the tongue : but if you mouth it, as many 
of your jdayers do, I had as lief the town- 
crier spoke my lines. Nor do not saw 
the air too much with your hand, thus, 
but use all gently; for in the very torrent, 
Icmpcsi, and, as I may say, the wiiirlwind 
of passion, you must acquire and beget a 
temperance that may give it smoothness. 
O, it offends me to the soul to hear a 
robustious periwig - pated fellow tear a 
passion to tatters, to very rags, to split 
the cars of the groundlings, wiio for the 
mo-t part arc capable of nothing but 
inexplicable dumb-show's and noise : I 
would have such a fellow whipped for o’er- 
doing Termagant; it out-herods Herod: 
pray you, avoid it. 

First Play. I warrant your honour. 

Ham. Be not too tame neither, but 
let your own discretion be your tutor: 
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suit the action to the word, the word to I 
the action; with this special observance, 
tliat you o’erstep not the modesty of 
natuie: for any thing so overdone is 
(i(jm the purpose of playing, w'hose end, 
both at the first and now^, was and is, to 
hold, as ’twere, the mirror up to nature; 
to show virtue her own feature, scorn her 
own image, and the very age and body 
of the time his form and pressure. Now' 
this overdone, or come tardy off, though 
It make the unskilful laugh, cannot but 
make the judicious grieve; the censure 
of the which one must in your allowance 
f)’crw'eigh a whole theatre of otheis, O, 
tliere be players that I have >een play,* 
and heard others praise, and that highly, 
not to si)cak it profanely, that, neither 
having the accent of Christians nor the 
gait of Cliristian, i^agan, nor man, have 
so strutted and bellownd that I have 
thought some of nature’s journeymen had 
made men and not made them well, they 
imitated humanity so abuminabl}. 

EirH Play. I hope w'e have reformed 
that indifferently wdth us, sir. 

Ham. O, reform it altogether. And 
let those that play your clowns speak no 
more than is set down for them; for theie 
be of them that will themselves laugh, to 
set on some quantity of barren spectators 
to laugh too; though, in the mean time, 
some necessary (juestion of the ])lay be 
then to be considered: that’s villanous, 
and shows a most pitiful ambition in the 
fool that uses it. Go, make you ready. 

\EACunl Players. 

Enter PoLONlus, Rosp:xcrantz, and 
Guildenstern. 

ITow nowq my lord! will the king hear 
this piece of w'ork ? 

Pol. -Vnd the cjiiecn too, and that 
1 presently. 

Ham. Bid the players make haste. 
{Exit Poioniiis.'\ AVill you tw'o help to 
hasten them ? 

^Guil I ^ 

[Exennt Poscncrantz and Gm'ldenstcrn. 

Ham. AVhat ho ! Horatio ! 


Enter Horatio. 

Her. Here, sweet lord, at your scr\icc. 

Ham. Horatio, thou art e’en as just a 
man 

As e’er my conversation coped withal. 

Jlor. O, my dear lord, — 

Ham. Nay, do not think I flatter; 
For what advancement may I hope from 
thee 

That no revenue hast but thy good spirits. 
To feed and clolhe thee? \Vhy should 
the poor be flatter’d ? 

No, let the candied tongue lick absurd 
pomp. 

And crook the pregnant hinges of the knee 
Where thrift may follow fawning. Dost 
thou hear ? 

Since my dear soul wms mistress of her 
choice 

And could of men distinguish, her election 
Hath seal’d thee for herself ; for thou 
hast been 

As one, in suffering all, that suffers 
nothing, 

A man that fortune’s buffets aiu'^ rewards 
Hast ta’eii with equal thanks: and blest 
arc those 

Whose blood and judgement are so W'cll 
commingled. 

That they ai e not a pipe for fortune's finger 
To sound what stop she please. Cii\e 
me that man 

That ib not passion’s slave, and I will 
wear him 

111 my heart s core, ay, in my heart of 
heart. 

As I do thee. — Something too much 
of this. — 

There is a play to-nigh< before the king; 
One scene of it comes near the circum- 
stance 

Which I have told thee of my father’s 
death : 

I prithee, w'hen thou scest that act afoot, 
F\eii with the very comment of thy soul 
Observe mine uncle : if his occulted guilt 
Do not itself unkennel in one speech, 

It is a damned ghost that W'e have seen. 
And my imaginations are as foul 
As\’ulcan’s stithy. Give him heedful note ; 
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For I mine cyc-> will riwT t** hi« face, 
And after we will both our judgements join 
In censure of his seeming. 

Ilor, \Vell, my lord : 

If he steal aught the wliilst this play is 
playing, 

And 'scajie detecting, I will pay the theft. 

IJiiin. Til ey are coming to the play ; 1 
must be idle : 

Get you a place. 

DaniAi march. A Jloiirish. Kino, 

()CKEN, FoLOXIUS, OrilELlA, KOSEN- 

CKAN'iz, Guildensterx, and otJicrs. 

King. I Tow faies our cousin Hamlet? 

JIam. Fxccllent, \ faith ; of the cha- 
meleon’s dish : I eat the air, promise- 
crammed : you cannot feed capons so. 

King. I have nothing with thisanswei, 
Hamlet; the-.e words ai'e not mine. 

JIam. No, nor mine now. \ToI'*olonin^\ 
My IokI, you played once i' the university, 
you say ? 

Pol. That did I, my lord ; and was 
accounted a gOval actoi. 

JIam. What did you enact ? 

/V. I did enact Julius Ca\sar: 1 was 
killed i the Capitol; Ihutus killed me. 

Ham. It was a brute jiart of him to 
kill so capital a calf tliere. lie the players 
leady ? 

Ros. Ay, my lord ; they stay upon your 
patience. 

Queen. Come hither, my dear Hamlet, 
sit by me. 

Ham. Nr, good mother, here’s metal 
more attractive. 

J\d. [7o the A7//g] O, ho! do you 
mark that ? 

Ilam. I>ady, shall I he in your lap ? 

[Z-j'/ng dozen at Ophelia's Ject. 

Oph. No, my lord. 

Ilam. I mean, my head upon your lap? 

Oph. Ay, my lord. 

Ilam. Do you think I meant country 
matteis 

Oph. 1 think nothing, my lord. 

Ilam. That’s a fair thought to lie be- 
tween maids’ legs. 

Oph, What is, my lord ? 

Ilam. Nothing. 


Oph. You are merry, my lord. 

Ham. Who, I? 

Oph. Ay, my lord. 

Ham. O God, your only jig -maker. 
What should a man do but be merry? 
for, look you, how cheerfully my mother 
looks, and my father died within these 
two hours. 

Oph. Nay, ’tis twice tw^o months, my 
lord. 

Ham. So long ? Nay then, let the 
devil w^ear black, for I’ll have a suit of 
sables. O heavens ! die two months ago, 
pnd not forgotten yet? Then there 
hope a great man’s memory may outlive 
‘ills life half a yeai : but, by'r lady, he 
must build churches, then; or else shall 
he suffer not thinking on, with the hobby- 
horse, whose epitaph is ‘ For, O, for, O, 
the hobby-horse is foi’got.’ 

Hautboys jday. The dumb-shoio enters. 

Enter a King and a ( )ueen veiy lovingly ; 
the Queen embracing him, and he her. 
She kneeh, and makci sho7e of protesta- 
tion unto him. He takes her tip, and 
da line': his head tipon her neck • lays 
him dozi'u upon a hank of ftoioers: she, 
seeing him a deep, leaves him. Anon 
comes in a fellozv, takes off his crozun, 
kisses it, and pours poison in the King’s 
ears, and eait. The Queen returns; 
finds the\sAVi^ dead, and makes passion- 
ate action. 'The Poisoner, zoiih some 
t7O0 or three !Mutes, comes in again, 
seeming to lament zoith her. 7'he dead 
body is carried azeay. 7'he Poisoner 
zoooes the Queeir zoith gift^: she seems 
loath and iinzvilhng azvhile, but in the 
iiid aiee/ts his love. \li.xeuni. 

Oph. What means this, my lord? 
Ham. IVlarry, this is miching mallecho ; 
it m(*ans mi'ichief. 

Oph. Belike this show imports the 
argument of the play. 

Enter Prologue. 

Ham. Wc shall know by this fellow : 
the players cannot keep counsel; they’ll 
tell all. 
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Of^h. Will lie tell us ^\hal this sho^Y 
meant ? 

Jfain. Ay, or any show that you’ll 
<^liow him: be not you a'^hamed to show, 
lie’ll not shame to tell you what it means. 

Oph. You are naught, you aie naught : 

1 ’ll mark the play. 

Pro. For us, and for our tragedy, 

Ileie stooping to your clemency, 
We beg your hearing patiently. 

[A vv/. 

Ila})}. Is this a prologue, or the posy 
of a 1 ing ? 

Oph. ’Tis brief, my lord. 

]Iam. As woman’s ]o^e. 

E)2(cr tioo Players, King and Queen. 

]\ Kin^. Full thirty times hath 
Phcebus’ cart gone round 

Neptune's salt wash and Telliis' orbed 
ground. 

And thirty dozen moons with bon ow'd 
sheen 

About the world have times twelve 
thirties been 

Since love our hearts and Hymen did 
our hands 

Unite commutual in most sacied bands. 

J\ Qitci’n. So many jouineys may the 
sun and moon 

Make us again count o’er eie lo\e be 
done ! 

but, woe is me, you are so sick of late. 

So far from cheer and from yoiu former 
state, 

'fhat I distrust you. Vet, though I 
distrust, 

Discomfort you, my lord, it nothing 
must : 

For w^oraeii’s fear and love hokU 
quantity; 

111 neither aught, 01 in extremity. 

Now, what my love is, proof hath made 
you know ; 

And as my love is sized, my fear is so: 

Where love is gieat, the littlest doubts 
are fear; 

Where little fears grow great, great 
love grows there. 

P. King. ’Faith, I must leave thee, 
love, and shortly too; 


iNIy operant powers their functions 
leave to do : 

And thou shalt live in this fair world 
behind, 

llonoui’d, beloved ; and haply one as 
kind 

For husband shalt thou --- 

P. Quern. O, confound the rest ! 
Such lo\e must needs be treason in my 
breast : 

In second husl)and let me be accurst ! 
None wed the second but who kill’d 
tlie first. 

Ham. [.-I side] Wormwood, wormw^ood. 
y\ Qi/een. The instance'? that second 
marriage move 

Are base lespects of thnfl, but none of 
love ; 

A second time I kill my husband dead, 
W hen second husliand kisses me in bed. 
/’. Kifig. I do believe you think w liat 
now you speak ; 

lUit what we do determine oft we ])icnk. 
Purpose is but the sla\e to memoiy, 

Of Molent biith, but pool validit} : 
Which now , like fruit unripe, sticks on 
the tree; 

lUit fall, unshaken, when they mellow 
be. 

Most necessary ’tis that we forget 
To imy GUI selves what to ourselves is 
debt: 

What to ourselves in passion w'e pi opose. 
The passion ending, doth the pin pose 
lose. 

The violence of either giief or joy 
Their own enactuic'? with theinsehes 
destioy : 

Where joy most revels, grief doth most 
lament ; 

(Iricf jo}s, joy grieves, on slender 
accident. 

This w^orld is not for aye, nor ’tis not 
stiangc 

That even our loves should with our 
fortunes change; 

For 'tis a question left us yet to prove, 
Whether love lead foitune, or else 
fortune love. 

The great man dowm, you mark his 
favourite flies ; 
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The poor 'iclvanccd fiiciuU t)r 

enemies. 

Aiul hitherto doth love on fortune tend ; 
For who not needs shall never lack a 
friend, 

And who in want a hollow friend doth 
try, 

hirecll} sra'^ons him his enemy. 

J)Ut, ordeily to cud wheie I be^un. 

Our wills anel fates do so contrary run 
Tliat our devices still are overthrowm: 
Our tliouj^hlb aic ours, their ends nt)ne 
of our own ; 

So think thou w'ilt no second husband 
w’ed ; 

])Ut die thy thought', w^licn thy first 
lord is dead. 

y*. {h/cc’f/. Aoi earth to mo giNc 
food, nor luaven light ! 

Sport and n.pose lock from me day 
and night ! 

To despeiation tmn my trust and hope ! 
An anchor'seheer in \)] isoiibe my ^co})e I 
Each opposite that blanks the face of 

j'T 

]\Icct what I W’ould have well and it 
destroy ! 

ilothherc and hence pursue me lasting 
strife, 

Tf, once a widow, ever I be wife! 
yja//!. If she should break it now I 
/\ ’I’ls deeply sworn. Sweet, 

leave me heie awhile; 
j\ly spirits grow dull, and fain 1 w’oiild 
beguile 

The tedious day w'ith sleep. [.SVae/'. 

r, Qncoi. Sleep rock thy biani; 
And novel I'omc mischance between us 
tw\ain ! [A’.w/. 

llam, ]\ladam, how^ like you this play? 
(>.700/7. ddie lady dotli pi otest too much, 
methinks. 

I/am. O, but she’ll keep her w’-ord. 

lIa^e you heaul the argument ? 
Is there no offence in’t ? 

Ham. No, no, they do hut jest, poison 
in jest; no olfence i’ the world. 

^Vhat do you call the play ? 
//am. Tlie Mouse-trap. Marry, how ? 
Tro]ncally. This play is the image of a 
murder done in Vienna : Clonzago is the 


duke's name; his wife, Baptibla ; you 
shall see anon; ’tis a knavish piece of 
work: but wdiat o’ that? your majesty 
and w'e that have fice souls, it touches 
us not : let the galled jade wince, oui 
withers are unwrung. 

Elite}- I.cciANUs. 

This is one Lucianus, ncjdiew to the king. 

Op/i. You are as good as a chorus, my 
lord. 

//am. I could inlerpict between you 
and youi love, if I could see the pup^iets 
dallying. 

Oph. You are keen, my lord, you arc 
keen. 

//am. It would cost you agioaning to 
lake off my edge. 

Oph. Still better, and worse. 

Ham. So you must take your husbands. 
Begin, miirdeier ; pox, leave thy damnable 
faces, and begin. Come : ‘ the croaking 
raven <loth bellow^ for revenge.’ 

/.m. Thoughts black, hands apt, 
drugs fit, and time agreeing; 

Confederate season, else no creature 
seeing ; 

Thou mixture rank, of midnight w^eeds 
collected, 

AVith llccaU ’s ban thrice blasted, thrice 
infected, 

Thy natural magic and dire pioperty, 

On wholesome life iisiiq) immediately. 
\rours the poison into the steeper s cars. 

Ham. He ]xfisons liim i’ the garden 
fur's estate. His name’s Gonzago : the 
stoiy is extant, and wiii in choice Italian : 
)’ou shall see anon how the murderer gets 
the love of Gonzago’s w'ife. 

OpJt, The king rises. 

1/am, What, frighted wdth false fire 1 

Oneen. How fares my lord? 

Pol. Give o’er the play. 

King. Gi\e me some light : away! 

Alt. Lights, lights, lights ! 

[E xeitnf all but Hamlet and Horatio. 
Ham. Why, let the stricken deer go w^eep, 
d'he hart iingallcd play ; 

Foi some must watch, wdiile some 
must sleep ; 

So runs the world away. 
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Would not this, sir, and a forest of 
feathers — if the rest of my fortunes tuin 
Tiuk with me — with two rro\incial roses 
on my razed shoes, get me a fellowship 
]n a ciy of players, sir? 

Ho7'. Half a share. 

JIam. A whole one, I. 

For thou dost know’, O Damon dear, 
This realm dismantled was 

Of Jove himself; and now’ reigns here 
A very, very — })ajock. 

no7\ You rniglit have rhymed. 

IIa?>t. O good Horatio, I’ll take the 
ghost’s w'ord for a thousand pound 
Didst ])erceive ? ^ 

Hoi-. Very well, my lord. 

Ham. U])on the talk of the poisoning ? 

Hoi\ I did \ery w’ell note him. 

Ham. Ah, ha ! Come, some music I 
tome, the recoiders ! 

For if the king like not the comedy. 

Why then, belike, he likes it not, 
perdy. 

Come, some music ! 

I\c-eitier Rosenxraxtz and Guilden- 

S’l EKN. 

Gnil. Good my loid, vouchsafe me a 
word with you. 

Ham. wSir, a whole history. 

Gnil. The king, sir, — 

JIam. Ay, sir, w'hat of him ? 

Gnil. Is in his retirement inaivellous 
disteinpeied. 

Ham. With drink, sir ? 

Gnil. No, my loid, lather with choler. 

Ham. Your wiMlom should show itself 
more richer to signify this to his doctor ; 
for, for me to put him to his purgation 
would perhaps plunge him into far more 
choler. 

Gnil. Good my lord, put your discourse 
nto some frame and start not so wildly 
liom my affair. 

Ham. I am tame, sir; pronounce. 

Gnil. The queen, your mothei, in most 
great affliction of spirit, hath sent me to 
you. 

Ham. You arc welcome. 

Gnil. Nay, good my lord, this courtesy 
is not of the right breed. If it shall 


please you to make me a wholesome 
an>w'er, I will do your mother’s com- 
mandment : if not, your pardon and my 
ictuin shall be the end of my business. 

Ham. Sir, I cannot. 

Gnil. What, my lord ? 

Ham. IVlake you a wholesome answer ; 
my W'it’s diseased; but, sir, such answer 
as I can make, you shall command; or, 
lather, as you say, my mother: theiefore 
no moie, but to the matter: my mother, 
you say, — 

Ilo^. Then thus she says; your be- 
haviour hath struck her into amazement 
and admiiation. 

Ham. O wonderful son, that can so 
astonish a mother ! Hut is there no 
sequel at the heels of this mother’s ad- 
mnation? Impart. 

Ros. She desnes to speak wdth you in 
her closet, eie you go to bed. 

Ham. We shall obey, w’ere she ten 
times our mother. Have you any fuilher 
tiade with us? 

J\o^. jMy loid, you once did lo\e me. 

Ham. So i do still, by these pickers 
and stealers. 

Ros. Good my lord, W'hat is yoiu caiwe 
of distemper? you do, surely, bar the 
door upon youi owni liberty, if you deny 
your giiefs to your fiiend. 

Ham. Sn, 1 lack advancement. 

Ros. Ihnv can that be, when you have 
the voice of the king himself for your 
succession in Denmark ? 

JIam. Ay, sir, but, ‘ While the grass 
groAvs,’ — the luoverb is something musty. 

Re-e liter Iflayeis luith recorders. 

O, the recorders! let me see one. To 
withdraw with you: — why do you go 
about to lecover the wind of me, as if 
you w’ould drive me into a toil ? 

Gnil. O, my lord, if my duty be too 
bold, my kwe is too unmannerly. 

JIam. I do not w'cll understand that. 
Will you pla)’ upon this pipe ? 

Gnil. My lord, I cannot. 

Ham. I pray you. 

Gnil. Believe me, I cannot. 

Ham. I do beseech you. 
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GuiL I know no touch of it, iny lord. 

Ham. ’Tis as easy as lying: govern 
these ventages with youi fingers and 
thumb, give it breath with your mouth, 
and It will discourse most eloquent music. 
Look you, these are the stops. 

GniL but these cannot I command to 
any utterance of harmony; 1 have not 
the skill. 

Ham. Why, look you now, how im- 
wwthy a thing you make of me! You 
would play upon me; you w’ould seem to 
know my slops; you would pluck out the 
heart of my mystery; you would sound 
me bom my low^est note to the top of my 
com])ass; and there is much music, ex- 
cellent voice, in this little organ; yei 
cann(.)t you make it speak. ’Sblood, do i 
you think I am easier to be played on j 
than a pipe? Call me what iiistiumenl 
you w’ill, though you can fiet me, yet you 
cannot jday upon me. 

Eni'r Tolonius. 

Cod bless yon, sir ! 

Pol. My loid, the queen would speak 
with you, and i)resently. 

Ham. Do )ou see yonder cloud that’s 
almost in shape of a camel ? 

Pol. by the mass, and ’tis like a 
camel, indeed. 

Ham. Methinks it is like a weasel. 

Pol. It is backed like a weasel. 

Ham. Or like a whale ? 

J\il. Very like a wdiale. 

Ham. Then I wall come to my mother 
by and by. They fool me to the top of 
my bent. I w ill come by and by. 

Pol. I wdll say so. 

Ham. By and by is easily said, [iS’a/V 
Poloniiis.^ Leave me, fiiends. 

[Exeunt all hut Hamlet. 
’Tis now the veiy wdtehing time of night, 
When churchyards yawn and hell itself 
breathes out 

Contagion to this world : now could I 
drink hot blood. 

And do such bitter business as the day 
Would quake to look on. Soft! now to 
my mother. 

O heart, lose not thy nature ; let not ever 


The soul of Nero enter this film bosom : 
Let me be cruel, not unnatural : 

I w'ill speak daggeis to her, but u<^e none ; 
My tongue and soul in this be hypocrites ; 
How in my W'ords soever she be shent. 
To give them seals never, my soul, con- 
sent ! [ExL. 

Scene III. A room in the castle. 

Enter King, Rosencrantz, and 
CUll.DENSlEKN. 

Kin^. I like him not, nor stands it 
safe with us 

To let his madness range. Thcrefoie 
prepare you ; 

I your commission will forthwith dispatch, 
And he to England shall along with 
you ; 

The teims of our estate may not endure 
Hazard so neai iis as doth hourly grow 
Cut of his lunacies. 

Gull. Wc will ourselves provide : 
iMost holy and religious fear it is 
I'o keep those many many bodies safe 
That live and feed upon youi majesty. 
Ros. The single and peculiar life is 
bound, 

With all the strength and aiinour of the 
mind, 

To keep itself fioni noyance; but much 
more 

iiiat spirit u]X)n whose w’eal depend and 
rest 

The lives of many. The cease of majesty 
Dies not alone ; but, like a gulf, doth draw^ 
What’s near it with it: it is a massy 
j wheel, 

i Fix’d on the summit of the highest mount, 
'I'o w'hose huge spokes ten thousand 
i lesser things 

Are mortised and adjoin’d; which, wdien 
it falls, 

Each small annexment, petty consequence, 
-Attends the boisterous ruin. Never alone 
Did the king sigh, but with a general 
groan. 

King. Arm you, I pray you, to tlii^ 
speedy voyage; 

For we will fetters put upon this feai, 
hich now goes too free-footed. 
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I We Avill haste us. 

\ExcuntRoscncratitz and Gnildcnstey'n. 

Ejitcr Tot .ONI us. 

Pol. My lord, he’s going to his mother’s 
closet : 

IJeliind the arras I’ll convey myself, 

'J\) hear the proce-^s; I’ll warrant she’ll 
tax him home : 

And, as you said, and wdsely w'as it 
said, 

‘Tib meet that some more audience than 
a mother, 

Since nature makes them jiartial, shouhl^ 
o’erhear 

'Flic speech, of vantage. Fare >011 W'cll, 
my liege : 

I'll call upon you ere you go to bed, 

Vnd tell you tvhat I know. 

King. Thanks, dear my lord. 

\_Exit Poloniiis. 
O, my offence is rank, it smells to heaven ; 
It hath the primal eldest curse upon’t, 

\ brother’s murder. Tray can I not. 
Though inclination be as shaip as will: 
My stronger guilt defeats my strong intent , 
And, like a man to double business bound, 

1 stand in pause where I shall first begin. 
And both neglect. What if this cursed 
hand 

Were thicker than itself with brother’s 
blo(;d. 

Is there not rain cnougli in the sweet 
heavens 

To wash it white as snow? Whereto 
serves meicy 

but to confront the visage of offence? 
And w’hat’s in prayer but this two-fold 
force. 

To be forestalled ere we come to fall, 

0 i pardon’d being down ? Then I ’ll 
look up ; 

?*Iy fault is past. But, O, wdiat form of 
prayer 

fian serve my turn ? ‘ Forgive me my 

foul murder ’? 

That cannot be ; since I am still possess’d 
Of those effects for which I did the murder, 
^ly crown, mine own ambition and my 
queen. 


May one be paidon’d and letain the 
offence ? 

Tn the corrupted currents of this w'orld 
Offence’s gilded hand may shove by 
justice, 

And oft ’tis seen the wicked prize itself 
Buys out the law' : but ’tis not so above ; 
There is no shufiling, theie the action lies 
In his tiue natuie; and w^e ourselves 
compell’d. 

Even to the teeth and forehead of our 
faults. 

To give in evidence. What then ? wdiat 
rests ? 

Try wdiat repentance can : what can it not? 
Vet what can it wdicn one can not repent ? 
O wretched state ! O bosom black as 
death 1 

O limed soul, that, struggling to be ficc, 
Art more engaged ! I lelp, angels ! iMake 
assay ! 

Bowq stubborn knees; and, heart wdth 
strings of steel, 

Be soft as sinews of the new-born bnbe I 
All may be w^ell. \_Kciires and kneels. 

Enter IIamt.et. 

Ilatn. Now-- might I do it pat, now he 
is praying; 

And now' ITl doT. And so he goes to 
heaven ; 

And so am I re\engcd. That would be 
scalin’ d : 

A villain kills my father; and for that, 

I, his sole son, do this same villain send 
To heaven. 

O, this is hire and salaiy, not revenge. 
He took my father grossly, full of bread; 
With all his crimes broad blowm, as 
flush as IMay ; 

And how his audit stands who know's 
save heaven ? 

But in our circumstance and course of 
thought, 

’Tis heavy wdth him : and am I then 
revenged, 

d'o take him in the purging of his soul. 
When he is tit and season’d for his passage? 
No! 

Up, swwd ; and know thou a more horrid 
hent : 
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When lie is drunk asleep, oi m hi-' tage, j 

Or in the incesluons pleasuie of his bed; 

At gaming, swearing, or about some act 

That has no relish of salvation iii’t; 

Then trip him, that his heels may kick 
at heaven, 

And that his soul may be as damn’d and 
black 

As hell, whereto it goes, hly mother 
stays : 

This physic but prolongs thy sickly davs. 

\ExiL 

Knv^. My wc-rds ily up, my 

thoughts remain below: 

Woids without thoughts never to heaven 
go. [A.v//. 

Scene IV. 'The Q^iictii's closet. 

Enter (^)t'LEN and Polonuts. 

Pol. He will come straight. I^ook 
you lay home to him : 

Tell him his pranks have been too broad 
to bear with, 

And that your giace hath screen’d and 
stood between 

Much heat and him. I’ll sconce me 
even here. 

Tray you, be round m ith him. 

llajfi, [/I ///'/;/] iM other, mother, 
mother ! 

Queen, I 'll warrant }ou. 

Fear menot: Avithdiaw', Ihearhim coming. 

\Pohmtus hides behind the arras. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. Now, mother, what’s the matter? 

Queen. Hamlet, thou hast thy hither 
much offended. 

Hunt. Mother, you have my father 
much offended. 

Queen. Come, come, you answer with 
an idle tongue. 

Ham. Go, go, you question wdth a 
wicked tongue. 

Queen. Why, how lunv, Hamlet ! 

I lain. What’s the matter now? 

Queen. Ha\e you foigot me? 

Ham. No, by the rood, not so: 

You aie the queen, your husband’s brother’s 
w ife ; 


And — would it were not so! — you aie 
my mother. 

Queen. Nay, then, I’ll set those to 
you that can sjieak. 

Ham. Come, come, and sit you dowm ; 
you shall not budge; 

You go not till I set you up a glass 

Wlieie you may see the inmost part of 
you. 

Queen. What wilt thou do ? thou wilt 
not murder me ? 

Help, help, ho ! 

Pol. {Behind^ What, ho ! help, belli, 
help ! 

Ham. \Dra7vini^ How now'! a rat? 
Dead, for a ducat, dead ! 

[Makes a pass fhroi(i;h the arras. 

Pol. [/>ehlnd\ O, I am slain! 

[Edits and die?. 

Queen. O me, what hast thou done ? 

Ham. Nay, I know not : 

Is it the king? 

Queen. O, wdiat a rash and bloody 
deed H thjs ! 

Ham. A bloody deed ! almost as bad, 
good mother, 

.Vs kill a king, and many with his 
brothel . 

Quclu. As kill a king! 

Ham. Ay, lady, ’tw'as my w'oid. 

[Lifts up the arras and discovers 
Idlonius. 

Thou w’retched, rash, intruding fool, 
farewell I 

I took thee for thy better : take thy 
foitune ; 

Thou find’st to be too busy is some 
danger. 

Leave w ringing of your hands : peace ! 
sit you down, 

And let me wring } our heart ; for so T 
shall, 

If it be made of penetrable stuff. 

If damned custom have not brass’d it 
so 

That it be proof and bulwark against 
sense. 

Queen. What have I done, that thou 
da rest wag thy tongue 

In noise so rude against me ? 

Liam. Such an act 
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That blurs the grace and blush of 
modesty, 

Calls \irtue hypociite, takes off the rose 
From the fair forehead of an innocent 
love 

And sets a blister there, makes marriage- 
vows 

As false as dicers' oaths : O, such a 
deed 

As from the body of contraction plucks 
i’hc vciy soul, and sweet religion 
makes 

A rhapsody of words : heaven’s face doth 
glow ; 

Yea, this solidity and compound mass, ^ 
With tristful visage, as against the doom. 
Is thought-sick at the act. 

Queen. Ay me, what act. 

That roars so loud, and thunders in the 
index ? 

Ham. Look here, upon this jMcturc, 
and on this, 

The counterfeit presentment of two 
brothers. 

Sec, what a grace w'as seated on this 
brow ; 

Ilyjierion’s curls ; the front of Jove 
himself ; 

An eye like Mars, to threaten and com- 
mand ; 

A station like the herald ^Mercury 
New-lighted on a heaven-kissing hill ; 

A combination and a foim indeed. 

Where every god did seem to set his 
seal. 

To give the w^orld assurance of a man : 
'i’iiis was your husband. Look you now% 
what follow’s: 

Here is your hu-sband; like a mildew'd 
ear, 

blasting his wholesome brother. Have 
you eyes? 

Could you on this fair mountain leave to 
feed, 

And batten on this moor? Ila! have 
you eyes ? 

You cannot call it love ; for at your age 
d he hey-day in the blood is tame, it’s 
humble, 

And w’aits upon the judgement : and W’hat 
judgement 


Would step from this to this ? Sense, 
sure, you have, 

Klse could you not have motion ; but 
sure, that sense 

Is apoplex'd ; for madness would not 
err. 

Nor sense to ecstasy was ne’er so thrall’d 
but it reserved ‘'Ome quantity of choice, 
'I'o serve in such a difference. What 
devil w’as’t 

That thus hath co/en’d you at hoodnian- 
blind ? 

Eyes without feeling, feeling without 
sight, 

Ears w’lthout hands or eyes, smelling 
sans all, 

Or but a sickly part of one tiuc sense 
Could not so mope. 

O shame! wheie is thy blush? Re- 
bellious hell. 

If thou canst mutinc in a matron’s bones, 
To flaming youth let virtue be as wax. 
And melt m her own fire: proclaim no 
shame 

When the compulsive ardorr gives the 
charge. 

Since frost itself as actively doth burn 
*\nd reason pandars will. 

Queen. O Hamlet, speak no more: 
Thou turn’st mine eyes into my very 
soul ; 

And there I see such black and grained 
spots 

As will not lea\ e their tinct. 

Ilam. Nay, but to live 

In the rank sweat of an enseamed bed, 
Stew’d in corruption, honeying and 
making love 
Over the nasty sty, — 

Queen. O, speak to me no more ; 
These words, like daggers, enter in mine 
ears ; 

No more, sw’cet Hamlet ! 

Ham. A murderer and a villain ; 

A slave that is not twentieth part the 
lithe 

Of your precedent lord ; a vice of kings ; 
A cutpurse of the empire and the rule, 
That from a shelf the precious diadem 
stole. 

And put it in his pocket ! 



206 


HAMLET 


ACT in 


Queen. No more ! 

IIa7n. A king of shreds and patches, — 

E)2te7' Ghost. 

Save me, and hover o’er me with your 
wings, 

You heavenly guards ! What would 
your gracious figure ? 

Queen. Alas, he’s mad ! 

Ha)n. Do you not come your tardy 
, son to chide. 

That, lapsed in time and passion, lets 
go by 

The important acting of your dread com- 
maud ? 

O, say! 

Ghost. Do not forget : this visitation 

Is but to whet thy almost blunted pur- 
pose. 

But, look, amazement on thy mother 
sits : 

O, step between her and her fighting 
soul : 

Conceit in w.'‘akest bodies strongest 
works : 

Speak to her, Hamlet. 

Ha77i. How is it with you, lady? 

Queen, Alas, how is’t wdth you, 

That you do bend your eye on vacancy 

And with the incorporal air do hold dis- 
course ? 

Forth at your eyes your spirits wildly 
peep; 

And, as the sleeping soldiers in the 
alarm, 

Your bedded hair, like life in excre- 
ments, 

Start up, and stand an end. O gentle 
son, 

Upon the heat and flame of thy dis- 
temper 

Sprinkle cool patience. Whereon do 
you look ? 

Ham. On him, on him ! Look 'you, 
how pale he glares ! 

His form and cause conjoin’d, preaching 
to stones. 

Would make them capable. Do not look 
upon me ; 

Lest with this piteous action you convert 

My stern effects : then what I have to do 


Will want true colour; tears perchance 
for blood. 

Queejt, To whom do you speak this? 

Ham. Do you see nothing there ? 

Queen. Nothing at all ; yet all that is 
I see. 

Ha77t. Nor did you nothing hear ? 

Queoi. No, nothing but ourselves. 

Hafn. Why, look you there ! look, how 
it steals away ! 

My father, in his habit as he lived 1 

Look, where he goes, even now, out at 
the portal ! \Exit Ghost. 

Quee77. This is the very coinage of 
your brain : 

This bodiless creation ecstasy 

Is very cunning in. 

Hatti. Ecstasy ! 

My pulse, as yours, doth temperately 
keep lime, 

And makes as healthful music : it is not 
madness 

That T have utter’d : bring me to the test. 

And I the matter wdll re-word ; which 
madness 

Would gambol from. Mother, for love 
of grace, 

Lay not that flattering unction to your 
soul. 

That not your trespass, but my madness 
speaks : 

It will but skin and film the ulcerous 
place, 

Whiles rank corruption, mining all within, 

Infects unseen. Confess yourself to 
heaven ; 

Repent what’s past; avoid what is to 
come; 

And do not spread the compost on the 
weeds. 

To make them ranker. Forgive me this 
my virtue ; 

For in the fatness of these pursy times 

Virtue itself of vice must pardon beg. 

Yea, cuib and woo for leave to do him 
good. 

Queen. O Hamlet, thou hast cleft my 
heart in twain. 

HaTfi. O, throw away the worser pait 
of it, 

And live the purer with the other half. 
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Good niglit : but go not to mine uncle's 
bed; 

Assume a virtue, if you have it not. 

That monster, custom, who all sense doth 
eat. 

Of habits devil, is angel yet in this, 

That to the use of actions fair and good 
lie likewise' gives a frock or livery. 

That aptly is put on. Refrain to-night, 
And that shall lend a kind of easiness 
To the next abstinence : the next more 
easy; 

For use almost can change the stamp of 
nature, 

tAnd either .... the devil, or throw 
him out 

With wondrous potency. Once more, 
good night : 

And when you are desirous to be bless’d. 
I’ll blessing beg of you. P'or this same 
lord, '(Pointiug to Polonius. 

I do repent: but heaven hath pleased 
it so, 

To punish me with this and this with me. 
That I must be their scourge and minister. 

I will bestow him, and will answer well 
The death I gave him. So, again, good 
night. 

I must be cruel, only to be kind : 

Thus bad begins and woisc remains 
behind. 

One word more, good lady. 

Qnec77. What shall I do? 

Ham. Not this, by no means, that I 
bid you do : 

Ret the bloat king tempt you again to bed ; 
Finch wanton on your cheek ; call you 
his mouse ; 

And let him, for a pair of reechy kisses, 
Or paddling in your neck with his damn’d 
fingers. 

Make you to ravel all this matter out. 
That I essentially am not in madness, 
but mad in craft. ’Twere good you let 
him know ; 

For who, that’s but a queen, fair, sober, 
wise. 

Would from a paddock, from a bat, a gib, 
Such dear concernings hide ? who would 
do so? 

No, in despite of sense and secrecy, 


Unpeg the basket on the house’s top. 

Let the birds fly, and, like the famous 
ape. 

To try conclusions, in the basket creep. 

And break your own neck down. 

Queen, Be thou assured, if words be 
made of l)reath. 

And bieath of life, I have no life to 
breathe 

What thou hast said to me. 

Ha?}!. I must to England ; you know 
that ? 

Quee?i. Alack, 

I had forgot: ’tis so concluded on. 

Ham. There’s letters seal’d: and my 
two schoolfellows, 

Whom I will trust as I will adders 
fang’d, 

They bear the mandate ; they must sweep 
my way, 

xVnd marshal me to knavery. Let it 
work ; 

I'" or 'tis the sport to have the enginer 

Hoist with his own petar : and't shall go 
hard 

But I will delve one yard below their 
mines. 

And blow them at the moon; O, ’tis 
most sweet, 

When in one line two crafts directly 
meet. 

This man shall set me packing : 

I ’ll lug the guts into the neighbour room. 

Mother, good night. Indeed this coun- 
sellor 

Is now most still, most secret and most 
grave. 

Who was in life a foolibh prating knave. 

Come, sir, to draw toward an end with 
you. 

Good night, mother. [Exeunt severally ; 

Hamlet d?'aggmg in Polonius, 

ACT IV. 

Scene I. A room in the castle. 

Enter King, Queen, Rosencrantz, 
and Guildenstern. 

King. There’s matter in these sighs, 
these profound heaves: 
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You must translate : ’tis fit \vt; undci stand 
them. 

Where is your son ? 

Queen. Bestow this place on us a little 
while. \Exeunt Roscnct'antz and 
Guildcnstei'n. 

Ah, mine own lord, what have I seen to- 
night ! 

Kiiii;. What, Gertrude ? How docs 
liamlet ? 

Queen. Mad as the sea and wind, 
wlien both contend 

Which is the mightier : in his lawless fit. 
Behind the arras hearing something stir. 
Whips out his rapier, cries, ‘A rat, a rat !’ 
And, in this brainish a]Dprchension, kills 
The un'scen good old man. 

King. O heavy deed ! 

It had been so with us, had wc been 
there : 

Ilis liberty is full of threats to all; 

To you yourself, to us, to every one. 
Alas, how sliall this bloody deed be 
answer’d ? 

It will be laid to us, whose providence 
Should have kept short, restrain'd and 
out of haunt. 

This mad young man : but so much was 
our love. 

We \\ ould not understand what was most 
fit ; 

But, like the owner of a foul disease, 

To keep it from divulging, let it feed 
Even on the pith of life. Where is he 
gone ? 

Queen. To draw apart the body he 
hath kill’d : 

O’er whom his very madness, like some 
ore 

Among a mineral of metals base. 

Shows itself pure; he weeps for what is 
done. 

King, O Gertrude, come away ! 

The sun no sooner shall the mountains 
touch, 

But we will ship him hence : and this 
vile deed 

We must, with all our majesty and 
skill. 

Both countenance and excuse. Ho, 
Guild enstern ! 


Re-enter Rosencrantz and Guilden- 

STERX. 

Friends both, go join you with some 
further aid : 

Hamlet in madness hath Polonius slain. 
And from his mother's closet hath he 
dragg’d him : 

Go seek him out; speak fair, and bring 
the body 

Into the chapel. I pi ay you, haste in 
this. [Exeunt Rosencrantz and 

Guildcnstern. 

Come, Gertrude, we’ll call up our wisest 
friends ; 

And let them know, both what we mean 
to do, 

fAnd what’s untimely done 

Whose whisper o’er the woild's diameter. 
As level as the cannon to his blank. 
Transports his poison’d shot, may miss 
our name, 

And hit the woundless air. O, come 
away ! 

My soul is full of discord and dismay. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene II. Another room in the castle. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. Safely stov^ed. 

Ros. '[[JVUhin'l Hamlet! Loidllam- 

Guil. f let ! 

Ham. But soft, what noise ? who calls 
on Hamlet ? O, here they come. 

Enter Rosencrantz and Guilden- 

STERN. 

Ros. What have you done, my lord, 
with the dead body ? 

Ham. Compounded it with dust, w^herc- 
to ’tis kin. 

Ros. Tell us where ’tis, that we may 
take it thence* 

And bear it to the chapel. 

Ham. Do not believe it. 

Ros. Believe what? 

Ham. That I can keep your counsel 
and not mine own. Besides, to be de- 
manded of a sponge ! what replication 
should be made by the son of a king ? 
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Eos. Take you me for a sponge, my 
lord? 

Ham. Ay, sir, that soaks up the king’s 
countenance, his rewards, his authorities. 
I3ut such officers do the king best service 
in the end : he keeps them, like an ape, 
in the corner of liis jaw ; first mouthed, 
to be last swallowed : when he needs 
what you liave gleaned, it is but squeezing 
you, and, sponge, you shall be dry again. 
Eos. I understand you not, my lord. 
Ham. I am glad of it : a knavish 
speech sleeps in a foolish ear. 

Eos. My lord, you must tell us where 
the body is, and go with us to the king. 

Ham. The bocly is with the king, but* 
the king is not with the body. The king 
i^ a thing — 

Guil. A thing, my lord ! 

Ham. Of nothing: bring me to him. 
Hide fox, and all after. [Exeinii. 

Scene III. Another room in the castle. 
Enter King, attended. 

King. I have sent to seek him, and to 
find the body. 

How dangerous is it that this man goes 
loose ! 

Yet must not we put the strong law on 
him: 

lie’s loved of the distracted multitude. 
Who like not in their judgement, but 
their eyes : 

And where ’tis so, the offender’s scourge 
is weigh’d, 

But never the offence. To bear all 
smooth and even, 

This sudden sending him away must seem 
Heliberate pause; diseases desperate grown 
By desperate appliance are relieved. 

Or not at all. 

E7i/er Rosencrantz. ! 

How now ! what hath befall’n ? 
Eos. Where the dead body is bestow’d, 
my lord, I 

We cannot get from him. 

King. But where is he ? 

Eos. Without, my lord ; guarded, to 
know your pleasure. 
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King. Bring him before us. 

Eos. Ho, Guildenstern ! bring in my 
lord. 

Enter Hamlet a^td Guildenstern. 
King. Now, Hamlet, where’s Polo- 
nius ? 

Ha7n. At supper. 

Khig. At supper ! where ? 

Ha7n. Not where he eats, but where 
he is eaten : a certain convocation of 
politic w'orms are e’en at him. Your 
worm is your only emperor for diet : we 
fat all creatures else to fat us, and we fat 
ourselves for maggots : your fat king and 
your lean beggar is but variable service, 
two dishes, but to one table : that ’s the 
end. 

Kmg. Alas, alas ! 

Ham. A man may fish with the worm 
that hath eat of a king, and eat of the 
fish that hath fed of that worm. 

King. What dost thou mean by this ? 
Ham. Nothing but to show you how 
a king may go a progress through the 
guts of a beggar. 

King. Where is Polonius ? 

ILwi. In heaven ; send thither to see : 
if your messenger find him not there, seek 
him i’ the other place yourself. But in- 
deed, if you find him not within this 
month, you shall nose him as you go up 
the stairs into the lobby. 

King. Go seek him there. 

\To some Attendants. 
Ham, He will stay till you come. 

\Eef.eunt Aitenda7tis. 
King. Hamlet, this deed, for thine 
especial safety, — 

Which we do tender, as we dearly grieve 
For that which thou hast done, — must 
send thee hence 

With fiery quickness : therefore prepare 
thyself ; 

The bark is ready, and the wind at help, 
The associates tend, and every thing is 
bent 

For England. 

Ham, For England ! 

Khig. Ay, Hamlet. 

Haffi. Good. 
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King, So is it, if ihc’J kiitw'st our 
pui poses. 

Ilam. I see a cherub that sees them. 
r>ut, come ; for Isngland ! Farewell, 
dear mother. ' 

J\ing. Thy loving father, Hamlet. 

lluni. INly mother : father and mother 
is man and wife; man and wife is one 
flesh ; and so, my mother. Come, for 
England ! "[Exii. 

Kijjg. Follow him at foot ; tempt him 
with speed aboard ; 

Delay it not; I'll have him hence to- j 
night : j 

Away! for everything is scal’d and done 
That else leans on the affair: pray you, 
mal^e haste. [EMiint l'!oSi'7icmrtz 
and GitildeJtsicrn, 
And, England, if my love tliou hold’st 
at aught — 

^Vs my gicat powei thcieof may give 
thee sense, 

Since yet thy cicatrice looks raw and 
red 

Afier the Danish swaord, and ihy free 
awe 

Fays homage to us — thou mayst not 
coldly set 

Our sovereign process; which imports at 
full. 

By letters congruing to that effect, 

The present death of Hamlet. Do it, 
England ; 

For like the hectic in my blood he rages. 
And thou must cure me : till I know ’tis 
done, 

Howe’er my haps, my joys were ne’er 
begun. \Exit. 

Scene IV. A plain in Deftmark, 

Enter Fortinbras, a Captain, and 
Soldiers, maf'chifig. 

For. Go, captain, from me greet the 
Danish king; 

Tell him that, by his license, Fortinbras 
Craves the conveyance of a promised 
march 

Over his kingdom. You know the 
rendezvous. 

If that his majesty would aught wdth us. 


We shall express our duty in his eye; 

And let him know^ so. 

Cap. I will do’t, my lord. 

Fo) . Go softly on. 

l^Exemit Foj'tinbras and Soldier's. 

Enter Hamlet, Rosencrantz, Guil- 
DENSI’ERX, and otko's. 

Ilam. Good sir, wdiose powders are 
these ? 

Cap. They are of Norway, sir. 

Ham. How purposed, sir, I pray you ? 

Cap. x\gainst some pait of Poland. 

Ilam. ^Vho commands them, sir ? 

Cap. The nephew' to old Norway, 

* Fortmbias. 

Ham. Goes it against the main of 
Poland, sir, 

Or for some frontier ? 

Cap. Tiuly to speak, and with no 
addition, 

AVc go to gam a little patch of ground 

That hath m it no profit but the name. 

To pay five ducats, five, I w^oukl not 
faiin it ; 

Nor will it yield to Norway or the Pole 

A ranker rate, should it be sold in fee. 

Harn. \Vhy, then the Polack never 
wall defend it. 

Cap. Vc'., it is already garrison’d. 

Ham. Two thousand souls and twenty 
thousand ducats 

Will not debate the question of this straw : 

This is the imposthume of much wealth 
and peace. 

That inw^ard breaks, and shows no cause 
without 

Why the man dies. I humbly thank 
you, sir. 

Cap. God be wi’ you, sir. \Exit. 

Ros. Will ’t please you go, my lord ? 

Ham. I’ll be wdth you straight. Go 
a little before. 

\Exeunt all except Hamlet. 

How all occasions do inform against 
me. 

And spur my dull revenge ! What is a 
man, 

If his chief good and market of his time 

Be but to sleep and feed? a beast, no 
more. 
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Sine, he that made us with such large 
discourse, 

Looking before and after, gave us not 
That capability and god-like reason 
To fust in us unused. Now, whether it be 
Bestial oblivion, or some craven scruple 
Of thinking too precisely on the event, 

A thought w'hich, quarterd, hath but 
one part w'isdom 

And ever three parts coward, I do not know 
Why yet I live to say ‘ This thing’s to do 
Sith I have cause and will and strength 
and means 

To do’t. Examples gross as earth ex- 
hort me; 

Witness this army of such mass and" 
charge 

Led by a delicate and tender prince. 
Whose spirit wdth divine ambition puff’d 
Makes mouths at the invisible event. 
Exposing w'hat is mortal and unsure 
To all that fortune, death and danger dare, 
Even for an egg-shell. Rightly to be great 
Is not to stir wdthout great argument, 

But greatly to find quarrel in a straw 
When honour’s at the stake. How 
stand I then, 

That have a father kill’d, a mother stain’d. 
Excitements of my reason and my blood 
And let all sleep ? while, to my shame, 
I see 

The imminent death of twenty thousand 
men. 

That, for a fantasy and trick of fame. 

Go to their graves like beds, fight for a plot 
Whereon the numbers cannot try the 
cause, 

Which is not tomb enough and continent 
To hide the slain ? O, from this time forth. 
My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing 
worth ! [Exit. 

Scene V. Elsmore. A room in the 
castle. 

Enter Queen, Horatio, and a 
Gentleman. 

Queen, I will not speak with her. 

Gent, She is importunate, indeed dis- 
tract ; 

Her mood will needs be pitied. 


Queen, What w^ould she have ? 

Gent. She speaks much of her father ; 
says she hears 

There’s tricks i’ the world; and hems, 
and beats her heart ; 

Spurns enviously at straws ; speaks things 
in doubt. 

That carry but half sense : her speech is 
nothing. 

Yet the unshaped use of it doth move 

The hearers to collection ; they aim at it, 

And botch the W'ords up fit to their own 
thoughts ; 

Which, as her wdnks, and nods, and 
gestures yield them. 

Indeed would make one think there 
might be thought, 

Though nothing sure, yet much un- 
happily. 

Hor. ’Tw’ere good she were spoken 
with ; for she may strew 

Dangerous conjectures in ill -breeding 
minds. 

Queen, Let her come in. 

[Exit Horatio, 

To my sick soul, as sin’s true nature is, 

Each toy seems prologue to some great 
amiss : 

So full of artless jealousy is guilt. 

It spills itself in fearing to be spilt. 

Re-enter Horatio, with Ophelia. 

Oph. Where is the beauteous majesty 
of Denmark ? 

Queen. How now, Ophelia ! 

Oj>h. 

How should I your true love know 
From another one ? 

By his cockle hat and staff, 

And his sandal shoon. 

Queen, Alas, sweet lady, what imports 
this song? 

Oph. Say you ? nay, pray you, mark. 

He is dead and gone, lady. 

He is dead and gone ; 

At his head a grass -green turf. 
At his heels a stone. 

Queen, Nay, but, Ophelia, — 

Oph. Pray you, mark. 
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White his shroud n,o the mountain 
snow, — 

Enit'r King. 

Qticev. Alas, look here, my lord. 

Oph, [iV/zfj’] 

Larded w'ith sweet flowers; 

Whicli bewept to the grave did go 
With true-love showers. 

King, How do you, pretty lady ? 

Oph, Well, God ’ild you! They sa)’ 
the owl was a baker's daughter. Lord, 
w^e know wdiat w’e are, but know not 
w’hat w’-e may be. God be at your table ! 

King. Conceit upon her father. 

Oph, l*ray you, let ’s have no words of 
this ; but wdien they ask you what it 
means, say you this : 

To-morrow is Saint Valentine's 
day, 

All in the morning betime, 

And I a maid at your window, 

To be your V alcntine. 

Then up he rose, and donn’d his 
clothes, 

And dupp'd the chamber-door; 
Let in the maid, that out a maid 
Never departed more. 

King, Pietry Ophelia ! 

Oph. Indeed, la, without an ooth, I'll 
make an end on ’l : 

By Gis and by Saint Charity, 
Alack, and fie for shame I 
Young men will do’t, if they come 
to’t ; 

By cock, they are to blame. 
Quoth she, before you tumbled me. 
You promised me to w^ed. 

So W'ould I ha’ done, by yonder sun. 
An thou hadst not come to my bed. 

Kittg, How long hath she been thus ? 

Oph. I ho])e all wall be well. We 
must be patient : but I cannot choose but 
w'eep, to think they should lay him i’ the 
cold ground. My brother shall know of 
it : and so I thank you for your good 
counsel. Come, my coach ! Good night, 
ladies; good night, sweet ladies; good 
night, good night. {Exit, 


King. Follow her close ; give her good 
watch, I pray you. [E^it Horatio. 

0, this is the poison of deep grief; it 

springs 

All from her father's death. O Gertrude, 
Gertrude, 

When sorrows come, they come not 
single spies, 

But in battalions. First, her father slain : 

Next, your son gone ; and he most violent 
author 

Of his own just remove : the people 
muddied, 

Thick and unwholesome in their thoughts 
and whispers, 

'For good Bolonius’ death; and we have 
done but greenly, 

In hugger-mugger to inter him: poor 
Ophelia 

Divided from herself and her fair judge- 
ment, 

Without the which we are pictuies, oi 
mere beasts : 

1, ast, and as much containing as all 

these. 

Her brother is in secret come from 
France; 

Feeds on his w'ondei, keeps himself in 
clouds. 

And w'ants not buzzers to infect his 
ear 

With jiestilent speeches of his father’s 
death ; 

Wherein necessity, of matter beggar’d. 

Will nothing stick our person to arraign 

In ear and ear. O my dear Gertrude, 
this, 

J dke to a murdering-piece, in many places 

Gives me superfluous death. 

{A noise within. 

Queen. Alack, w'hat noise is this ? 

King. Where are my Switzers? Let 
them guard the door. 

Enter another Gentleman. 

What is the matter ? 

Gent. Save yourself, my lord : 

The ocean, overpeering of his list, 

Eats not the flats with more impetuous 
haste 

Than young Laertes, in a riotous head, 
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O’erbears your officers. The rabble call 
him lord ; 

And, as the world were now but to 
begin, 

Antiquity forgot, custom not known, 

The ratifiers and props of every word, 
They ciy ‘ Choose we ; Laertes shall be 
king:’ 

Caps, hands, and tongues, applaud it to 
the clouds : 

‘ I.aertes shall be king, Lacitcs king!’ 

Queen. How chceifully on the false 
trail they cry ! 

O, this is counter, you false Danish dogs ! 

King. The doors are broke. 

\Noise within: 

Enter Laertes, armed; Danes 
following. 

I.acr. Where is this king ? Sirs, stand 
you all without. 

Danes. No, let’s come in. 

iMcr. I ]')ray you, give me leave. 

Danes. We will, w’e will. 

\l'hry retire withont the door. 

Laer. I thank you : keep the door. O 
thou vile king. 

Give me my father ! 

Queen. Calmly, good Laertes. 

Lacr. That drop of blood that \ calm 
proclaims me bastard. 

Cries cuckold to my father, brands the 
harlot 

Even here, between the chaste unsmirched 
brow 

Of my true mother. 

King. What is the cause, Laertes, 
That thy rebellion looks so giant-like ? 
Let him go, Gertrude; do not fear our 
person : 

There’s such divinity doth hedge a king. 
That treason can but peep to w'hat it 
would. 

Acts little of his will. Tell me, Laertes, 
Why thou art thus incensed. Let him 
go, Gertrude. 

Speak, man. 

T.aer. Where is my father ? 

King. Dead. 

Queen. But not by him. 

King. Let him demand his fill. 


Laer. How came he dead ? I ’ll not 
be juggled with : 

To hell, allegiance ! vows, to the blackest 
devil ! 

Conscience and grace, to the profoundest 
pit! 

I dare damnation. To this point I stand. 
That both the woilds I give to negligence, 
I.et come what comes; only I’ll be re- 
venged 

Most throughly for my father. 

King. Who shall stay you ? 

Lacr. My will, not all the world : 

And for my means, I ’ll husband them so 
WX'II, 

They shall go far with little. 

King. Good Laertes, 

If you desire to know the certainty 
Of your dear father’s death, is't writ in 
your revenge. 

That, swoopstnke, you will draw both 
friend and foe. 

Winner and loser ? 

Laer. None but his enemies. 

King. Will you know them then ? 

Laer. To his good friends thus wide 
I’ll ope my arms; 

And like the kind life-rendering pelican, 
Repast them with my blood. 

King. Why, now you speak 

Like a good child and a true gentleman. 
That I am guiltless of your father’s death, 
And am most sensibly in grief for it, 

It shall as level to youi judgement pierce 
As day docs to your eye. 

Danes. [I Within] Let her come in. 

I^acr. How now I what noise is that? 

Re-enter Ophelia. 

O heat, dry up my brains ! tears seven 
times .salt, 

Bum out the sense and virtue of mine eye ! 
By heaven, thy madness shall be paid with 
'weight, 

Till our scale turn the beam. O rose of 
May! 

Dear maid, kind sister, sweet Ophelia ! 

O heavens! is’t possible, a young maid’s 
wdts 

Should be as mortal as an old man’s life ? 
Nature is fine in love, and where ’tis fine. 
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It sends some precious instance of itself 
After the thing it loves. 

Oph. 

They bore him barefaced on the bier; 
Hey non nonny, nonny, hey nonny ; 
And in his grave rain'd many a tear ; — 

Fare you well, my dove ! 

Laer, Iladst thou thy wits, and didst 
persuade revenge, 

It could not move thus. 

Oph. 

You must sing a-down a-down, 

An you call him a-down-a. 

O, how the wheel becomes it ! It is the 
false steward, that stole his master’s 
daughter. 

Laer. This nothing ’s more than matter. 
Oph. There ’s rosemary, that ’s for re- 
membrance; pray, love, remember: and 
there is pansies, that ’s for thoughts. 

Laer. A document in madness, thoughts 
and remembrance fitted. 

Oph. Theie’s fennel for you, and col- 
umbines : there’s rue for you ; and here’s 
some for me : we may call it herb-grace 
o’ Sundays : O, you must \vear your rue 
with a difference. There’s a daisy: I 
would give you some violets, but they 
withered all when my father died : they 
say he made a good end, — 

For bonny sweet Robin is all my joy. 
Laer. Thought and affliction, passion, 
hell itself, 

She turns to favour and to prettiness. 
Oph. {,Smgs] 

And will he not come again ? 

And will he not come again ? 

No, no, he is dead : 

Go to thy death-bed : 

He never will come again. 

His beard was as white as snow, 
All flaxen was his poll; 

He is gone, he is gone, 

And we cast away moan : 

God ha’ mercy on his soul ! 

And of all Christian souls, I pray God. 
God be wi’ ye. \^Exit. 

Laer. Do you see this, O God ? 


King. Laertes, I must commune with 
your grief, 

Or you deny me right. Go but apart. 
Make choice of whont your wisest friends 
you will, 

And they shall hear and judge ’twixt you 
and me : 

If by direct or by collateral hand 
They find us touch’d, we will our king- 
dom give. 

Our crown, our life, and all that we call 
ours. 

To you in satisfaction; but if not, 

Be you content to lend your patience to us, 
And we shall jointly labour with your soul 
**ro give it due content. 

Laer. Let this be so ; 

His means of death, his obscure funeral — 
No trophy, sword, nor hatchment o’er 
his bones, 

No noble rite nor formal ostentation — 
Cry to be heard, as ’twere from heaven 
to earth, 

That I must call’t in question. 

King. So you shall ; 

And where the offence is let the great 
axe fall. 

I pray you, go with me. \Exennt. 

Scene VI. Another room in the castle. 
Enter Horatio and a Servant. 

IJoi'. What arc they that would speak 
with me? 

Seru. Sailors, sir ; they say they have 
letters for you. 

Ilor. Let them come in. \Exit Servant. 
I do not know from what part of the world 
I should be greeted, if not from lord 
Hamlet. 

Enter Sailors. 

First Sail. God bless you, sir. 

Hor, Let him bless thee too. 

Plrst Sail. He shall, sir, an’t please 
him. There’s a letter for you, sir; it 
comes from the ambassador that was 
bound for England; if your name be 
Horatio, as I am let to know it is. 

Hor. [Reads'] ‘ Horatio, when thou 
slialt have overlooked this, give these 
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fellows some means to the king: they 
have letters for him. Ere we were two 
days old at sea, a pirate of very warlike 
appointment gave us chase. Finding 
ourselves too slow of sail, we put on a 
compelled valour, and in the grapple I 
boarded them: on the instant they got 
clear of our ship; so I alone became 
their prisoner. They have dealt with 
me like thieves of mercy : but they knew 
what they did ; I am to do a good turn 
for them. Let the king have the letters 
I have sent ; and repair thou to me with 
as much speed as thou wouldst fly death. 

I have words to speak in thine ear will 
make thee dumb ; yet are they much to'o 
light for the bore of the matter. These 
good fellows will bring thee where I am. 
Rosencrantz and Guildenstern hold their 
course for England : of them 1 have 
much to tell thee. Farewell. 

‘ He that thou knowest thine, Hamlet.’ 
Come, I will make you way for these 
your letters ; 

And do’t the speedier, that you may 
direct me 

To him from w'hom you brought them. 

[Exetint, 

Scene VII. Another room in the castle, 
Eiitcr King and Laertes. 

Now must your conscience my 
acquittance seal, 

And you must put me in your heart for 
friend, 

Sith you have heard, and with a knowing 
ear, 

That he which hath your noble father slain 
rursued my life. 

Lacr, It well appears ; but tell me 
Why you proceeded not against these 
feats. 

So crimeful and so capital in nature. 

As by your safety, wisdom, all things else, 
You mainly w'cre stirr’d up. 

King, Of for tw’-o special reasons; 
Which may to you, perhaps, seem much 
unsinew’d. 

Rut yet to me they are strong. The 
queen his mother 


Lives almost by his looks ; and for my- 
self — 

My virtue or my plague, be it either 
which — 

She ’s so conjunctive to my life and soul, 
That, as the star moves not .but in his 
sphere, 

I could not but by her. The other motive, 
Why to a public count I might not go. 

Is the great love the general gender bear 
him ; 

Who, dipping all his faults in their affec- 
tion, 

Would, like the spring that turneth wood 
to stone. 

Convert his gyves to graces ; so that my 
arrows, 

Too slightly timber’d for so loud a wind, 
Would have reverted to my bow again. 
And not where I had aim’d them. 

Laer, And so have I a noble father 
lost; 

A sister driven into desperate terms, 
Whoso worth, if praises may go back 
again, 

Stood challenger on mount of all the age 
For her pcifections : but my revenge will 
come. 

King, Break not your sleeps for that : 
you must not think 

That we are made of stuff so flat and 
dull 

That we can let our beard be shook with 
danger 

And think it pastime. You shortly shall 
hear more : 

I loved your father, and we love ourself; 
And that, I hope, will teach you to 
imagine — 

Enter a Messenger. 

I low now ! what news ? 

Mess. Letters, my lord, from Hamlet : 
This to your majesty; this to the queen. 

King. From Hamlet ! who brought 
them ? 

Mess. Sailors, my lord, they say; I 
saw them not : 

They w^ere given me by Claudio; he 
received them 
Of him that brought them. 
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King, Laertes, you shal: hear them. 
Leave us. {Exit Messenger, 

{Reads'] ‘ TIigh and mighty, Yoa shall 
know I am set naked on your kingdom. 
To-morrow shall I beg leave to see youi 
kingly eyes : when I shall, first asking 
your pardon thereunto, lecount the occa- 
sion of my sudden and more strange 
return. Hamlet.’ 

What should this mean? Are all the 
rest come back ? 

Or is it some abuse, and no such thing ? 

I.aer. Know you the hand ? 

King. ’Tis Hamlet’s character. 
‘Naked!’ 

And in a postsciipt here, he says ‘alone.’ 
Can you advise me ? 

Laer. I’m lost in it, my lord. But 
let him come; 

It warms the very sickness in my heart, 
That I shall live and tell him to his 
teeth, 

‘ Thus didest thou. ’ 

Kng. If it be so, Laertes — 

As how should it be so? how otherwise? — 
Will you be ruled by me ? 

Laer. Ay, my lord ; 

So you will not o’errule me to a peace. 

King. To thine own peace. If he be 
now leturn’d, 

As checking at his voyage, and that he 
means 

No moie to undertake it, I will work him 
To an exploit, now ripe in my device, 
Under the which he shall not choose but 
fall: 

And for his death no wind of blame shall 
breathe, 

But even his mother shall uncharge the 
practice 

And call it accident. 

Laer. ]\Iy lord, I will be ruled; 

The rather, if you could d^dse it so 
That I might be the organ. 

King. It falls right. 

You have been talk’d of since your travel 
much, 

And that in Hamlet's hearing, for a 
quality 

Wherein, they say, you shine : your sum 
of paits 


Did not together pluck such envy from 
him 

As did that one, and that, in my regard, 
Of the unworthiest siege. 

Laer. What part is that, my lord ? 

King. A very riband in the cap of 
youth. 

Yet needful too; for youth no less be- 
comes 

The light and careless livery that it 
wears 

Than settled age his sables and his weeds, 
Importing health and graveness. Two 
months since, 

Here was a gentleman of Normandy: — 
L've seen myself, and served against, the 
French, 

And they can well on horseback: but 
this gallant 

Had wdlchcraft in’t; he grew unto his 
seat ; 

And to such wondrous doing brought his 
horse, 

As he had been incorpsed and demi- 
natured 

W’ith the brave beast : so far he topp'd 
my thought, 

That I, in forgery of shapes and tricks, 
Come short of what he did. 

Laer. A N orman was ’t ? 

King. A Norman. 

Laer, Upon my life, Lamond. 

Kiiig, Tlic very same. 

I^aer. I know him well : he is the 
brooch indeed 
And gem of all the nation. 

Kmg, He made confession of you, 
And gave you such a masterly report 
For art and exercise in your defence 
And for your rapier most especial. 

That he cried out, ’twould be a sight 
indeed. 

If one could match you : the scrimers of 
their nation, 

lie swore, had neither motion, guard, nor 
eye. 

If you opposed them. Sir, this report of 
his 

Did Hamlet so envenom with his envy 
That he could nothing do but wish and 
beg 
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Your sudden coming o’er, to play with 
him. 

Now, out of this, — 

Lacr, What out of this, my lord ? 

King. Laertes, was your father dear 
to you ? 

Or are you like the painting of a sorrow, 
A face without a heart ? 

Laer. Why ask you this ? 

King. Not that 1 think you did not 
love your father ; 

But that I know love is begun by time; 
And that I see, in passages of proof, 
Time qualifies the spark and fire of it. 
d'here lives vdthin the very flame of love 
A kind of wick or snuff that will abate it ; 
And nothing is at a like goodness still; 
For goodness, growing to a plurisy, 

Dies in his own too much: that we 
would do. 

We should do when we would; for this 
* would ’ changes 

And hath abatements and delays as many 
As there are tongues, arc hands, are 
accidents ; 

And then this ‘ should ’ is like a spend- 
thrift sigh, 

That hurts by easing. But, to the quick 
o’ the ulcer : — 

Hamlet comes back: what would you 
undertake, 

To show yourself your father’s son in 
deed 

More than in words ? 

Lacr. To cut his throat i’ the church. 

King, No place, indeed , should murder 
sanctuarize ; 

Revenge should have no bounds. But, 
good Laertes, 

Will you do this, keep close within your 
chamber. 

Hamlet return’d shall know you are come 
home : 

We’ll put on those shall praise your ex- 
cellence 

And set a double varnish on the fame 
The Frenchman gave you, bring you in 
fine together 

And wager on your heads : he, being 
remiss, 

Most generous and free fiom all contriving, 


Will not peruse the foils ; so that, with 
ease, 

Or with a little shuffling, you may choose 

A sword unbated, and in a pass of practice 

Requite him for your father. 

Laer. Iwdlldo’t: 

And, for that purpose, I’ll anoint my 
swoid. 

I bought an unction of a mountebank, 

So moital that, but dip a knife in it, 

Where it draws blood no cataplasm so 
rare, 

Collected from all simples that have virtue 

Under the moon, can save the thing from 
death 

That is but scratch’d wdthal : I ’ll touch 
my point 

With this contagion, that, if I gall him 
slightly. 

It may be death. 

King. Let’s further think of this; 

Weigh what convenience both of time 
and means 

May fit us to our shape : if this should fail, 

And that our drift look through our bad 
performance, 

'Twere better not assay’d : therefore this 
project 

Should have a back or second, that might 
hold, 

If this should blast in proof. Soft ! let 
me see : 

We’ll make a solemn wager on your 
cunnings : 

I ha’t : 

When in your motion you are hot and 
drj'— 

As make your bouts more violent to that 
end — 

And that he calls for drink, I’ll have 
prepared him 

A chalice for the nonce, whereon but 
sipping, 

If he by chance escape your venorn’d 
stuck. 

Our purpose may hold there. 

E7ticr Queen. 

How now, sweet queen ! 

Queen. One woe doth tread upon 
another’s heel. 
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So fast they follow : your bister’s drown’d, 
I.aertes. 

Laer. Drown'd! O, where? 

Qnccn, There is a willow grows aslant 
a brook, 

That shows his hoar leaves in the glassy 
stream ; 

7’hcre with fantastic gnrlandsdid she come 

Of crow-flowers, nettles, daisies, and long 
purples 

That liberal shepherds give a grosser 
name, 

But our cold maids do dead men’s fingers 
call them : 

There, on the pendent boughs her coronet 
weeds 

Clambering to hang, an envious sliver 
broke ; 

When down her weedy trophies and her- 
self 

Fell in the weeping brook. Her clothes 
sptead wide; 

And, mermaid -like, awhile they bore 
her up : 

Which lime she chanted snatches of old 
tunes ; 

As one incapable of her own distress. 

Or like a creature native and indued 

Unto that element : but long it could 
not be 

Till that her garments, heavy with their 
drink, 

Bull’d the poor wretch from her melodious 
lay 

To muddy death. 

Laer. Alas, then, she is drown’d ? 

Qiiectt. Drown’d, drowm’d. 

Laer. Too much of water hast thou, 
poor Ophelia, 

And therefore I foibid my tears : but yet 

It is our trick ; nature her custom holds. 

Let shame say wdiat it will: wdien these 
are gone. 

The w’^oman will be out. Adieu, my lord : 

I have a sfieech of fire, that fain would 
blaze. 

But that this folly douts it. \Exit. 

Kin^. Let’s follow, Gertrude : 

How much I had to do to calm his rage ! 

Now fear I this will give it start again; 

Therefore let ’s follow. {^Exeunt. 


ACT V. 

Scene I. A clnirchyanL 

Enter two Clowns, spades^ etc. 

First Clo. Is she to be buried in Chris- 
tian burial that wilfully seeks her own 
salvation ? 

Sec. Clo. I tell thee she is ; and there- 
fore make her grave straight : the crownei 
hath sat on her, and finds it Christian 
burial. 

First Clo. How can that be, unless she 
drowned herself in her owm defence ? 

Sec. Clo. Why, ’tis found so. 

First Clo. It must be ‘ se offendendo ; ’ 
it cannot be else, h'or here lies the point : 
if I drown myself wittingly, it argues an 
act : and an act hath three branches ; it 
is, to act, to do, and to perform : argal, 
she drowned herself wittingly. 

Sec. Clo. Nay, but hear you, goodman 
delver, — 

First Clo. Give me leave. Here lies 
the water ; good : here stands the man ; 
good: if the man go to this water, and 
drown himself, it is, will he, nill he, he 
goes, — mark you that ; but if the water 
come to him and drown him, he drowns 
not himself : argal, he that is not guilty 
of his ow n death shortens not his ow n life. 

Sec. Clo, But is this law ? 

First Clo. Ay, marry, is ’t ; crowner’s 
quest law. 

Sec. Clo. Will you ha’ the truth on’l^ 
If this had not been a gentlewoman, she 
should have been buried out o’ Christian 
burial. 

First Clo. Why, there thou say’st : and 
the more pity that great folk should have 
countenance in this world to drowm oi 
hang themselves, more than their even 
Christian. Come, my sjmde. There is 
no ancient gentlemen but gardeners, 
ditchers, and grave - makers : they hold 
up Adam’s profession. 

Sec. Clo. Was he a gentleman ? 

First Clo. A’ was the first that ever 
bore arms. 

Sec, Clo. Why, he had none. 
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First Clo, What, art a heathen ? How 
dost thou understand the Scripture ? The 
Scripture says ‘Adam digged:’ could he 
dig without arms? I’ll put another 
question to thee : if thou answerest me 
not to the purpose, confess thyself — 

Sec. Clo. Go to. 

First Clo. What is he that builds 
stronger than cither the mason, the ship- 
wright, or the carpenter ? 

Sec. Clo. The gallows-maker; for that 
frame outlives a thousand tenants. 

First Clo. I like thy wit well, in good 
faith : the gallows does well ; but how 
docs it well ? it docs well to those thi^; 
do ill : now thou dost ill to say the gal- 
lows is built stronger than the church : 
argal, the gallows may do well to thee. 
To’t again, come. 

See. Clo. ‘ Who builds stronger than a 
mason, a shipwright, or a carpenter ? ’ 

First Clo. Ay, tell me that, and un- 
yoke. 

Sec. Clo. Marry, now I can tell. 

First Clo. To’t. 

See. Clo. Mass, I cannot tell. 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio, at a 
distance. 

FFst Clo. Cudgel thy brains no more 
about it, for your dull ass will not mend 
his pace with l)cating; and, when you 
aie asked this question next, say ‘ a grave- 
maker the houses that he makes last 
till doomsday. Go, get thee to dY aughan : 
fetch me a stoup of liquor. 

\^Exit Sec. ClcTiOn. 

\IIe digs, and sings. 

In youth, when I did love, did love, 
Methought it was very sweet. 

To contract, O, the time, for, ah, my 
behove, 

O, methought, there was nothing 
meet. 

Ham. Has this fellow no feeling of his 
business, that he sings at grave -making ? 

Hor. Custom hath made it in him a 
property of easiness. 

Ham. ’Tis e’en so : the hand of little 
employment hath the daintier sense. 


First Clo. 

But age, with his stealing steps, 

Hath claw’d me in his clutch. 

And hath shipped me intil the land, 

As if I had never been such. 

\TJn'OWs np a skull. 

Ham. That skull had a tongue in it, 
and could sing once : how the knave 
jowls it to the ground, as if it were Cain’s 
jaw-bone, that did the first murder 1 It 
might be the pate of a politician, which 
this ass now o’cr-reaches ; one that would 
circumvent God, might it not ? 

Hor. It might, my lord. 

Hajn. Or of a courtier; which could 
say ‘ Good morrow, sw'eet lord ! How* 
dost thou, good lord?’ This might be 
my lord such-a-one, that praised my lord 
such-a-one’s horse, when he meant to beg 
it ; might it not ? 

Hor. Ay, my lord. 

Ham. Why, e’en so : and now my 
Lady Worm’s; chapless, and knocked 
about the mazzard wdth a sexton’s spade ; 
here’s fine revolution, an we had the trick 
to see’t. Did these bones cost no more 
the breeding, but to play at loggats with 
’em ? mine ache to think on ’t. 

First Clo. 

A pick -axe, and a spade, a spade. 
For and a shrouding sheet : 

O, a pit of clay for to be made 
For such a guest is meet. 

[ Throzos up another skull. 

Ham. There ’s anoiher : why may not 
that be the skull of a lawyer? Where 
be his quiddities now, his quillets, his 
cases, his tenures, and his tricks? why 
does he suffer this rude knave now to 
knock him about the sconce wath a dirty 
shovel, and will not tell him of his action 
of battery ? Hum ! This fellow might be 
in’s time a great buyer of land, with his 
statutes, his recognizances, his fines, his 
double vouchers, his recoveries: is this 
the fine of his fines, and the recovery of 
his recoveries, to have his fine pate full 
of fine dirt ? will his vouchers vouch him 
no more of his purchases, and double 
ones loo, than the length and breadth of 
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a pair of indentures ? The very convey- 
ances of his lands will hardly lie in this 
box ; and must the inheritor himself have 
no more, ha ? 

Hor. Not a jot more, my lord. 

Ham. Is not parchment made of sheep- 
skins ? 

Hor. Ay, my lord, and of calf-skins too. 

Ham, They are sheep and calves 
which seek out assurance in that. I will 
speak to this fellow. Whose grave’s 
this, siriah? 

First Clo. Mine, sir. 

O, a pit of clay for to be made 
For such a guest is meet. 

Hain. I think it be thine, indeed; for 
thou liest in’t. 

First Clo. You lie out on’t, sir, and 
theiefore it is not yours: for my part, I 
do not lie in’t, and yet it is mine. 

Ham. Thou dost lie in’t, to be in’t 
and say it is thine: ’tis for the dead, not 
for the quick ; therefore thou liest. 

First Clo. ’Tis a quick lie, sir; ’twill 
away again, from me to you. 

Ham. What man dost thou dig it for? 

First Clo. For no man, sir. 

Ham, What woman, then ? 

First Clo. For none, neither. 

Ham. Who is to be buried in ’t ’ 

First Clo. One that was a woman, 
sir; but, rest her soul, she’s dead. 

Ham. How absolute the knave is ! we 
must speak by the card, or equivocation 
will undo us. By the Lord, Horatio, 
these three years I have taken note of it ; 
the age is grown so picked that the toe of 
the peasant comes so near the heel of the 
courtier, he galls his kibe. How long 
hast thou been a grave-maker ? 

First Clo. Of all the days i’ the year, 
I came to’t that day that our last king 
Hamlet overcame Fortinbvas. 

Ham. How long is that since ? 

Fii'st Clo. Cannot you tell that? every 
fool can tell that : it was the very day 
that young Hamlet was born ; he that is 
mad, and sent into England. 

Ham. Ay, marry, why was he sent 
into England ? 


First Clo. Why, because he was mad : 
he shall recover his wits there ; or, if he 
do not, it’s no great matter there. 

Ham. Why? 

First Clo. ’Twill not be seen in him 
there; there the men are as mad as he. 

Ham. How came he mad ? 

First Clo. Very strangely, they say. 

Ham. How strangely? 

First Clo. Faith, e’en with losing his 
wits. 

Ham. Upon what ground ? 

First Clo. Why, here in Denmark : I 
have been sexton here, man and boy, 
thirty years. 

Ham. How long will a man lie i’ the 
earth ere he rot ? 

First Clo. I’ faith, if he be not rotten 
before he die — as we have many pocky 
corses now-a-days, that will scarce hold 
the laying in — he will last you some eight 
year or nine year : a tanner will last you 
nine year. 

Ham. Why he more than another ? 

First Clo. Why, sir, his hide is so 
tanned with his trade, that he will keej) 
out water a great while ; and your water 
is a sore decayer of your whoreson dead 
body. Here’s a skull now; this skull 
has lain in the earth three and twenty 
years. 

Ham. Whose was it ? 

Fil'st Clo. A whoreson mad fellow’s it 
was : whose do you think it was ? 

Ham. Nay, I know not. 

First Clo. A pestilence on him for a 
mad rogue I a’ poured a flagon of Rhenish 
on my head once. This same skull, sir, 
was Yorick's skull, the king’s jester. 

Ham. This? 

First Clo. E’en that. 

Ham. Let me see. {Takes the skull. \ 
Alas, poor Yorick ! I knew him, Horatio : 
a fellow of infinite jest, of most excellent 
fancy : he hath borne me on his back a 
thousand times ; and now, how abhorred 
in my imagination it is ! my gorge rises 
at it. Here hung those lips that 1 have 
kissed I know not how oft. Where be 
your gibes now? your gambols? your 
songs? your flashes of merriment, that 
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were wont to set the table on a roar? 
Not one now, to mock your own grin- 
ning ? quite chap-fallen ? Now get you 
If) my lady’s chamber, and tell her, let 
her paint an inch thick, to this favour 
she must come ; make her laugh at that. 
Prithee, Horatio, tell me one thing. 

Hor. \Vhat’s that, my lord? 

Ham. Dost thou think Alexander 
looked o’ this fashion i’ the earth ? 

Ilor. E’en so. 

Ham, And smelt so ? jiah ! 

down the skull. 
Hor. E’en so, my lord. 

Ham. To what base uses W'^e may 
leturn, Horatio! Why may not imagina- 
tion tiace the noble dust of Alexander, 
till he find it stopping a bung-hole ? 

Hor. ’Twere to consider too curiously, 
to consider so. 

Ilavi. No, faith, not a jot ; but to 
follow him thither with modesty enough, 
and likelihood to lead it : as thus : Alex- 
ander died, Alexander was buried, Alex- 
ander returneth into dust ; the dust is 
eaith; of earth we make loam; and why 
of that loam, wheieto he was converted, 
might they not stop a beer-barrel ? 
Imperious C<csar, dead and turn’d to 
clay. 

Might stop a hole to keep the wind away: 
O, that that earth, which kept the 
world in awe, 

Should patch a w'all to expel the 
winter's flaw ! 

but soft ! but soft ! aside : here comes 
the king, 

Enter Priests, etc. i7t p7'oc€ssio7t ; the 
Corpse of OPHELIA, Laertes and 
Mourners followi)7g; King, Queen, 
their trains^ etc. 

The queen, the courtiers : who is this 
they follow ? 

And with such maimed rites? This doth 
betoken 

The corse they follow did with desperate 
hand 

h ordo it own life : ’twas of some estate. 
Couch we awhile, and mark. 

{^Retiring with Horatio. 


Lacr. What ceremony else ? 

Ham. That is Laertes, 

A very noble youth : mark. 

Laei'. What ceremony else ? 

First Priest, tier obsequies have been 
as far enlarged 

As we have warranty : her death was 
doubtful ; 

And, but that great command o’ersways 
the order. 

She should in ground unsanctified have 
lodged 

Till the last trumpet ; for charitable 
prayers, 

Sliardr*, flints and pebbles should be 
thrown on her : 

Yet here she is allow’d her virgin crants, 
Her maiden strewments and the bringing 
home 

Of bell and burial. 

Lacr. hlust there no more be done ? 

Fh'U Priest. No more be done : 
We should profane the service of the dead 
To sing a requiem and such rest to her 
As to peace-parted souls. 

Laer. Lay hci i’ the earth : 

And from her fair and unpolluted flesh 
May violets spiing! I tell thee, churlish 
priest, 

A ministering angel shall my sister be, 
When thou best howling. 

Flam. What, the fair Ophelia ! 

Queen. Sweets to the sweet : faiewell ! 

[Scattei'ing foroei's. 
I hoped thou shouldst have been my 
Hamlet’s wife ; 

I thought thy bride-bed to have deck’d, 
sweet maid, 

And not hav^e strew’d thy grave. 

Laer, O, treble woe 

Fall ten times treble on that cursed head, 
W^hose wicked deed thy most ingenious 
sense 

Deprived thee of! Hold off the earth 
awhile. 

Till I have caught her once moie in mine 
arms: [Leaps into the gi-ave. 

Now pile your dust upon the quick and 
dead, 

Till of this flat a mountain you have 
made, 
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To o'crtop old rdioii, or tlie dvvish head 
<Jf Ifliic Olynipu'5. 

limn, [. Idvaucui^ ^Vllat ib he whose 
grief 

Bears sucli an eni])hasis? whose phrase 
of S<)110W 

Conjuies tile wandciliig star^, and makes 
lliein ^tand 

Like wonder- wounded hearers? This is I, 
Ifanilet the Dane. \J.L'ap<; into the grave. 
Lacr, The devil take thy soul ! 

[ Grapplin'^ nviih him. 
Ham. 'Thou pray'st not well. 

I prithee, take thy lingers from my throat ; 
Tor, though 1 am not splenitive and rash, ! 
^'el have I '-ometliing m me dangeroii'^, i 
^Vluch lei thy wiseness fear ; hold off thy j 
hand. ! 

Enig. Pliu k them asunder. 

( hieen. 1 1 amlel, 1 lamlet I 

. lit. ( Tin lemon, - - 

l/or. (lood my lord, he quiet. 

['/’//<’ Attendants gait ttieiiiy and 
they i omc out of the grave. 
Ham. Why, 1 will light with him j 
upon thi> theme 

lintil my o>clids will no longer wag. | 

Quttn. () my son, what theme? ; 

Ham. I loved Ojdielia : forty thous.and ! 
brothels j 

C’ould not, with all their cjuantiiy <»f lo\e, 

Make up my sum. What wilt thou ilo j 
foi hei ^ 1 

King. O, he is mad, Lamtos. I 

iPueen. Toi lose of tiod, foi bear him. ! 
Ham. 'SnsouiuIs, show me what i 
ihoudl do: 

Wood wee])? wood tight? wood last? 
W'ood teal th)'’elf? 

Wood drink uj) eisol ^ eat a eiocodilo’-’ 

1 ’ll dod. ] lo^t thou come heie to whine " 

To outkice me wdth lea]>mg in hei gia\e? 

Be buried (juick witli her, and so will 1: 

And, if thou jnate of mountain'’, let them 
thiow 

.Millions of acies on us, till our gioiind, 

Singeing his ])ate against the burning 
zone. 

Make Ossa like a wait ! Nay, an thoudi 
mouth, 

1 *11 lant as well as thou. 


Queen. This is mere madness : 

And thus awhile the fit w ill w^ork on him ; 
Anon, as patient as the female clove, 
When that her golden couplets are dis- 
closed, 

llis silence will sit diooping. 

Ham. Hear you, sir; 

What is the reason that you use me 
thus ? 

I loved you ever : but it is no matter; 

Let Hercules himself do wdiat he may, 
'I'he cat will mew and dog will have his 
day. \Exit. 

Ling. I pray you, good Horatio, wait 
upon him. [^Esit Horatio. 

\7o Lacrt. .s] Sticngthen youi patience in 
our last night’s sjieech ; 
i We ’ll put the matter to the ])resent push. 

; Oood Oertrude, set some watch over your 
I son. 

! 'riiis grave shall have a living monument : 
An hour of quiet shortly shall W’e sec ; 
Till then, in patience our proceeding be. 

[Ea cunt, 

.Scene II. A hall in the castle. 
Entir Hamlet IloRAno. 

Ham. So much foi this, sir : now' shall 
you see tlie other ; 

You do lemcmber all the circumstance? 

Hoi. Remember it, my lord ! 

Ham. Sir, in my heart thcie was a 
kind of fighting. 

That would not let me sleep : methought 
1 l,,y 

' Wolse than the mutines in the bilboes. 

; Rashly, 

I And praised be rashness for it, let u> 
know, 

c )ur mdi.'.eietion sometimes serves us well. 
When oui deep plots do pall : and that 
should teac h us 

Tlieic’s a divinity that sha]>es our ends, 
Rough-lKW’ them how wo will, — 

Hoi. That s most ceitain. 

Ham. I’p fiom my cabin, 

My s(.>a-gown scarf'd about me, in the 
dark 

GrojvHl I to find out them ; had my 
desiio, 
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Finger’d their packet, and in fine withdrew 
To mine own room again; makingsobold, 
My fears forgetting manneib, to unseal 
Tlieir grand commission; wheie I found, 
Horatio, — 

(') royal knavery ! — an exact command, 
Larded with many sevcial sorts of reasons 
Importing Dcnmaik’s liealth and Eng- 
land’s too, 

M'ith, ho ! such hugs and goblins in my 
life, 

That, on the supervise, no leisure bated, 
No, not to stay the grinding of the axe. 
My head should be struck off. 

]Ior. I s h }>ossil )1 o ? 

Ham. Here’s the commission : lead i* 
at more leisure. 

but wilt thou hear me how I did proceed ? 

IJor. I beseech you. 

Ham. being thus be-netted round with 
villanies, — 

liirc I could make a piologue to my 
brains, 

They had begun the play- -I sat me 
do\\n, 

Devised a new commission, wrote it fair: 
1 (uice did hold it, as our statists do, 

A baseness to write fail and labour'd much 
IIow’ to foiget that learning, but, sii, 
now 

It (lid me yeoman’s service: wilt thou 
know* 

The efiect of what I w'rote ? 

Hor. A), good my loid. 

Ham. An earnest conjuration fiom the 
king, 

A-. England was his faithful liibutary, 

A', love between them like the palm might 
flourish, 

As peace should still hci wheaten garland 
w ear 

And stand a comma 'tween their amities, 
And many such-like ‘As'esof great charge, 
I'liat, on the view and knowing of these 
content'., 

Without debatement further, more oriels, 

1 le should the beaieis put to. sudden death, 
Not shriving-time allow'd. 

Jlor. How’ wa-. this seal'd^ 

jTam. ^Vhy, even m that was heaven 
oidinant. 


I had my fathei’s signet in my jutrse, 
Which was the model of that Danish seal ; 
Folded the wTit up in foim of the other, 
Subsciibed it, gave't the impression, 
placed it .safely. 

The changeling never known. Now, the 
next day 

Was our sea-fight; and what to this was 
sequent 

Thou know 'st already. 

Hor. So (luildenstern and Rosencrantz 
go to’t. 

Ham. Why, man, they did make love 
to this employment; 

They aie not near my conscience; their 
defeat 

Does by their owm insinuation giow' : 

'Tis dangerous when the baser nature 
comes 

between the pass and fell incensed points 
Of mighty ojiposites. 

Hor. AVhy, what a king is this! 

Ham. TFies it not, thinks’t thee, stand 
me now ujion — 

He that hath kill’d iii) king ami wliored 
my mother, 

Topp'd in between the election and my 
hopes. 

Thrown out hi.', angle for my ]>io])er life, 
Andw'ith such cozenage — is't not perfect 
conscience, 

To quit him with tins arm? ami is’t not 
lo be damn'd, 

To let thi'> caiikei of our natuie come 
In furlhci evil ? 

Hor. It numt be shortly knowm to him 
from England 

What is the i','>ue of the business there. 

Ham. It will be short: the mierim m 
mine ; 

And a man’s life's no moie than lo .ay 
‘One.’ 

but I am very sorry, good Hoiatio, 

Tiiat lo Laertes I forgot nq^elf; 

For, by the image of my caus<% I sec 
The jiortiaituie of his: I'll court his 
favoius : 

but, sure, the bravery cT his grief did 
put me 

Into a towering pa'-sion. 

Hor. Peace I who comes licrc ? 
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Etiiei' OsRiC. 

0s7\ Your lordship is right welcome 
back to Denmark. 

Hain. I humbly thank you, sir. Dost 
know this water-fly? 

Hor, No, my good loid. 

Ham. Thy slate is the more gracious; 
for 'lis a vice to know him. He hath much 
land, and fertile : let a beast be lord of 
beasts, and his crib shall stand at the 
king's mess : ’tis a chough ; but, as I say, 
spacious in the possession of dirt. 

Osr, Sweet lord, if your lordship were 
at leisure, I should impart a thing to you 
from Ins majesty. 

Ham. I will receive it, sir, with all 
diligence of spirit. Put your bonnet to 
his right use; 'tis for the head. 

Osr, I thank your lordship, it is very 
hot. 

Ham. No, believe me, ’tis very cold; 
the wind is northerly. 

Osr. It is indifferent cold, my lord, 
indeed. 

Ham, But yet methinks it is very sultry 
and hot for my complexion. 

Osr. Exceedingly, my lord ; it is very 
sultry, — as ’twere, — I cannot tell how. 
But, my lord, his majesty bade me signify 
to you that he has laid a great wager on 
your head : sir, this is the matter, — 

Hain. I beseech you, remember — 
\Hamlet moves him to put on his hat. 

Osr. Nay, good my lord ; for mine ease, 
in good faith. Sir, here is newly come 
to court Laeites; believe me, an absolute 
gentleman, full of most excellent differ- 
ences, of very soft society and great 
showing : indeed, to speak feelingly of 
him, he is the card or calendar of gentry, 
for you shall find in him the continent of 
what part a gentleman would see. 

Ham. Sir, his definement suffers no 
perdition in you; though, I know, to 
divide him inventorially would dizzy the 
arithmetic of memory, fand yet but yaw 
neither, in respect of his quick sail. But, 
in the verity of extolment, I take him to 
be a soul of great article; and his infusion 
of such dearth and rareness, as, to make 


true diction of him, his semblable is his 
mirror; and who else would trace him, 
his umbrage, nothing more. 

Osr. Your lordship speaks most in- 
fallibly of him. 

Ham. The concernancy, sir? why do 
we wrap the gentleman in our more rawer 
bieath ? 

Osr. Sir ? 

Hor. Is’t not possible to understand 
in another tongue? You will do’t, sir, 
really. 

Ham. What imports the nomination of 
this gentleman ? 

Osr. Of Laertes ? 

Hor. 1 lis purse is empty already ; all’s 
golden w’ords are spent. 

Ham. Of liim, sir. 

Osr. I know you are not ignorant — 

Ham. I would you did, sir; yet, in 
faith, if you did, it would not much apj^rove 
me. Well, sir? 

Osr. You are not ignorant of what ex- 
cellence Laertes is — 

Ham. I dare not confess that, lest I 
should compare with him in excellence; 
but, to know a man w'ell, w^ere to know 
himself. 

Osr. I mean, sir, for his weapon; but 
in the imputation laid on him by them, 
in his meed he’s unfellowed. 

Ham. What ’s his w^eapon ? 

Osr. Rapier and dagger. 

Hain. That ’s tw^o of his weapons ; but, 
well. 

Osr. The king, sir, hath w^agered with 
him six Barbary horses : against the which 
he has imponed, as I take it, six French 
rapiers and poniards, with their assigns, 
as girdle, hangers, and so : three of the 
carriages, in faith, are very dear to fancy, 
very responsive to the hilts, most delicate 
carriages, and of very liberal conceit. 

Ham. What call you the carriages ? 

Hor. I knew you must be edified by 
the margent ere you had done. 

Osr. The carriages, sir, are the hangers. 

Ham. The phrase would be more 
german to the matter, if we could carry 
cannon by our sides : I would it might 
be hangers till then. But, on : six Bar- 
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bary horses against six French swords, 
their assigns, and three liberal -conceited 
carriages; that’s the French bet against 
the Danish. Why is this ‘imponcd,’ as 
you call it? 

Os7'. The king, sir, hath laid, that in 
a dozen passes between yourself and him, 
he shall not exceed you three hits : he 
hath laid on twelve for nine ; and it would 
come to immediate trial, if your lordship 
would vouchsafe the answer. 

I low if I answer ‘ no ’ ? 

Osr. I mean, my lord, the opposition 
of your person in trial. 

Hiun. Sir, I will walk here in the hall : 
if it please his majesty, ’tis the breathing* 
time of day with me ; let the foils be 
brought, the gentleman willing, and the 
king hold his jnirpose, I will wan for him 
an I can ; if not, I will gain nothing but 
my shame and the odd hits. 

Osr. Shall I re-deliver you e’en so ? 

Ilani. To thi'i effect, sir ; after what 
flourish your nature wall. 

Osr, I commend my duty to your 
lordship. 

Ham. Youis, yours. \^Exit Osric.'\ 
lie does well to commend it himself; 
there are no tongues else fur’s turn. 

Hor. This lapwang runs aw^ay with the 
shell on his head. 

Ha?)i. He did comply wath his dug, 
before he sucked it. Thus has he — and 
many more of the same breed that I know 
the drossy age dotes on — only got the tunc 
of the time and outw ard habit of encounter ; 
a kind of yesty collection, which carries 
them through and thiough the most +fond 
and winnowed opinions ; and do but blow 
them to their trial, the bubbles are out. 

Enter a Lord. 

Lord. My lord, his majesty com- 
mended him to you by young Osiic, who 
brings back to him, that you attend him 
iu the hall : he sends to know if your 
pleasure hold to play with Laertes, or 
that you will take longer time. 

Ham. I am constant to my purposes ; 
they follow the king’s pleasure: if his 
fitness speaks, mine is ready; now or 
VOL. III. 


whensoever, provided I be so able as 
now. 

Lord. The king and queen and all are 
coming down. 

Ham. In happy time. 

I.ord. The queen desires you to use 
some gentle entertainment to Laertes 
before you fall to play. 

Liam. She W'ell instructs me. 

\Exit I.ord. 

Hor. You will lose this w^ager, my lord. 
Ham. I do not think so : since he 
went into France, I have been in con- 
tinual practice ; I shall win at the odds. 
r>ut thou wmildst not think how ill all’s 
here about my heart : but it is no matter. 
Hor. Nay, good my lord, — 

Ham. It is but foolery; but it is such 
a kind of gain-giving, as w'ould perhaps 
tiouble a woman. 

Hor. If your mind dislike any thing, 
obey it : I wall forestal their repair hither, 
and say you aie not fit. 

Ham. Not a whit, we defy augury ; 
there’s a special providence in the fall of 
a sparrow. If it be now, ’tn not to come ; 
if It be not to come, it will be now; if it 
be not nowq yet it will come : the readi- 
ness is all : since no man has aught of 
what he leaves, what is’t to leave betimes ? 

Enter King, Queen, Laertes, Lords, 
OsRic, and Attendants with foils., etc. 

Come, Hamlet, come, and take 
this hand from me. 

\llie Hin^iffnts Laertes'^ hand into 
Hamlet'' s. 

Ham. Give me your pardon, sir : I ’ve 
done you wrong ; 

But pardon ’t, as you are a gentleman. 
This presence knows, 

And you must needs have heard, how I 
am punish’d 

With sore distraction. What I have done, 
That might your natine, honour and ex- 
ception 

Roughly aw^ake, I here proclaim was 
madness. 

Was’t Hamlet wrong’d Laertes? Never 
Hamlet : 

If Hamlet from himself be ta’en aw^ay, 

Q 
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And when he’s not himself does wTong 
Laertes, 

Then Hamlet does it not, Hamlet denies 
it. 

Who does it, then? His madness: if’t 
be so, 

Hamlet is of the faction that is wrong’d; 
His madness is poor Hamlet's enemy. 

Sir, in tliis audience. 

Let my disclaiming from a purposed evil 
Free me so far in your most generous 
thoughts, 

That I have shot mine arrow o’er the 
house. 

And hurt my brother. 

Laer, I am satisfied in nature, 
Whose motive, in this case, should stir 
me most 

To my revenge : but in my terms of 
honour 

I stand aloof; and will no reconcilement, 
Till by some elder masters, of known 
honour, 

I have a voice and precedent of peace. 

To keep my name ungored. But till 
that time, 

I do receive your offer’d love like love. 
And will not wrong it. 

Ha^n. I embrace it freely; 

And will this brother’s wager frankly play. 
Give us the foils. Come on. 

Laci\ Come, one for me. 

ILavi. I’ll be your foil, Laertes: in 
mine ignorance 

Your skill shall, like a star i’ the darkest 
night, 

Stick fiery off indeed. 

Laer, You mock me, sir. 

Ham, No, by this hand. 

Kmg. (five them the foils, young Osric. 
Cousin Hamlet, 

You know the wager? 

Ham, Very well, my lord; 

Your grace hath laid the odds o’ the 
weaker side. 

Khig, I do not fear it; I have seen 
you both : 

But since he is better’d, we have there- 
fore odds. 

LAier, This is too heavy, let me see 
another. 


Ham. This likes me well. These foils 
have all a length ? 

[ They prepare to play. 

Osr, Ay, my good lord. 

King, Set me the stoups of wine upon 
that table. 

If Hamlet give the first or second hit, 

Or quit in answer of the third exchange, 

l^et all the ])attlements their ordnance 
fire; 

The king shall drink to Flamlet’s better 
breath ; 

And in the cup an union shall he throw, ' 

Kicher than that which four successive 
kings 

In Denmark’s crown have worn. Give 
me the cups; 

And let the kettle to the trumpet speak. 

The trumpet to the cannoneer without, 

The cannons to the heavens, the heavens 
to eaith, 

‘ Now the king drinks to Hamlet. ’ Come, 
begin ; 

And you, the judges, bear a wary eye. 

Ham. Come on, sir. 

I^aer, Come, my lord, yi'hey play. 

Ham. One. 

Laer, No. 

Ham, Judgement. 

Osr. A hit, a very palpable hit. 

Laer, Well; again. 

King. Stay; give me drink. Hamlet, 
this pearl is thine; 

Here’s to thy health. [Trinnpets sound, 
a?id cannon shot off within. 

Give him the cup. 

Ham. I’ll play this bout first; set it 
by awhile. 

Come. {They play, '\ Another hit; what 
say you ? 

LMer. A touch, a touch, I do confess. 

LLing. Our son shall win. 

Queen. Fie ’s fat, and scant of breath. 

Here, Hamlet, take my napkin, rub thy 
brows : 

The queen carouses to thy fortune, 
Hamlet. 

Ham. Good madam ! 

King. Gertrude, do not drink. 

Queen. I will, my lord; I pray you, 
pardon me. 
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King. [Aside] It is the poison’d cup: 
it is too late. 

Ham. I dare not drink yet, madam ; 
by and by. 

Queen. Come, let me wipe thy face. 

Laer. My lord. I’ll hit him now. 

King. I do not think ’t. 

Laer. [Aside] And yet ’tis almost 
’gainst my conscience. 

Ham. Come, for the third, Laertes: 
you but dally ; 

I pray you, pass with your best violence ; 

I am afeard you make a wanton of me. 

Laer. Say you so ? come on. 

[ They play. 

Osr. Nothing, neither way. * 

I^aer. Have at you now ! 

[Laertes ivounds Hamlet ; then., m 
scttjpiing., they change 7‘apiers^ 
and Hamlet wounds I^aertes. 

King. Part them; they are incensed. 

Ham. Nay, come, again. 

[The Queen falls. 

Osr. Look to the queen there, ho ! 

Hor. They bleed on both sides. Plow 
is it, my lord ? 

Osr. How is’t, Laertes? 

Laer. Why, as a woodcock to mine 
own springe, Osric; 

I am justly kill’d with mine own treachery. 

Ham. How does the queen ? 

King. She swounds to see them bleed. 

Queen. No, no, the drink, the drink, — 
O my dear Hamlet, — 

The drink, the drink ! I am poison’d. 

[Dies. 

Ham. O villany ! Ho ! let the door 
be lock’d : 

Treachery ! Seek it out. 

Laer. It is here, Hamlet : Hamlet, 
thou art slain; 

No medicine in the world can do thee 
good; 

In thee there is not half an hour of 
life; 

The treacherous instrument is in thy hand, 

Unbated and envenom’d : the foul practice 

Hath turn’d itself on me ; lo, here I lie. 

Never to rise again: thy mother’s poison’d; 

can no more : the king, the king’s to 
blame. 


Ha7n. The point envenom’d too ! 
Then, venom, to thy work. 

[Stabs the King. 

All. Treason! treason! 

King. O, yet defend me, friends; I 
am but hurt. 

ILain. Here, thou incestuous, murder- 
ous, damned Dane, 

Drink off this potion. Is thy union here ? 
Follow my mother. [ICing dies. 

Laer. He is justly served ; 

It is a poison temper’d by himself. 
Exchange forgiveness with me, noble 
Hamlet : . 

Mine and my father’s death come not 
u})on thee, 

Nor thine on me ! [Dies. 

Ham. Heaven make thee free of it ! 
I follow thee. 

I am dead, Horatio. Wretched queen, 
adieu ! 

You that look pale and tremble at this 
chance. 

That are but mutes or audience to this act. 
Had I but time — as this fell sergeant, 
death. 

Is strict in his arrest — O, I could tell you — 
But let it be. Horatio, I am dead; 
Thou livest; report me and my cause aright 
To the unsatisfied. 

Hor. Never believe it : 

I am more an antique Roman than a Dane: 
Here’s yet some liquor left. 

Ham. As thou ’rt a man, 

Give me the cup: let go; by heaven. I’ll 
have ’t. 

O good Ploratio, what a wounded name, 
Things standing thus unknown, shall live 
behind me ! 

If thou didst ever hold me in thy heart. 
Absent thee from felicity awhile. 

And in this harsh world draw thy breath 
in pain. 

To tell my story. [March afar off, and 
shot within. 

What warlike noise is this ? 

Osr. Young P'ortinbras, with conquest 
come from Poland, 

To the ambassadors of England gives 
This warlike volley. 

Ham. O, I die, Horatio; 
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The potent poison quite o’er-crows my 
spirit : 

I cannot live to hear the news from Eng- 
land; 

But I do prophesy the election lights 

On Fortinbras: he has my dying voice; 

So tell him, with the occurrents, more 
and less, 

Which have solicited. The rest is 
silence. {Dies. 

Hor. Now cracks a noble heart. Good 
night, sweet prince ; 

And flights of angels sing thee to thy rest ! 

Why does the drum come hither ? 

\March within. 

Enter Fortinbras, the English 
Ambassadors, mid others. 

Fort. Where is this sight ? 

Hor. What is it ye would see ? 

If aught of woe or wonder, cease your 
search. 

Fort. This quarry cries on havoc. O 
proud death, 

What feast is toward in thine eternal cell. 

That thou so many princes at a shot 

So bloodily hast struck ? 

First A mb. The sight is dismal; 

And our affairs from England come too 
late : 

The ears are senseless that should give 
us hearing, 

To tell him his commandment is ful- 
fill’d. 

That Rosencrantz and Guildenstern are 
dead: 

Where should we have our thanks ? 

Hor. Not from his mouth, 

Had it the ability of life to thank you : 

He never gave commandment for their 
death. 

But since, so jump upon this bloody ques- 
tion. 

You from the Polack wars, and you from 
England, 


Are here arrived, give order that these 
bodies 

High on a stage be placed to the view ; 
And let me speak to the yet unknowing 
world 

How these things came about : so shall 
you hear 

Of carnal, bloody, and unnatural acts. 
Of accidental judgements, casual slaugh- 
ters. 

Of deaths put on by cunning and forced 
cause, 

And, in this upshot, purposes mistook 
Fall’n on the inventors’ heads : all this 
can I 

Truly deliver. 

Fort. Let us haste to hear it. 

And call the noblest to the audience. 

For me, with sorrow I embrace my fortune: 
I have some rights of memory in this 
kingdom, 

Which now to claim my vantage doth 
invite me. 

Hor. Of that I shall have also cause 
to speak. 

And from his mouth whose voice will draw 
on more : 

But let this same be presently perform’d, 
Even while men’s minds are wild ; lest 
more mischance, 

On plots and errors, happen. 

Fort. Let four captains 

Bear Plamlet, like a soldier, to the stage; 
For he was likely, had he been put on. 
To have proved most royally: and, for 
his passage. 

The soldiers’ music and the rites of war 
Speak loudly for him. 

Take up the bodies : such a sight as this 
Becomes the field, but here shows much 
amiss. 

Go, bid the soldiers shoot. 

\A dead march. Exeunt, bearing 
off the dead bodies; after which a 
peal of ordnance is shot off. 
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ACT 1. 

Scene I. King Lear'" $ palace. 

E^iter Kent, Gloucester, and 
Edmund. 

Kent. I thought the king had more 
affected the Duke of Albany than Corn- 
wall. 

Glou. It did always seem so to us: 
but now, in the division of the kingdom, 
it appears not which of the dukes he 
values most ; for equalities are so weighed, 
that curiosity in neither can make choice 
of cither’s moiety. 

Kent. Is not this your son, my lord ? 

Glou. His breeding, sir, hath been at 
my charge : I have so often blushed to 
acknowledge him, that now I am brazed 
to it. 

Kent. I cannot conceive you. 

Glou. Sir, this young fellow’s mother 
could : whereupon she grew round- 
wombed, and had, indeed, sir, a son for 
her cradle ere she had a husband for her 
bed. Do you smell a fault ? 

Kent. I cannot wish the fault undone, 
the issue of it being so proper. 

Glou. But I have, sir, a son by order 


of law, some year elder than this, who yet 
is no dearer in my account : though this 
knave came something saucily into the 
world before he was sent for, yet was his 
mother fair ; there was good sport at his 
making, and the whoreson must be ac- 
knowledged. Do you know this noble 
gentleman, Edmund,^ 

Edm. No, my lord. 

Glou. My lord of Kent : remember 
him hereafter as my honourable friend. 
Edm. My services to your lordship. 
Kent. I must love you, and sue to 
know you better. 

Edm. Sir, I shall study deserving. 
Glou, Fie hath been out nine years, 
and away he shall again. The king is 
coming. 

Sennet. Enter King Lear, Cornwall, 
Albany, Goneril, Regan, Cor- 
delia, and Attendants. 

Lear. Attend the lords of France and 
Burgundy, Gloucester. 

Glou. I shall, my liege. 

\Exeunt Gloucester and Edmund, 
Lear. Meantime we shall express our 
darker purpose. 
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Give me the map there. Know that we 
have divided 

In three our kingdom : and ’tis our fast 
intent 

To shake all cares and business from our 
age; 

Conferring them on younger strengths, 
while we 

Unburthen’d crawl toward death. Our 
son of Cornwall, 

And you, our no less loving son of Albany, 

We have this hour a constant will to 
publish 

Our daughters’ several dowsers, that future 
strife 

May be prevented now. The princes, 
France and Burgundy, 

Great rivals in our youngest daughter’s 
love, 

Long in our court have made their 
amorous sojourn, 

And here are to be answer’d. Tell me, 
my daughters, — 

Since now we will divest us, both of rule. 

Interest of territory, cares of state, — 

Which of you shall we say doth love us 
most ? 

That we our largest bounty may extend 

Where nature doth with merit challenge. 
Goneril, 

Our eldest-born, speak first, 

Go 71 , Sir, I love you more than words 
can wield the matter ; 

Dearer than eye-sight, space, and liberty ; 

Beyond what can be valued, rich or rare; 

No less than life, with grace, health, 
beauty, honour; 

As much as child e’er loved, or father 
found ; 

A love that makes breath poor, and speech 
unable ; 

Beyond all manner of so much I love 
you. 

Cor, [Aside] What shall Cordelia do ? 
Love, and be silent. 

Lear. Of all these bounds, even from 
this line to this, 

With shadowy forests and with champains 
rich’d. 

With plenteous rivers and wide-skirted 
meads, 


We make thee lady : to thine and Albany’s 
issue 

Be this perpetual. What says our second 
daughter, 

Our dearest Regan, wife to Cornwall ? 
Speak. 

Re^. Sir, I am made 

Of the self-same metal that my sister is. 

And prize me at her worth. In my true 
heart 

I find she names my very deed of love ; 

Only she comes too short : that I pro- 
fess 

Myself an enemy to all other joys. 

Which the most precious square of sense 
possesses ; 

And find I am alone felicitate 

In your dear highness’ love. 

Cor. [Aside] Then poor Cordelia ! 

And yet not so ; since, I am sure, my 
love’s 

More richer than my tongue. 

Lear. To thee and thine hereditary 
ever 

Remain this 'ample third of our fair 
kingdom ; 

No less in space, validity, and pleasure. 

Than that conferr’d on Goneril. Now, 
our joy, 

x\lthough the last, not least ; to whose 
young love 

The vines of France and milk of Bur- 
gundy 

Strive to be interess’d ; what can you 
say to draw 

A third more opulent than your sisters ? 
Speak, 

Cor. Nothing, my lord. 

Lear. Nothing ! 

Cor. Nothing. 

Lear. Nothing will come of nothing : 
speak again. 

Cor. Unhappy that I am, I cannot 
heave 

My heait into my mouth: I love your 
majesty 

According to my bond ; nor more nor 
less. 

Lear. How, how, Cordelia ! mend 
your speech a little, 

Lest it may mar your fortunes. 
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Cor. Good my lord, 

You have begot me, bred me, loved 
me: I 

Return those duties back as are right 

fit, 

Obey you, love you, and most honour 
you. 

Why have my sisters husbands, if they 
say 

They love you all ? Haply, when I shall 
wed. 

That lord whose hand must take my 
plight shall carry 

Half my love with him, half my care and 
duty: 

Sure, I shall never marry like my sisters. 
To love my father all. 

Lear. But goes thy heart with this ? 

Cor. Ay, good my loid. 

Lear. So young, and so untender ? 

Cor. So young, my lord, and true. 

Lear. Let it be so ; thy truth, then, 
be thy dower : 

For, by the sacred radiance of the sun. 
The mysteries of Hecate, and the 
night ; 

By all the operation of the orbs 
From whom we do exist, and cease to 
be ; 

Here I disclaim all my paternal care. 
Propinquity and property of blood. 

And as a stranger to my heart and 
me 

Hold thee, from this, for ever. The 
barbarous Scythian, 

Or he that makes his generation messes 
To gorge his appetite, shall to my 
bosom 

Be as well neighbour’d, pitied, and re- 
lieved, 

As thou my sometime daughter. 

Kent. Good my liege, — 

Lear. Peace, Kent 1 

Come not between the dragon and his 
wrath. 

I loved her most, and thought to set my 
rest 

On her kind nursery. Hence, and avoid 
my sight ! 

So be my grave my peace, as here I 
give 


Her father’s heart from her! Call 
France ; who stirs? 

Call Burgundy. Cornwall and Albany, 
With my two daughters’ dowers digest 
this third : 

Let pride, which she calls plainness, 
marry her. 

I do invest you jointly with my power, 
Pre-eminence, and all the large effects 
That troop with majesty. Ourself, by 
monthly course, 

With reservation of an hundred knights, 
By you to be sustain’d, shall our abode 
Make with you by due turns. Only we 
still retain 

The name, and all the additions to a 
king; 

The sway, revenue, execution of the 
rest, 

Beloved sons, be yours: which to con- 
firm. 

This coronet part betwixt you. 

\Giving the cro7un. 

Kent. Royal I^ear, 

Whom I have ever honour’d as my king, 
Loved as my father, as my master 
follow’d, 

As my great patron thought on in my 
prayers, — 

Lear. The bow is bent and drawn, 
make from the shaft. 

Kent. Let it fall lather, though the 
fork invade 

The region of my heart : be Kent un- 
mannerly. 

When Lear is mad. What wilt thou 
do, old man ? 

Think’st thou that duty shall have dread 
to speak, 

When power to flattery bows? To 
plainness honour’s bound, 

When majesty stoops to folly. Reverse 
thy doom ; 

And, in thy best consideration, check 
This hideous rashness: answer my life 
my judgement, 

Thy youngest daughter does not love 
thee least ; 

Nor are those empty-hearted whose low 
sound 

Reverbs no hollowness. 
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Lear. Kent, on thy life, no more. 

Kent. My life I never held but as a 
pawn 

To wage against thy enemies ; nor fear 
to lose it, 

Thy safety being the motive. 

Lear. Out of my sight ! 

Kent. Sec better, Lear; and let me 
still remain 

The true blank of thine eye. 

Lear. Now, by Apollo, — 

Kent. Now, by Apollo, king, 

Thou swear’st thy gods in vain. 

Lear. O, vassal ! miscreant ! 

^Laying his haiid on his szuord. 

^orn ]" 

Kent. Do : 

Kill thy physician, and the fee bestow 

Upon thy foul disease. Revoke thy 
doom ; 

Or, whilst I can vent clamour fiom my 
throat. 

I’ll tell thee thou dost evil. 

Lear. Hear me, recieant ! 

On thine allegiance, hear me ! 

Since thou hast sought to make us break 
our vow, 

Which we durst never yet, and with 
strain’d pride 

To come between our sentence and our 
power. 

Which nor our nature nor our place can 
bear. 

Our potency made good, take thy re- 
ward. 

Five days we do allot thee, for pro- 
vision 

To shield thee from diseases of the 
world ; 

And on the sixth to turn thy hated 
back 

Upon our kingdom : if, on the tenth day 
following. 

Thy banish'd trunk be found in our 
dominions. 

The moment is thy death. Away ! by 
Jupiter, 

This shall not be revoked. 

Kent. Fare thee well, king: sith thus 
thou wilt appear. 


Freedom lives hence, and banishment is 
here. 

\To Cordelia'] The gods to their dear 
shelter take thee, maid, 

That justly think’st, and hast most rightly 
said ! 

[To Regan and Gonenl] And your large 
speeches may your deeds approve, 
That good effects may spring from words 
of love. 

Thus Kent, O princes, bids you all adieu ; 
He’ll shape his old course in a country 
new. [Exit. 

Flourish. Re-enter Gloucester, with 
'France, Burgundy, and Attendants. 

Glott. Here’s France and Burgundy, 
my noble lord. 

Lear. My lord of Burgundy, 

We first address towards you, who wdth 
this king 

Hath rivall’d for our daughter : what, in 
the least, 

Will you require in present dower with 
her. 

Or cease your quest of love ? 

Bur. Most royal majesty, 

I crave no more than what your highness 
offer’d, 

Nor will you tender less. 

Lear. Right noble Burgundy, 

When she was dear to us, we did hold 
her so; 

But now her price is fall’n. Sir, there 
she stands : 

If aught within that little seeming sub- 
stance. 

Or all of it, with our displeasure pieced. 
And nothing more, may fitly like your 
grace. 

She’s there, and she is yours. 

Bur. I know no answer. 

Lear. Will you, with those infirmities 
she owes, 

Unfriended, new-adopted to our hate, 
Dower’d with our curse, and stranger’d 
with our oath, 

Take her, or leave her ? 

Bur. Pardon me, royal sir; 

Election makes not up on such condi- 
tions. 
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Lear. Then leave her, sir ; for, by the 
power that made me, 

I tell you all her wealth. [7b France'\ 
For you, great king, 

I would not from your love make such a 
stray. 

To match you where I hate ; therefore 
beseech you 

To avert your liking a more worthier 
way 

Than on a wretch whom nature is ashamed 
Almost to acknowledge hers. 

France. This is most strange, 

That she, that even but now was your 
best object, ^ 

The argument of your praise, balm of 
your age, 

Most best, most dearest, should in this 
trice of time 

Commit a thing so monstrous, to dis- 
mantle 

So many folds of favour. Sure, her 
offence 

Must be of such unnatural degree. 

That monsters it, or your fore-vouch’d 
affection 

Fall’n into taint : which to believe of her, 
Must be a faith that reason without 
miracle 

Could never plant in me. 

Cor. I yet beseech your majesty, — 
If for I want that glib and oily art, 

To speak- and purpose not; since what 
I well intend, 

I’ll do’t before I speak, — that you make 
known 

It is no vicious blot, murder, or foulness. 
No unchaste action, or dishonour’d step. 
That hath deprived me of your grace and 
favour ; 

But even for want of that for which I am 
richer, 

A still-soliciting eye, and such a tongue 
As I am glad I have not, though not to 
have it 

Hath lost me in your liking. 

Lear. Better thou 

Hadst not been born than not to have 
pleased me better. 

France. Is it but this, — a tardiness in 
nature 


Which often leaves the history unspoke 

That it intends to do ? My lord of 
Burgundy, 

What say you to the lady? Love’s not 
love 

When it is mingled with regards that 
stand 

Aloof from the entiie point. Will you 
have her ? 

She is herself a dowTy. 

Bh7\ Royal Lear, 

Give but that portion which yourself 
proposed. 

And here I take Cordelia by the hand. 

Duchess of Burgundy. 

Lear. Nothing; I have sworn; I am 
firm. 

Bur. I am sorry, then, you have so 
lost a father 

That you must lose a husband. 

Cor. Peace be with Burgundy ! 

Since that respects of fortune are his love, 

I shall not be his wife. 

France. Fairest Cordelia, that art most 
rich, being poor ; 

Most choice, forsaken; and most loved, 
despised ! 

Thee and thy virtues here I seize upon : 

Be it lawful I take up what’s cast away. 

Gods, gods ! ’tis strange that from their 
cold’st neglect 

My love should kindle to inflamed respect. 

Thy dowerless daughter, king, thrown to 
my chance. 

Is queen of us, of ours, and our fair 
France : 

Not all the dukes of waterish Burgundy 

Can buy this unprized precious maid of 
me. 

Bid them farewell, Cordelia, though un- 
kind : 

Thou losest here, a better where to find. 

Lear. Thou hast her, France : let her 
be thine; for we 

Have no such daughter, nor shall ever see 

That face of hers again. Therefore be 
gone 

Without our grace, our love, our benison. 

Come, noble Burgundy. 

\Flourish. Exeunt all hit France^ 
Goneril^ Regan, and Cordelia. 
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Frame, Bid farewell to your sisters. 
Cor, The jewels of our father, with 
wash’d eyes 

Cordelia leaves you: I know you what 
you are; 

And like a sister am most loath to call 
Your faults as they are named. Use well 
our father : 

To your professed bosoms I commit him : 
But yet, alas, stood I within his grace, 

I would prefer him to a better place. 

So, farewell to you both. 

Reg, Prescribe not us our duties. 

Gon, Let your study 

Be to content your lord, who hath received 
you 

At fortune’s alms. You have obedience 
scanted. 

And well are worth the want that you 
have wanted. 

Cor, Time shall unfold what plaited 
cunning hides : 

Who cover faults, at last shame them 
derides. 

Well may you prosper ! 

France, Come, my fair Cordelia. 

\Exeunt France and Cordelia, 
Gon. Sister, it is not a little I have to 
say of what most nearly appertains to us 
both. I think our father will hence to- 
night. 

Reg, That’s most certain, and with 
you ; next month with us. 

Gon, You see how full of changes his 
age is; the observation we have made of 
it hath not been little : he always loved 
our sister most; and with what poor 
judgement he hath now cast her off ap- 
pears too grossly. 

Reg. ’Tis the infirmity of his age: yet 
he hath ever but slenderly known himself. 

Gon. The best and soundest of his 
time hath been but rash ; then must we 
look to receive from his age, not alone 
the imperfections of long-engraffed con- 
dition, but therewithal the unruly way- 
wardness that infirm and choleric years 
bring with them. 

Reg, Such imconstant starts are we 
like to have from him as this of Kent’s 
banishment. 


Gon. There is further compliment of 
leave-taking between France and him. 
Pray you, let ’s hit together : if our father 
carry authority with such dispositions as 
he bears, this last surrender of his will 
but offend us. 

Reg. We shall further think on’t. 

Gon. We must do something, and i’ 
the heat. \Exmnt. 

Scene II. The Earl of Gloncestcr'* s 
castle. 

Enter Edmund, zvith a letter, 

, Edm. Thou, nature, art my goddess; 
to thy law 

My services are bound. Wherefore 
should I 

Stand in the plague of custom, and per- 
mit 

The curiosity of nations to deprive me. 
For that I am some twelve or fourteen 
moonshines 

Lag of a brother ? Why bastard ? where- 
fore base ? 

When my dimensions aie as well compact. 
My mind as generous, and my shape as 
true, 

As honest madam’s issue ? Why brand 
they us 

With base ? with baseness ? bastardy ? 
base, base? 

Who, in the lusty stealth of nature, take 
More composition and fierce quality 
Than doth, within a dull, stale, tired bed, 
Go to the creating a whole tribe of fops. 
Got ’tween asleep and wake ? Well, then, 
Legitimate Edgar, I must have your land : 
Our father’s love is to the bastard Edmund 
As to the legitimate: fine word, — legiti- 
mate! 

Well, my legitimate, if this letter speed. 
And my invention thrive, Edmund the 
base 

Shall top the legitimate. I grow; I 
prosper : 

Now, gods, stand up for bastards 1 

Enter Gloucester. 

Glou, Kent banish’d thus I and France 
in choler parted ! 
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And the king gone to-night ! subscribed 
his power ! 

Confined to exhibition ! All this done 
Upon the gad ! Edmund, how now ! 
what news ? 

Edm. So please your lordship, none. 

{Putting up the letter. 

Glou, Why so earnestly seek you to 
put up that letter ? 

Edin. I know no news, my lord. 

Glou. What paper were you reading ? 

Edm. Nothing, my lord. 

Glou. No? What needed, then, that 
terrible dispatch of it into your pocket ? 
the quality of nothing hath not such neq^ 
to hide itself. Let ’s see : come, if it be 
nothing, I shall not need spectacles. 

Edm. I beseech you, sir, pardon me : 
it is a letter from my brother, that I have 
not all o’er-read; and for so much as I 
have perused, I find it not fit for your 
o’er-looking. 

Glou. Give me the letter, sir. 

Edm. I shall offend, either to detain 
or give it. The contents, as in part I 
understand them, are to blame. 

Glou. Let’s see, let’s see. 

Edm. I hope, for my brother’s justifica- 
tion, he wrote this but as an essay or taste 
of my virtue. 

Glou. [Read.^'j * This policy and re- 
verence of age makes the world bitter to 
the best of our times ; keeps our fortunes 
from us till our oldness cannot relish them. 
I begin to find an idle and fond bondage 
in the oppression of aged tyranny ; who 
sways, not as it hath power, but as it is 
suffered. Come to me, that of this I may 
speak more. If our father would sleep 
till I w'aked him, you should enjoy half 
his revenue for ever, and live the beloved 
of your brother, Edgar.’ 

Hum — conspiracy ! — ‘ Sleep till I waked 
him, — you should enjoy half his revenue,’ 
— My son Edgar! Had he a hand to 
write this? a heart and brain to breed 
it in? — When came this to you? who 
brought it ? 

Edm. It was not brought me, my 
|ord; there’s the cunning of it; I found 
it thrown in at the casement of ray closet. 


Glou. You know the character to be 
your brother’s ? 

Edm. If the matter were good, my 
lord, I durst swear it were his ; but, in 
respect of that, 1 would fain think it 
were not. 

Glou. It is his. 

Edm. It is his hand, my lord; but I 
hope his heart is not in the contents. 

Glou. Hath he never heretofore 
sounded you in this business ? 

Edm. Never, my lord: but I have 
heard him oft maintain it to be fit, that, 
sons at perfect age, and fathers declining, 
the father should be as ward to the son, 
and the son manage his revenue. 

Glou. O villain, villain ! His very 
opinion in the letter ! Abhorred villain ! 
Unnatural, detested, brutish villain! worse 
than brutish ! Go, sirrah, seek him ; I ’ll 
apprehend him : abominable villain ! 
Where is he ? 

Edtn. I do not well know, my lord. 
If it shall please you to suspend your in- 
dignation against my brother till you can 
derive from him better testimony of his 
intent, you shall run a certain course; 
where, if you violently proceed against 
him, mistaking his purpose, it would make 
a great gap in your own honour, and shake 
in pieces the heart of his obedience. I 
dare pawn down my life for him, that he 
hath wrote this to feel my affection to 
your honour, and to no further pretence 
of danger. 

Glou. Think you so? 

Edm. If your honour judge it meet, I 
will place you where you shall hear us 
confer of this, and by an auricular assur- 
ance have your satisfaction; and that 
without any further delay than this very 
evening. 

Glou. He cannot be such a monster — 

Edm. Nor is not, sure. 

Glou. To his father, that so tenderly 
and entirely loves him. Heaven and 
earth ! Edmund, seek him out ; wind 
me into him, I pray you : frame the 
business after your own wisdom. I would 
unstate myself, to be in a due resolution. 

Ed7n. I will seek him, sir, presently : 
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convey the business as I shall find means, 
and acquaint you withal. 

Gloti. These late eclipses in the sun 
and moon portend no good to us : though 
the wisdom of nature can reason it thus 
and thus, yet nature finds itself scourged 
by the sequent effects : love cools, friend- 
ship falls off, brothers divide : in cities, 
mutinies; in countries, discord ; in palaces, 
treason ; and the bond cracked ’twixt son 
and father. This villain of mine comes 
under the prediction ; there ’s son against 
father : the king falls from bias of nature ; 
there’s father against child. We have 
seen the best of our time : machinations, 
hollowness, treachery, and all ruinous 
disorders, follow us disquietly to our graves. 
Find out this villain, Edmund; it shall 
lose thee nothing; do it carefully. And 
the noble and true-hearted Kent banished ! 
his offence, honesty ! ’Tis strange. {Exit. 

Edm. This is the excellent foppery of 
the world, that, when we are sick in for- 
tune, — often the surfeit of our own be- 
haviour, — we make guilty of our disasters 
the sun, the moon, and the stars : as if 
we were villains by necessity; fools by 
heavenly compulsion ; knaves, thieves, 
and treachers, by spherical predominance ; 
drunkards, liars, and adulterers, by an 
enforced obedience of planetary influence ; 
and all that we are evil in, by a divine 
thrusting on: an admirable evasion of 
whoremaster man, to lay his goatish dis- 
position to the charge of a star! My 
father compounded with my mother under 
the dragon’s tail ; and my nativity was 
under Ursa major; so that it follows, I 
am rough and lecherous. Tut, I should 
have been that I am, had the maidenliest 
star in the firmament twinkled on my 
bastardizing. Edgar — 

Enter Edgar. 

and pat he comes like the catastrophe of 
the old comedy: my cue is villanous 
melancholy, with a sigh like Tom o’ Bed- 
lam. O, these eclipses do portend these 
divisions! fa, sol, la, mi. 

Edg. How now, brother Edmund! 
what serious contemplation are you in ? 


Edm. I am thinking, brother, of a 
prediction I read this other day, what 
should follow these eclipses. 

Edg. Do you busy yourself about that ? 

Edm, I promise you, the effects he 
writes of succeed unhappily; as of un- 
naturalness between the child and the 
parent ; death, dearth, dissolutions of 
ancient amities; divisions in state, me- 
naces and maledictions against king and 
nobles ; needless diffidences, banishment 
of friends, dissipation of cohorts, nuptial 
breaches, and I know not what. 

Edg. How long have you been a sectary 
astronomical ? 

Edm. Come, come; when saw you my 
father last ? 

Edg. Why, the night gone by. 

Edm, Spake you with him ? 

Edg, Ay, two hours together. 

Edm. Parted you in good terms? 
Found you no displeasure in him by 
word or countenance? 

Edg. None at all. 

Edm, Bethink yourself wherein you 
may have offended him : and at my en- 
treaty forbear his presence till some little 
time hath qualified the heat of his dis- 
pleasure ; which at this instant so rageth 
in him, that with the mischief of your 
person it would scarcely allay. 

Edg. Some villain hath done me wrong. 

Edm. That’s my fear. I pray you, 
have a continent forbearance till the 
speed of his rage goes slower; and, as I 
say, retire with me to my lodging, from 
whence I will fitly bring you to hear my 
lord speak : pray ye, go ; there ’s my key : 
if you do stir abroad, go armed. 

Edg. Armed, brother! 

Edm. Brother, I advise you to the 
best ; go armed ; I am no honest man if 
there be any good meaning towards you : 
I have told you what I have seen and 
heard ; but faintly, nothing like the image 
and horror of it : pray you, away. 

Edg. Shall I hear from you anon ? 

Edm, I do serve you in this business. 

{Exit Edgar. 

A credulous father ! and a brother noble, 
Whose nature is so far from doing harms, 
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That he suspects none ; on whose foolish 
honesty 

My practices ride easy ! I see the business. 

Let me, if not by birth, have lands by wdt: 

All with me ’s meet that I can fashion fit. 

\ExiL 

S c EN E 1 1 1 . The Duke of A Ihany^s palace. 

Enter Goneril, and Oswald, her 
stezvard, 

Gon. Did my father strike my gentle- 
man for chiding of his fool ? 

Osw. Yes, madam. 

Go7i. By day and night he wrongs me ; 
every hour 

He flashes into one gross crime or other, 

That sets us all at odds : I ’ll not endure it : 

Ilis knights grow riotous, and himself 
upbraids us 

On every trifle. When he returns from 
hunting, 

I will not speak with him ; say I am sick : 

If you come slack of former services. 

You shall do well; the fault of it I’ll 
answer. 

Osw. He’s coming, madam; I hear 
him. {Horns within. 

Gon, Put on what weary negligence 
you please, 

You and your fellows; I ’Id have it come 
to question : 

If he dislike it, let him to our sister. 

Whose mind and mine, I know, in that 
are one, 

Not to be over-iuled. Idle old man. 

That still would manage those authorities 

That he hath given away ! Now, by niy 
life. 

Old fools are babes again ; and must be 
used 

With checks as flatteries, — when they are 
seen abused. 

Hemember what I tell you. 

Ostv. Well, madam. 

Gon. And let his knights have colder 
looks among you ; 

What grows of it, no matter; advise your 
fellows so : 

I would breed from hence occasions, 
and I shall, 


That I may speak : I ’ll write straight to 
my sister, 

To hold my very course. Prepare for 
dinner. {Exeunt. 

Scene IV. A hall in the same. 
Enter Kent, disguised. 

Kent. If but as well I other accents 
borrow. 

That can my speech defuse, my good 
intent 

May carry through itself to that full issue 
For which I razed my likeness. Now, 
banish’d Kent, 

If thou canst serve where thou dost stand 
condemn’d. 

So may it come, thy master, whom thou 
lovest, 

Shall find thee full of labours. 

Horns within. Enter Lear, Knights, 
and Attendants, 

Lear. Let me not stay a jot for dinner ; 
go get it ready. {Exit an Attendant.'] 
How now I what art thou ? 

Kent. A man, sir. 

Lear. What dost thou profess? what 
wouldst thou with us ? 

Kent. I do profess to be no less than 
I seem ; to serve him truly that will put 
me in trust ; to love him that is honest ; 
to converse with him that is wise, and 
says little; to fear judgement; to fight 
when I cannot choose; and to eat no 
fish. 

Lear. What art thou ? 

Kent. A very honest -hearted fellow, 
and as poor as the king. 

If thou be as poor for a subject 
as he is for a king, thou art poor enough. 
What wouldst thou ? 

Kent. Service. 

Lear. Who wouldst thou serve ? 

Kent. You. 

Lear. Dost thou know me, fellow ? 
Kent. No, sir; but you have that in 
your countenance which I would fain call 
master. 

Lear. What ’s that ? 

Ke7it. Authority. 
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Lear. What services canst thou do? 

Kent. I can keep honest counsel, ride, 
run, mar a curious tale in telling it, and 
deliver a plain message bluntly: that 
which ordinary men are fit for, I am 
qualified in ; and the best of me is dili- 
gence. 

Lear. How old art thou ? 

Kent. Not so young, sir, to love a 
woman for singing, nor so old to dote on 
her for any thing : I have years on my 
back forty eight. 

Lear. Follow me; thou shalt serve 
me : if T like thee no worse after dinner, 
I will not pait from thee yet Dinner, 
ho, dinner ! Where ’& my knave ^ my 
fool ? Go you, and call my fool hither. 

\Exit a7i Attendant. 

Enter Oswald. 

You, you, sirrah, where’s my daughter? 

Osw. So please you, — \Exii. 

Lear. What says the fellow there ? 
Call the clotpoll back. \Exit a Knight. '\ 
Where ’s my fool, ho ? I think the world ’s 
asleep. 

Re-enter Knight. 

How now! where’s that mongrel? 

Knight. He says, my lord, your 
daughter is not well. 

I .tar. Why came not the slave back 
to me when 1 called him? 

Knight. Sir, he answered me in the 
roundest manner, he would not. 

Lear. He would not ! 

Knigh^. My lord, I know not what the 
matter is; but, to my judgement, your 
highness is not entertained with that 
ceremonious affection as you were wont; 
there’s a great abatement of kindness 
appears as well in the general dependants 
as in the duke himself also and your 
daughter. 

Lear. I la! sayest ihou so? 

Knight. I beseech you, pardon me, 
my lord, if I be mistaken ; for my duty 
cannot be silent when I think your high- 
ness wronged. 

Lear. Thou but rememberest me of 
mine own conception : I have perceived a 


most faint neglect of late ; which I have 
rather blamed as mine own jealous curi- 
osity than as a very pretence and purpose 
of unkindness: I will look further into’t. 
But where’s my fool? I have not seen 
him this two days. 

JOiight. Since my young lady’s going 
into France, sir, the fool hath mucli 
pined away. 

Lear. No more of that; I have noted 
it well. Go you, and tell my daughter I 
would speak with her. \Exit an Aitend- 
anl.\ Go you, call hither my fool. 

l^Exit ati Attendant. 

Re-enter O A Li ). 

O, you sir, you, come you hither, .sir : who 
am I, Sir? 

Os70. My lady’s father. 

Lear. ‘My lady’s father’! my lord’s 
knave : you whoreson dog ! you slave ! 
you cur! 

Oslo. I am none of these, my lord ; 
I beseech your pardon. 

Lear. Do you bandy looks with me, 
you rascal ? [Striking him. 

Os70. I’ll not be struck, my lord. 

Kent. Nor tripped neither, you base 
foot -ball player. [Tripping up his heels. 

Lear. I thank thee, fellow ; thou servest 
me, and I’ll love thee. 

Kent. Come, sir, arise, away! I’ll 
teach you differences : away, away ! If 
you will measure your lubber’s length 
again, tarry : but away ! go to ; have you 
wisdom ? so. [Pushes Oswald out. 

Lear. Now, my friendly knave, I thank 
thee: there’s earnest of thy service. 

[Giving Kent money. 

Enter Fool. 

Fool. Let me hire him too: here’s my 
coxcomb. [Offering Kent his cap. 

Lear. How now, my pretty knave! 
how dost thou ? 

Fool. Sirrah, you were best take my 
coxcoml). 

Kent. Why, fool? 

Fool. Why, for taking one’s part that’s 
out of favour; nay, an thou canst not 
smile as the wind sits, thou ’It catch cold 
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shortly: there, take my coxcomb: why, 
this fellow has banished two on’s 
(laughters, and did the third a blessing 
against his will ; if thou follow him, thou 
must needs wear my coxcomb. How 
now, nuncle ! Would I had two coxcombs 
and two daughters ! 

Lear. Why, my boy ? 

Fool. If I gave them all my living, 
I Id keep my coxcombs myself. There’s 
mine ; beg another of thy daughters. 

Lear. Take heed, sirrah; the whip. 

I'ool. Truth ’s a dog must to kennel ; 
he must be w^hipped out, wdieii Lady 
the brach may stand by the fire and 
slink. 

Lear. A pestilent gall to me ! 

Fool. Sirrah, I ’ll teach thee a speecli. 

Lear. Do. 

L'ool. Mark it, nuncle : 

Have more than thou showest, 
Speak less than thou knowest. 
Lend kss than thou owest. 

Ride more than thou goest. 
Learn more than thou trowest, 
Set less than thou throwest ; 
Leave thy drink and thy whore. 
And keep in-a-door, 

And thou shalt have more 
Than tw'o tens to a score. 

Kent, This is nothing, fool. 

Fool. Then ’tis like the breath of an 
unfee’d lawyer ; you gave me nothing 
for’t. Can you make no use of nothing, 
nuncle ? 

Lear. Why, no, boy; nothing can be 
made out of nothing. 

Fool. \To Kent\ Prithee, tell him, so 
much the rent of his land comes to : he 
will not believe a fool, 

Lear. A bitter fool ! 

Fool. Dost thou know the difference, 
my boy, between a bitter fool and a 
sweet fool ? 

I.ear. No, lad ; teach me. 

lool. That lor(i that counsell’d thee 
To give away thy land, 

Come place him here by me, 

Do thou for him stand ; 

The sweet and bitter fool 
Will presently appear ; 


The one in motley here. 

The other found out there. 

Lear. Dost thou call me fool, boy ? 

Fool. All thy other titles thou hast 
given away; that thou wast born with. 

Kent. This is not altogether fool, iny 
lord. 

I'ool. No, faith, lords and great men 
will not let me ; if I had a monopoly out, 
they would have part on’t : and ladies 
too, they will not let me have all fool to 
myself; they 'll be snatching. Live me an 
egg, nuncle, and I ’ll give thee two crowns. 

Lear. What two crowns shall they be ? 

Fool. Why, after I have cut the egg i’ 
the middle, and eat up the meat, the two 
crowns of the egg. When thou do vest 
thy crown i’ the middle, and gavest away 
both parts, thou borest thy ass on thy 
back o’er the dirt : thou hadst little wdt 
in thy bald mown, when thou gavest thy 
golden one away. If I speak like myself 
m this, let him be w'hipped that first 
finds it so. 

\Stngin^ Fools had ne’er IcoS wdt in a 
year ; 

For w’lse men are giown foppish. 
They know not how their wdts to 
wear. 

Their manners are so apish. 

Lear. When w'ere you wont to be so 
full of songs, sin ah? 

Fool. I have used it, nuncle, ever since 
thou madest thy daughters thy mother : 
for when thou gavest them the rod, and 
put’st down thine own bieeches, 

{Singing Then they for sudden joy did 
w eep. 

And I for sorrow sung. 

That such a king should play bo- 
peep. 

And go the fools among. 

Prithee, nuncle, keep a schoolmaster that 
can teach thy fool to lie : I would fain 
learn to lie. 

Lear. An you lie, sirrah, we’ll have 
you whipped. 

Fool. I marvel what kin thou and thy 
daughters are : they ’ll have me whipped 



240 


KING LEAR 


ACT I 


for speaking true, thou 'It have me whipped 
for lying; and sometime.^ 1 am whip^Dcd 
for holding my peace. I had rather be 
any kind o’ thing than a fool : and yet I 
would not be thee, nuncle; thou hast 
pared thy wit o’ both isidcs, and left 
nothing i’ the middle : here comes one o’ 
the parings. 

Enter Goneril. 

Lear, blow now, dauglUer ! what 
makes that frontlet on ? INlethinks you 
are too much of late i’ the fiown. 

Fool. Thou w'ast a pretty fellow when 
thou hadst no need to care foi hei frown- 
ing ; now thou art an O w ithout a ligure : 
I am better than thou ait now; I a.m a 
fool, thou art nothing. \l'o Gon.'\ Yes, 
forsooth, I will hold ray tongue ; so your 
face bids me, though you say nothing. 
Mum, mum. 

He that keeps nor ciust nor cruin, 
Weary of all, shall want some. 
[Pointing to Lear^ That's a shealed 
peascod. 

Gon. Not only, sir, this your all- 
licensed fool, 

But other of youi insolent retinue 
Do hourly caip and quarrel; breaking 
forth 

In rank and not-to-be-endured riots. Sii, 
I had thought, by making this well known 
unto you, 

To have hmnd a safe redress; but now' 
grow' fearful, 

By what yourself too late have spoke and 
done. 

That you protect this course, and jntt it on 
By your allowance ; which if you should, 
the fault 

Would not ’scape censure, nor the re- 
dresses sleep. 

Which, in the tender of a w'holesome w'eal, 
Might in their working do you that 
offence. 

Which else were shame, that then 
necessity 

Will call discreet proceeding. 

Fool. For, you know, nuncle. 

The hedge-sparrow fed the cuckoo 
so long, 


That it had it head bit off by it 
young. 

So, out w'ent the candle, and we were 
left darkling. 

Lear. Arc you our daughter? 

Gon. Come, sir, 

I w'ould you would make use of that good 
wisdom. 

Whereof I know^ you are fraught; and 
put aw'ay 

These dispositions, that of late transform 
you 

From w'hat you rightly are. 

Fool. May not an uss know w'hen the 
cart draw's the horse? Whoop, Jug! I 
love thee. 

Lear. Doth any here know me ? This 
is not Lear : 

Doth Lear walk thus? speak thus? 
Where are his eyes ? 

Either his notion weakens, his discernings 
Are lethargicd — Ha ! waking ? ’tis not so. 
Who is it that can tell me w’ho I am ? 

F'ool. Lear’s shadow'. 

Lear. I would learn that ; for, by the 
marks of sovereignty, knowledge, and 
reason, I should be false persuaded I 
had daughters. 

F'ool. Which they will make an 
obedient father. 

I.ea7‘. Youi name, fair gentlew'oman ? 

Gon. This admiration, sir, is much o' 
the savour 

Of other your new pranks. I do beseech 
you 

To understand my purposes aright : 

As you are old and reverend, you should 
be w'lse. 

Here do you keep a hundred knights 
and squires; 

Men so disorder’d, so debosh'd and bold. 
That this our court, infected with their 
manners, 

Shows like a riotous inn; epicurism and 
lust 

Make it more like a tavern or a brothel 
Than a graced palace. The shame itself 
doth speak 

For instant remedy : be tljen desired 
By her, that else will take the thing she 
begs, 
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A little to disquantity your train ; 

And the remainder, that shall still depend, 
To be such men as may besort your age, 
And know themselves and you. 

Lea?', Darkness and devils ! 

Saddle my horses ; call my train together. 
Degenerate bastard ! I’ll not trouble 
thee : 

Yet have I left a daughter. 

Gon. You strike my people; and your 
disorder’d rabble 
Make servants of their betters. 

Enfey Aluany. 

Lear, Woe, that too late repents, — 
[7h All).'] O, sir, are you come? ' 
Is it your will ? Speak, sir. Piepore 
my horses. 

Ingratitude, thou marble -hearted fiend, 
More hideous when thou sliow’st thee in 
a child 

Than the sea-monster! 

Alb. Pray, sir, be patient. 

I. ear. \To Goti.'l Detested kite! thou 
liest ; 

My train are men of choice and rarest 
parts, 

That all particulars of duty know. 

And in the most exact regard support 
The worships of their name. O most 
small fault, 

How ugly didst thou in Cordelia show ! 
That, like an engine, wrench'd my frame 
of nature 

From the fix’d place; drew from my 
heart all love, 

And added to the gall. O Lear, Lear, 
Lear ! 

Beat at this gate, that let thy folly in, 

\St7'iking his head. 
And thy dear judgement out ! Go, go, 
my people. 

Alb. My lord, I am guiltless, as I am 
ignorant 

Of what hath moved you. 

Lear. It may be so, my lord. 

Hear, nature, hear; dear goddess, hear! 
Suspend thy purpose, if thou didst intend 
To make this creature fruitful ! 

Into her womb convey sterility I 
Ory up in her the organs of increase ; 
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And from her derogate body never spring 
A babe to honour her! If she must 
teem, 

Create her child of spleen ; that it may 
live, 

And be a thwart disnatured torment to 
her ! 

Let it stamp wrinkles in her brow of 
youth ; 

With cadent tears fret channels in her 
cheeks ; 

Turn all her mother’s pains and benefits 
To laughter and contempt ; that she may 
feel 

How sharpei than a serpent’s tooth it is 
To have a thankless child ! Away, 
away ! {Exit, 

Alb. Now, gods that w^e adori 
whereof comes this ? 

Gon. Never afflict yourself to know 
the cause ; 

But let his disposition have that scope 
That dotage gives it. 

Re-enter I.lau. 

Lear. What, fifty of my followers at 
a clap ! 

Within a foitnight! 

Alb. What’s the matter, sir? 

Lear. I’ll tell thee: {To Gon.'\ Life 
and death ! I am ashamed 
That thou hast powci to shake my man- 
hood thus; 

That these hot tears, which break from 
me perforce. 

Should make thee worth them. Blasts 
and fogs upon thee ! 

The un tented woundings of a father’s 
curse 

Pierce every sense about thee ! Old 
fond eyes, 

Beweep this cause again, I 'll pluck ye out. 
And cast you, with the waters that you 
lose. 

To temper clay. Yea, is it come to this ? 
Let it be so : yet have I left a daughter. 
Who, I am sure, is kind and comfortable : 
When she shall hear this of thee, with 
her nails 

She’ll hay thy wolvish visage. Thou 
shalt find 
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That I’ll resume the shape which thou 
dost think 

I have cast off for ever: thou shalt, I 
warrant thee. \Exeitnt Lear, Kent, 
and Attendants. 

Con. Do you mark that, my lord ? 

A//>. I cannot be so partial, Goneril, 

To the great love I bear you, — 

Gon. Ikay you, content. What, 
Oswald, ho ! 

[7b t/?e loot] You, sir, more knave than 
f('ol, after your master. 

Foid. Nuncle Lear, nuncle Lear, tarry 

and take the fool with thee. 

A fox, when one has caught her, 

And such a daugliter, 

Should sure to the slaughter, 

If my cap would buy a halter: 

So the fool follow’S after. [Ex/t. 

Gon. Tills man hath had good counsel : 
— a hundred knights ! 

’Tis politic and safe to let him keep 

At point a hundred knights; yes, that, 
on eveiy dream, 

Each buzz, each fancy, each complaint, 
dislike, 

lie may enguard his dotage with their 
powers. 

And hold our lives in mercy, Oswald, 

I say ! 

Atb. Well, you may fear too far. 

Gon. Safer than trust too far : 

Let me still take away the liarms I fear, 

Not fear still to be taken: I know his 
heart. 

What he hath utter’d I have writ my 
sister : 

If she sustain him and his hundred 
knights, 

When I have show’d the unfitness, — 
Re-enter Oswald. 

How^ now, Oswald ! 

What, have you writ that letter to my 
sister ? 

Osiv. Yes, madam. 

Gon. Take you some company, and 
away to horse; 

Infoim her full of my particular fear; 

And thereto add such reasons of your own 

As may compact it more. Get you gone ; 


And hasten your leturn. {Exit Oswald. ^ 
No, no, my lord. 

This milky gentleness and course of yours 
Though I condemn not, yet, under 
pardon. 

You are much more attask'd for want of 
wisdom 

Than praised for harmful mildness. 

Alb, How far your eyes may pierce I 
cannot tell ; 

.‘Striving to better, ofl we mar v hat’s well. 
Gon. Nay, then — 

Alb. Well, well ; the event. [Exeunt. 

.Scene V. Court before the same. 
Enter Lear, Kent, and P'ool. 

Lear. Go you before to Gloucester 
wdth these letters. Acquaint my daughter 
no further wdth any thing you know than 
comes from her demand out of the lettei. 
If your diligence be not speedy, I shall 
be there afore you. 

Kent. I wall not sleep, my lord, till I 
have delivered your letter. [Exit. 

Fool. If a man’s brains w^ere in’s heels, 
were’t not in danger of kibes? 

I .car. Ay, boy. 

Fool. Then, I pritliee, be merry; thy 
wit shall ne’er go slip-shod. 

I. ear. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Fool. vShalt see thy other daughter will 
use thee kindly ; for tliough she ’s as like 
this as a crab’s like an apple, yet I can 
tell wdiat I can tell. 

Ixar. Why, what canst thou tell, my 
boy ? 

Fool. She wdll taste as like this as a 
crab does to a crab. Thou canst tell 
why one’s nose stands i’ the middle on’.s 
face ? 

Ixai'. No. 

Fool. Why, to keep one’s eyes of either 
side’s nose; that what a man cannot 
smell out, he may spy into. 

Lear. I did her wn*ong — 

Fool. Canst tell how an oyster makes 
his shell ? 

Lear. No. 

Fool. Nor I neither; but I can tell 
wLy a snail has a house. 
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Lear. Why? 

Fool. Why, to put his head in ; not 
to give it away to his daughters, and 
leave his horns without a case. 

Lear. I will forget my natuic. So 
kind a father! Be my horses ready? 

Fool. Thy asses are gone about ’em. 
Tlie reason why the seven stars are no 
more than seven is a pretty reason. 

I^car. Because they are not eight ? 
Fool. Yes, indeed: thou W'ouldst make 
a good fool. 

Lear. To take’t again perforce! 
Monster ingratitude! 

^ Fool. If thou wert my fool, mmclc, 
I Id have thee beaten for being old befor^ 
thy lime. 

Lear. How's that? 

Fool. Thou shouldst not have been old 
till thou hadst been W'ise. 

Lear. O, let me not be mad, not mad, 
sweet heaven! 

Keep me in temper : I would not be mad ! 

Euler Gentleman. 

How now! aie the horses icady? 

Gent. Ready, my lord. 

J.ear, Come, boy. 

Fool. She that’s a maid now, and 
laughs at my departuie, 

Shall not be a maid long, unless things 
be cut shorter. {Exeiini. 

ACT II. 

Scene I. The Eai'l of Gloucester s castle. 

Enter Edmund, a'^/^/Curan meets 
him. 

Eilm. Save thee, Curan. 

Cur. And you, sir. I have been with 
your father, and given him notice that 
the Duke of Cornwall and Regan his 
duchess will be here with him this night. 
Edm. How comes that ? 

Cur. Nay, I know not. You have 
heard of the new^s abroad ; I mean the 
whispered ones, for they are yet but car- 
kissing arguments? 

Edm. Not I : pray you, wdiat are 
they ? 


Citr. Have you heard of no likely 

wars toward, ’twixt the Dukes of Corn- 
wall and Albany? 

Ldi7i. Not a w'ord. 

Cur. You may do, then, in time. 

Fare you well, sir. \Exit. 

Edm. The duke be here to-night ? 
The belter ! best ! 

This weaves itself perforce into my 
business. 

l\ly fnther hath set guard to take my 
brother ; 

And I have one thing, of a queasy 
question, 

Which 1 must act : biiefncss and fortune, 
work ! 

Brother, a word ; descend : brother, I 
say! 

Enter Edgar. 

IMy father w'atchcs: O sir, fly this place; 

Intelligence is given where you are hid ; 

You have now' the good advantage of 
the night : 

Have you not spoken ’gUiUst the Duke 
of Cornw all ? 

He's coming hither; now, i’ the night, 
i' the haste, 

And Regan wuth him : have you nothing 
said 

Upon his party ’gainst the Duke of 
Albany ? 

Ad\ise yourself. 

Edg. I am sure on 't, not a W'ord. 

Edm. I hear my father coming : par- 
don me ; 

In cunning 1 must draw^ my sword upon 
you : 

Draw'; seem to defend yourself; now 
quit you well. 

Yield : come before my father. Light, 
ho, here ! 

Fly, brother. Torches, torches ! So, 
farewell. \Exit Edgar. 

Some blood diawm on me would beget 
opinion [ IToinids his at m. 

Of my inoie fierce endeavour : I have 
seen diunkards 

Do more than this in sport. Father, 
father 1 

Stop, stop ! No help ? 
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Enter Gloucester, a7icl Servants with 
torches. 

GIou. Now, Edmund, whereas the 
villain ? 

Edm. Plere stood he in the dark, his 
sharp sword out, 

Mumbling of wicked charms, conjuiing 
the moon 

To stand auspicious mistress, — 

Gloti. But where is he ? 

Edm. Look, sir, I bleed. 

Glon. Where is the villain, Edmund ? 

Edm. Fled this way, sir. When by 
no means he could — 

Glon. Pursue him, ho ! Go after. 
\Exeunt some Souants.l By no 
means what ? 

Edm. Persuade me to the minder of 
your lordship; 

But that I told him, the revenging gods 
’Gainst parricides did all their thunders 
bend ; 

Spoke, with how manifold and strong a 
bond 

The child was bound to the father ; sir, 
in fine, 

Seeing how loathly opposite I stood 
To his unnatural purpose, in fell motion. 
With his prepared sword, he charges home 
My unprovided body, lanced mine arm : 
Bat when he saw my best alarum’d spirits, 
Bold in the quarrel’s right, roused to the 
encounter. 

Or whether gasted by the noise I made. 
Full suddenly he fled. 

Glon. Let him fly far : 

Not in this land shall he remain un- 
caught ; 

And found — dispatch. The noble duke 
my master, 

My worthy arch and patron, comes to- 
night : 

By his authority I will proclaim it. 

That he which finds him shall deserve 
our thanks. 

Bringing the murderous coward to the 
stake ; 

He that conceals him, death. 

Edm. When I dissuaded him from his 
intent, 


And found him pight to do it, with curst 
speech 

I threaten’d to discover him : he re- 
plied, 

‘ Thou unpossessing bastard ! dost thou 
think. 

If I would stand against thee, would the 
reposal 

Of any trust, virtue, or worth in thee 

Make thy words faith’d ? No : what I 
should deny, — 

As this I would; ay, though thou didst 
produce 

My very character, — I’ld turn it all 

To thy suggestion, plot, and damned 
‘ practice : 

And thou must make a dullard of the 
w'orld. 

If they not thought the profits of my 
death 

Were very pregnant and potential spurs 

To make thee seek it.’ 

Gloit. Strong and fasten’d villain! 

Would he deny his letter? 1 never got 
him. {Tucket zvithtn. 

Hark, the duke’s trumpets ! I know not 
wrhy he comes. 

All ports I ’ll bar ; the villain shall not 
’scape ; 

The duke must grant me that : besides, 
his picture 

I will send far and near, that all the 
kingdom 

May have due note of him ; and of my 
land, 

Loyal and natural boy. I’ll work the 
means 

To make thee capable. 

Enter Cornwall, Regan, and 
Attendants. 

Coim. How now, my noble friend I 
since I came hither. 

Which I can call but now, I have heard 
strange news. 

Reg. If it be true, all vengeance comes 
too short 

WTiich can pursue the offender. How 
dost, my lord ? 

Glon, O, madam, my old heart is 
crack’d, is crack’d ! 
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Reg. What, did my father’s godson 
seek your life ? 

lie whom my father named? your Edgar? 

Glou. O, lady, lady, shame would have 
it hid ! 

Reg. Was he not companion with the 
riotous knights 

That tend upon my father ? 

Gloit. I know' not, madam : ’tis too 
bad, too bad. 

Edm. Yes, madam, he was of that 
consort. 

Reg. No marvel, then, though he were 
ill affected : 

’Tis they have put him on the old man's 
death, * 

To have the expense and w'aste of his 
revenues. 

I have this present evening from my 
sister 

Been well inform’d of them; and with 
such cautions. 

That if they come to sojourn at my house, 

1 ’ll not be there. 

Corn. Nor I, assure thee, Regan. 

Edmund, I hear that you have shown 
your father 

A child -like office. 

Edfu. ’Twas my duty, sir. 

Glou. lie did bewray his practice ; and 
received 

This hurt you see, striving to apprehend 
him. 

Co7m. Is he pursued ? 

Glou. Ay, my good lord. 

Corti. If he be taken, he shall never 
more 

Be fear’d of doing harm : make your own 
purpose, 

How in my strength you please. For 
you, Edmund, 

Whose virtue and obedience doth this 
instant 

So much commend itself, you shall be 
ours : 

Natures of such deep trust we shall much 
need ; 

ou we first seize on. 

Edni. I shall serve you, sir, 

Truly, however else. 

Glou. For him I thank your grace. 


Corn. You know not why we came to 
visit you, — 

Reg. Thus out of season, threading 
dark -eyed night ; 

Occasions, noble Gloucester, of some poise, 
Wherein we must have use of your advice : 
Our father he hath writ, so hath our sister, 
Of differences, which I least thought it fit 
To answer from our home; the several 
messengers 

From hence attend dispatch. Our good 
old friend. 

Lay comforts to your bosom ; and bestow 
Your needful counsel to our business, 
Which craves the instant use. 

Glou. I serve you, madam : 

Your graces are right w'elcome. 

{^Exeunt. 

Scene II. Before Gloucester's castle. 

Enter Kent and Oswald, severally. 

Osia. Good daw’ning to thee, friend ; 
art of this house ? 

Kcni. Ay. 

Osw. Where may w'e set our horses ? 

Kent. I’ the mire. 

Osw. Prithee, if thou lovest me, tell 
me. 

Kent. I love thee not. 

Osw. Why, then, I care not for thee. 

Kent. If 1 had thee in Lipsbury pin- 
fold, I w’ould make thee care for me. 

Oszu. Why dost thou use me thus ? I 
know thee not. 

Kent. P'ellow, I know thee. 

Osia. What dost thou know me for ? 

Kent. A knave ; a rascal ; an eater of 
broken meats; a base, proud, shallow, 
beggarly, three -suited, hundred -pound, 
filthy, worsted -stocking knave; a lily- 
livered, action-taking knave, a whoreson, 
glass - gazing, superserviceable, finical 
rogue; one-trunk-inheriting slave; one 
that wouldst be a bawd, in way of good 
service, and art nothing but the composi- 
tion of a knave, beggar, coward, pandar, 
and the son and heir of a mongrel bitch : 
one whom I will beat into clamorous 
whining, if thou deniest the least syllable 
of thy addition. 
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Osiu. Why, what a monstrous fellow 
art thou, thus to rail on one that is 
neither known of thee nor knows thee! 

Kent, What a brazen-faced varlet art 
thou, to deny thou knowest me ! Is it 
t\vo days ago since I tripped up thy 
heels, and beat thee before the king ? 
Draw^, you rogue : for, though it be 
night, yet tlie moon shines; I’ll make 
a sop o’ the moonshine of you: draw% 
you whoreson cullionly barber - monger, 
draw. yDraiKjiui^ his S7oord. 

Osw, Away! I have nothing to do 
with thee. 

Kent. Draw, you rascal : you come 
wdth letters against the king; and take 
vanity the puppet’s part against the 
royalty of her father : draw, you rogue, 
or I’ll so caibonacio your shanks: draw, 
you rascal ; come your ways. 

Osw. Help, ho I murder ! help ! 

Kent. Strike, you slave ; stand, rogue, 
stand; you neat slave, strike. 

[AVerZ/z/g him. 

Osw. Help, ho! murder! murder! 

Enter Edmund, with his rapier drawn^ 
Cornwall, Regan, Gloucester, 

a7td Servants. 

Edm. How now ! What’s the matter? 

Kent. With you, goodman boy, an 
you please: come. I’ll flesh ye; come 
on, young master. 

Glou. Weapons! arms! What’s the 
matter here ? 

Corn. Kee}) peace, upon your lives : 
He dies that strikes again. What is the 
matter ? 

Reg. The messengers from our sister 
and the king. 

Corn. What is youi difference? speak. 

Osw. I am scaice in breath, my 
lord. 

Kent. No marvel, you have so be- 
stirred your valour. You cowardly 
rascal, nature disclaims in thee: a tailor 
made thee. 

Comi. Thou art a strange fellow: a 
tailor make a man ? 

Kent. Ay, a tailor, sir : a stone-cutter 
or a painter could not have made him so 


ill, though he had been but tw^o hours at 
the trade. 

Cor7i. Speak yet, how grew^ your 
quarrel ? 

Osw. This ancient ruffian, sir, whose 
life I have spared at suit of his gray 
beard, — 

Kc77t. Thou whoreson zed ! thou un- 
necessary letter! My lord, if you vill 
give me leave, I will tread this unbolted 
villain into mortar, and daub the w'alls of 
a jakes wdlh him. Spare my gray beard, 
you wagtail ? 

Cofvi. Peace, sirrah ! 

You beastly knave, know you no rever- 
ence ? 

K^ent. Yes, sir ; but anger hath a 
privilege. 

Corn. Why art thou angry ? 

A'e7?f. That such a slave as this should 
wear a sword, 

Who wears no honesty. Such smiling 
rogues as these, 

Like rats, oft bite the holy cords a-tw^ain 
Which are too intrinse t’ unloose; smooth 
every passion 

That in the natures of their lords rebel ; 
Bring oil to fiie, snow to their colder 
moods ; 

Renege, affirm, and turn their halcyon 
beaks 

With every gale and vary of theii 
masters, 

Knowing nought, like dogs, but follow- 

A plague upon your epileptic visage ! 
Simile you my speeches, as I were a fool ? 
Goose, if I had you upon Sarum plain, 

I 'Id drive ye cackling home to Camelot. 
Co7-n. What, art thou mad, old fellow ? 
Gion. I low fell you out? say that. 
Ke77t. No contraries hold more an- 
tipathy 

Than I and such a knave. 

Co7'/7. Why dost thou call him knave 
What ’s .his offence ? 

Ke7it. His countenance likes me not. 
Cor 71. No more, perchance, does mine, 
nor his, nor hers. 

Ke7il. Sir, ’tis my occupation to be 
plain : 
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I have seen better faces in ray time 
Than stands on any shoulder that I see 
Before me at this instant. 

Coryj. This is some fellow, 

Who, having been praised for bluntness, 
doth affect 

A saucy roughness, and constrains the 
garb 

Quite from his nature : he cannot flatter, 
he, 

An honest mind and plain, he must 
speak truth ! 

An they will take it, so; if not, he’s 
plain. 

These kind of knaves I know, which in 
this plainness * 

Harboui more craft and more corrupter 
ends 

Than twenty silly ducking observants 
That stretch thcii duties nicely. 

Kent. Sir, in good sooth, in sincere 
verity, 

Under the allowance of your gicat 
aspect, 

Whose influence, like the wreath of 
radiant fire 

On flickering Thcebus’ front,-- 

Corn. What mean'sl by this ? 

Kent, To go out of my dialect, which 
you discommend so much. I know, sir, 
I am no flatterer: he that beguiled you 
in a plain accent w-as a plain knave ; 
which for my part I will not be, though 
I should win youi displeasure to entreat 
me to’t. 

Corn. What wms the offence you gave 
him ? 

0s%o. I never gave him any : 

It pleased the king his master very 
late 

To strike at me, upon his misconstruc- 
tion; 

When he, conjunct, and flattering his 
displeasuie, 

Tripp’d me behind; being down, in- 
sulted, rail’d, 

And put upon him such a deal of man, 
That worthied him, got praises of the 
king 

For him attempting who was self- 
subdued ; 


And, in the fleshment of this dread 
exploit, 

Drew on me here again. 

Kent. None of these rogues and cowards 
But Ajax is their fool. 

Corn. Fetch forth the stocks ! 

You stubborn ancient knave, you reverend 
braggart, 

\Ye’ll teach you — 

Kent. Sir, I am too old to learn : 
Call not your stocks for me : I serve the 
king ; 

On whose employment I was sent to you : 
You shall do small respect, show too bold 
malice 

Against the grace and person of my master, 
Stocking his messenger. 

Corn. Fetch forth the stocks ! As I 
have life and honour, 

There shall he sit till noon. 

Re^. Till noon! till night, my lord; 
and all night too. 

Kent. Why, madam, if I were your 
fathei’s dog, 

You should not use me so. 

Reg. Sir, being his knave, 1 wall. 

Corn. I'liis is a fellow' of the self-same 
colon 1 

Our sister speaks of. Come, bring aw^ay 
the stocks ! hi'ought ont. 

Clou. Let me lieseech your grace not 
to do so : 

Ilis fault is much, and the good king his 
master 

Whll check him for’t : your purposed low 
coricction 

Is such as basest and contemned’st wretches 
p'orpilferings and most common trespasses 
Ale jmnish’d w ith : the king must take 
it ill. 

That he’s so slightly valued in his 
messenger, 

Should have him thus restrain’d. 

Corn. T ’ll answer that. 

Reg. IMy sister may receive it much 
more worse, 

To have her gentleman abused, assaulted, 
For following her affairs. Put in his legs. 

\^Kent is ptd in the stocks. 
Come, my good loid, away. 

\Exennt all but Gloucester and Kent, 
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Gloii. I am sorry for thee, friend; His 
the duke’s pleasure, 

Whose disposition, all the world well 
knows. 

Will not be rubb’d nor stopp’d : I ’ll 
entreat for thee. 

Kent, Pray, do not, sir : I have watched 
and tra veil’d hard; 

Some time I shall sleep out, the rest I’ll 
whistle. 

A good man’s fortune may grow out at 
heels : 

Give you good morrow ! 

Gloii. The duke’s to blame in this; 
’twill be ill taken. {Exit. 

Kent, Good king, that must approve 
the common saw*, 

Thou out of heaven’s benediction comest 
To the warm sun ! 

Approach, thou beacon to this under globe. 
That by thy comfortable beams I may 
Peruse this letter! Nothing almost sees 
miracles 

But misery: I know ’tis fiom Cordelia, 
Who hath most fortunately been inform’d 
Of my obscured course; and shall find 
time 

fFrom this enormous state, seeking to give 
Losses their remedies. Ail w'eary and 
o’erw atch’d, 

Take vantage, heavy eyes, not to behold 
This shameful lodging. 

Fortune, good night: smile once more; 
turn thy wheel ! [Sleeps. 

Scene III. A zvood. 

Entei' Edgar. 

Edg. I heard myself pioclaim’d; 

And by the happy hollow of a tree 
Escaped the hunt. No port is free; no 
place. 

That guard, and most unusual vigilance. 
Does not attend my taking. Whiles I 
may ’scape, 

I w*ill preserve myself : and am bethought 
To take the basest and most poorest shape 
That ever penury, in contempt of man, 
Brought near to beast : my face I ’ll grime 
with filth; 

Blanket my loins : elf all my hair in knots ; 


And with presented nakedness out-face 
The winds and persecutions of the sky. 
The country gives me proof and precedent 
Of Bedlam beggars, who, wdth roaring 
voices. 

Strike in their numb’d and mortified bare 
arms 

Pins, wooden jDricks, nails, sprigs of 
rosemary ; 

And with this horrible object, from low 
farms, 

Poor pelting villages, sheep-cotes, and 
mills, 

Sometime with lunatic ban*:, sometime 
wdlh prayers, 

Eiiforce their charity. Poor Turlygocl ! 
poor Tom ! 

That’s something yet: Edgar I nothing 
am. [Exit. 

Scene IV. Befo7'e G!onceste7'‘'s castle, 
Kent in the stocks. 

Enter Lear, Fool, and Gentleman. 

Lear. ’Tis strange that they should so 
depart from home, 

And not send back my messenger. 

Gent. As I 1 earn’d. 

The night before there was no purpose 
in them 
Of this remove. 

Kent. I lail to thee, noble master ! 
Lear. Ha ! 

Makest thou this shame thy pastime ? 
Kent. No, my lord. 

Fool. Ha, ha ! he wears cruel garters. 
Horses are tied by the heads, dogs and 
bears by the neck, monkeys by the loins, 
and men by the legs : w^hen a man ’s over- 
lusty at legs, then he wears wooden 
nether-stocks. 

I^ear. What’s he that hath so much 
thy place mistook 
To set thee here? 

Kent. It is both he and she; 

Your son and daughter. 

Lear, No. 

Kent. Yes. 

Lear, No, I say. 

Kent. I say, yea. 

Lear. No, no, they would not. 
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Kent. Yes, they have. 

Lear. By Jupiter, I swear, no. 

Kent. By Juno, I swear, ay. 

Lear. They durst not do’t; 

They could not, would not do’t; ’tis 
worse than murder, 

To do upon respect such violent outrage: 
Resolve me, with all modest haste, which 
way 

Thou mightst deserve, or they impose, 
this usage. 

Coming from us. 

Kent. My lord, when at their home 
I did commend your highness’ letters to 
them. 

Ere I was risen from the place that showH 
My duty kneeling, came there a reeking 
post, 

Stew’d in his haste, half breathless, 
panting forth 

From Goneiil his mistress salutations; 
Deliver’d letters, spite of intermission, 
Which presently they read: on whose 
contents. 

They summon’d up their meiny, straight 
took horse ; 

Commanded me to follow, and attend 
The leisure of their answer; gave me 
cold looks : 

And meeting here the other messenger, 
Whose welcome, I perceived, had poison’d 
mine, — 

Being the veiy fellow that of late 
Display’d so saucily against your high- 
ness, — 

Having more man than wit about me, drew*: 
He raised the house with loud and 
coward cries. 

Your son and daughter found this trespass 
worth 

The shame which here it suffers. 

Fool. Winter’s not gone yet, if the 
wild-geese fly that way. 

Fathers that wear rags 

Do make their children blind ; 
But fathers that bear bags 
Shall see their children kind. 
Fortune, that arrant w'hore, 

Ne’er turns the key to the poor. 

But, for all this, thou shalt have as many 


dolours for thy daughters as thou canst 
tell in a year. 

Lear. O, how this mother sw^ells up 
toward my heart ! 

Hysterica passio, down, thou climbing 
sorrow. 

Thy element ’s below ! Where is this 
daughter ? 

Kent. W'ith the earl, sir, here within. 
Lear. Follow me not; 

Stay here. \Exit. 

Gent. Made you no more offence but 
what you speak of? 

Kent. None. 

How chance the king comes with so 
small a train ? 

Fool. An thou hadst been set i’ the 
stocks for that question, thou hadst well 
deserved it. 

Kent. Why, fool? 

Fool. We’ll set thee to school to an 
ant, to teach thee there’s no labouring i’ 
the wdnter. All that follow their noses 
are led by their eyes but blind men ; and 
there ’s not a nose among twenty but can 
smell him that’s stinking. Let go thy 
hold when a great wheel inns down a 
hill, lest it bleak thy neck wdth following 
it; but the great one that goes up the 
hill, let him draw thee after. When a 
w'ise man gives thee better counsel, give 
me mine again : I would have none but 
knaves follow^ it, since a fool gives it. 

That sir which serves and seeks for gain. 
And follows but for form. 

Will pack when it begins to rain. 

And leave thee in the storm. 

But I will tarry; the fool will stay, 

And let the wise man fly ; 

The knave turns fool that nms away ; 
The fool no knave, perdy. 

Kent. Wlierc learned you this, fool ? 
Fool. Not i’ the stocks, fool. 

Re-e7iter Lear, 'ivith Gloucester. 
Lear. Deny to speak wdth me ? They 
are sick ? they are weary ? 

They have travell’d all the night ? Mere 
fetches ; 

The images of revolt and flying off. 
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Fetch me a belter answei. 

GIok. M}’ clear loid, 

You know tlie fiery quality of the duke; 
How unreiiun ea])le and fix’d he is 
In his own Course. 

lA'iir. X^enL^^eance 1 plague ! death ! 
oil fusion ! 

Fiery ? what cjuality ? Why, Gloucester, 
Gdoucester, 

I ’Id speak \\illi llie Duke of Coinwall 
and his wife. 

Gloit. Well, iny good lord, I have 
infonn’d liiein so. 

Lear. Inforni'd them! Dost thou 

undeistand me, man? 

GIou. Ay, my good loid. 

har. Tile king would speak with 
('oriiwall; the deal fathei 
Would with Ins daugiiiei speak, com- 
mands her seivice : 

Arc they infoinfd of tins? My breath 
and blood ! 

Fieiy? the fieiy duke? Tell the hot 
duke that — 

No, but not }el : may be he is not w'cll ; 
Inliimity doth still neglect all office 
Wdieielo our health is bound; we are 
not oui selves 

When nature, being oppress'd, commands 
the mind 

To suffer with the body: I'll foibeai ; 
And am falfn out with my more headier 
will, 

To lake the indisposed and sickly fit 
For llu‘ sou ml man. Death on my state ! 

wheiefore on Kent, 

Should he sit here ? This. net persuades me 
That this remotion of the duke and hei 
Is practice only. Give me ni) sei\ant 
foith. 

Go tell the duke ami’s wife I 'Id .speak 
with them, 

Now, presently: bid them come foith 
and hear me, 

Or at their chamber-docu I'll beat the 
ilium 

Till it cry sleep to death. 

Gleu, I would ha\e all well betwixt 

}OU. 

Lear. O me, my heart, my rising 
heart 1 but, down ! 


Fool. Cry to it, nuncle, as the cockney 
did to the eels when she put ’em i’ the 
paste alive ; she knapped 'em o’ the 
coxcombs with a stick, and cried ‘ Dowm, 
wantons, down!’ ’Tw^as her brother 
tliat, in pure kindness to his horse, 
buttered his hay. 

Enter Corn-wall, Regan, Glou- 
cp:sTKR, and Servants. 

Lear, Good morrow to you both. 

Corn. Hail to your grace ! 

\Kent IS set at liberty. 

R(;e,. I am glad to see your highness. 

Lear. Regan, 1 think you are ; I know 
" what reason 

1 ha\c to think so; if thou shouldst not 
be glad, 

1 would divorce me from thy mother’s 
tomb, 

Sepulchring an adultress. [7h Kenf\ O, 
arc you free ? 

Some other time foi that. Beloved 
Regan, 

Thy sister’s naught: O Regan, she hath 
lied 

Sharp-looth’d imkindness, like a vulture, 
here : [/\nntf to his heart. 

I can scaice speak to thee; thou ’ll not 
believe 

With how depraved a cjuality — O Regan’ 

AVj,'. 1 pray you, sir, take patience: I 
have hope 

You less know- how- to value her desert 
Than she to scant her duty. 

Ltar. Say, how is that? 

Re -. I cannot think my sister in the 
lea'll 

Would fail lier obligation : if, .sir, per- 
chance 

.^]le liave restrain'd the riots of your 
follower-., 

'Tis on such ground, and to such w'hole- 
some end, 

As clears her from all blame. 

Lear. My curses on her! 

Rt^et O, sir, you are old ; 

Nature in you stands on the very verge 
Ot her confine : you should be ruled and 
led 

By somediscretion, that discerns your state 
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Better than you yoiii^elf. Therefore, I 
pray you, 

That to our sister you do make return ; 
Say you have wrong’d her, sir. 

Leai\ Ask hei foigiveness? 

Do you hut mark how tliis becomes the 
house : 

‘ Dear daughter, I confess that I am old ; 

\Kncchii;^. 

Age is unnecessary : on my knees I beg 
lhat you’ll \ouchsafe me raiment, bed, 
and food.’ 

Reg, Good sir, no more ; these arc un- 
sightly tricks ; 

Return you to my sister. 

Lear. [R/strg] Never, Rcgait: 

She hath abated me t>f half my tram ; 
Look'd black upon me ; struck me witli 
her tongue, 

Most serpent -like, upon the very heart : 
All the stored vengeances of heaven fall 
On her ingratcful top ! Strike her }oung 
bones, 

You taking airs, with lameness ! 

Corn. Lie, sir, fic ! 

Lear. You nimble lightnings, dart 
your blinding llames 

Into her scornful eyes ! Infect her beauty, 
You fen-suck’d fogs, drawn by the power- 
ful sun, 

To fall and blast her jn'idc ! 

Reg. O the blest gods ! so will you 
wish on me, 

When the rash mood is on. 

Lear. No, Regan, thou shall never 
have my curse : 

Thy tendei -hefted nature shall not give 
riiee o’er to harshness : her eyes are 
fierce; but thine 

Do comfort and not burn. ’Tis not in thee 
To grudge my jdeasures, to cut off my 
train. 

To bandy hasty words, to scant my sizes, 
Ami m conclusion to oppose the bolt 
Against my coming in : thou better 
know’st 

The offices of nature, bond of childhooiU 
Lftects of courtesy, dues of gratitude; 
fhy half o’ the kingdom hast thou not 
forgot, 

Wherein I thee endow’d. 


Reg. flood sir, to the pin pose. 

Lear. Wdio put my man 1 ’ the slocks ? 

\7'uckct U'ithi7i. 

Corn. What trumpet ’s that ? 

AV;>. I know'l, my sister’s: this 
aj^pioves her letter, 

That she would soon be here. 

Enter Os\\Am>. 

Is yinir lady come ? 

Lear. This is a slave, whose easy- 
borrow’d juide 

Dwells m the fickle grace of hei he 
follow s. 

Out, varlet, from my sight ! 

Coni. What means your grace ? 

Lear. Whostock'd my servant? Regan, 
I have good hope 

Thou didst not know' on’t. Who comes 
here ? O heavens. 

Enter (loN'KRH . 

If you do lo\e old men, if your sw'eet 
sw ay 

Allow' obedience, if yourselves are old, 

Make it >our cause; send down, and take 
my part ! 

YLo Gon.'\ Alt not ashamed to look upon 
this beard ? 

0 Regan, wilt thou take her by the 

hand ^ 

Gon. Why not by the hand, sir ? 
How have 1 offended? 

All’s not offence that indiscretion finds 

And dotage terms so. 

Lear. O sitles, you are too lough ; 

Will you yet hold ? How came my man 
i’ the stocks ? 

Corn. I set him there, sii : biithisovMi 
disorders 

Deserved much less ad\anremcnt. 

Lear. You ! di<I )ou ? 

Reg. I pray you, fathei, being weak, 
seem so. 

If, till the e\j[dration of youi month, 

You will return and sojourn with my 
Slater, 

Dismissing half your train, come then to 
me : 

1 am iifnv from home, and out of that pro- 

vision 
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Which sluill ]je needful fnr your entertain- 
ment. 

Lear. Keturii to her, and fifty men dis- 
mh.sM ? 

No, lather 1 abjure all roofs, and choose 
To wa^c at^ainst the enmity o’ the air; 

To be a comrade \\ ith the wolf and owl, — 
Necessity’s sharp pinch ! Return with 
her ? 

Why, the hot-blooded Franco, that dower- 
less took 

Our youngest born, I could as well be 
brought 

To knee his tlironc, and, squire-like, pen- 
sion ])eg 

To keep base life afoot. Return with 
her ? 

Fersuade me rather to be slave and 
sumptc'r 

To tills detested groom. 

\I'‘oiutins^ at Osu’ald. 

Con. At your choice, sir. 

Z'V/r. J ])ri thee, daughter, do not make 
me mad : 

I will not trouble thee, my child ; Iirre- 
wcll : 

We'll no moie meet, no more sec one 
another : 

Rut yet thou art my flesh, my blood, my 
daughter ; 

Or rather a disease that's in my ilesh, 
Which I must needs call mine : thou art 
a boil, 

A plague-sort‘, an embossed caibunclo. 

In my corrupted blood. But I 'll not chide 
thee ; 

Let shiime come when it will, I do not 
call it : 

I do not bid the thunder-bearci shoot, 
Nor tell tale> of thee to liigh-jiulging 
Jove : 

Mend wdren thou canst ; be better at thy 
leisure : 

I can be patient ; I can stay with Regan, 
I and my hundred knights. 

R<X. Not altogether so : 

1 look’d not for you yet, noi am provided 
For your fit w^elcome. Give ear, sir, to 
my sister; 

For those that mingle reason with your 
passion 


Must be content to think you old, and 
so — 

But she knows what she does. 

I.ear. Is this w ell spoken ? 

Reg. I dare avouch it, sir: what, fifty 
followers ? 

Is it not w'ell ? What should you need 
of more ? 

Yea, or so many, sith that both charge 
and danger 

Speak ’gainst so great a number ? How, 
in one house, 

.Should many people, under two com- 
mands. 

Hold amity? ’Tis hard; almost impos- 
sible. 

Gou. M'hy might not you, my lord, 
receive attendance 

From those that she calls servants or from 
mine ? 

Reg. Why not, my lord ? If then they 
chanced to slack you, 

We could control them. If you will 
come to me, — 

F<^)r now I spy a dangei, — I entreat you 

'I'o bring but live and twenty : to no more 

Will I give place or notice. 

Lear. I gave you all — 

Keg. And in good time you gave it. 

f.car. Made you my guardians, my 
depositaries; 

But kept a reservation to be follow^’d 

With such a number. What, must I 
come to y(m 

With five and twenty, Regan ? said you 
so ? 

Reg. And speak ’t again, my lord; no 
more with me. 

T.ear. Those wricked creatures yet do 
look well-fa\our’d, 

When otheis are more wicked; not being 
the worbt 

Stands in some rank of praise. \To Go/i.] 
I ’ll go with thee : 

Thy fifty yet doth double fivc-and-tw^enty, 

And thou art tw'ice her love. 

Gcv.*. Hear me, my lord : 

What need you five and twenty, ten, or 
five, 

To follow' in a house wdiere twice so many 

Have a command to tend you? 
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Reg. ' What need one? 

Lca7\ O, reason not the need : our 
basest beggars 

Are in the poorest thing superfluous : 
Allow not nature more than natuie needs, 
Man’s life’s as cheap as beast’s; thou art 
a lady ; 

If only to go warm were gorgeous, 

Why, nature needs not what thou gor- 
geous wear’st, 

Which scarcely keeps thee warm. But, 
for true need, — 

Vou heavens, give me that patience, 
patience I need ! 

Vou see me here, you gods, a poor old 
man, * 

As full of grief as age ; wretched m both ! 
If It be you that stir these daughters’ 
hearts 

Against their father, fool me not so much 
To bear it tamely; touch me with noble 
anger, 

And let not women’s weapons, water- 
diops, 

Slain my man’s checks? No, you un- 
natural liags, 

I will have such revenges on you boih, 
'Fhat all the world shall — I will do such 
things, — 

What they are, yet I know not ; but they 
shall be 

The terrors of the earth. You think I’ll 
weep ; 

No, I’ll not weep: 

I have full cause of w'ceping ; but this 
heart 

Shall break into a hundred thousand flaw’s, 
Or ere I ’ll w^eep. O fool, I shall go mad ! 
{^Exeunt Lear^ Gloucester, Kent, and 
Fool. Si 07 'jn and tempest. 

Corn. Let us withdraw’ ; ’twill be a 
storm. 

Reg. This house is little : the old man 
and his people 
Cannot be well bestow’d. 

Gon. 'Tis his owm blame; hath put 
himself from rest, 

And must needs taste his folly. 

Reg. For his particular. I'll receive 
him gladly, 

But not one follow’er. 


Gon. So am I purposed. 

Where is my lord of Gloucester ? 

Coi'n. Follow^’d the old manfoith: he 
is return’d. 

Re-enter GLOUCESTER. 

Glou. The king is in high rage. 

Corn, Whither is he going ? 

Glou. He calls to hoise; but wnll I 
know’ not whither. 

Corn. ’Tis best to gi\e him w’.iy; he 
leadi^ himself. 

Gon. My lord, entreat him by no means 
to stay. 

Glou. Alack, the night comes on, and 
the bleak w inds 

Do sorely inflle; for many miles about 

There's .scarce a bush. 

Reg. O, sir, to w’ilful men. 

The injuries that they themselves procure 

Must be theii schoolmasters. Shut up 
your doors : 

He is attended with a desperate train; 

And what they may incense him to, being 
apt 

To have hi-) ear abused, wisdom bids fear. 

Corn. Shut up your doors, my loid ; 
’tis a w’lld night : 

My Regan counsels well : come out o’ the 
storm. \Excunt. 

ACT III. 

Scene I. A heath. 

Storm still. Enter Kent and a 
Gentleman, meeting. 

Ke7it. Who’s there, besides foul 
weather ? 

Gent. One minded like the weathci, 
most unquietly. 

Kent. I know you. Where ’s the king ? 

Gent. Contending with the fretful 
element ; 

Bids the w’lnd blow’ the eaith into the sea. 

Or sw’ell the curled w’aters ’bove the mam, 

That things might change or cease ; tears 
his white hair. 

Which the impetuous blasts, with eyeless 
rage, 

Catch m their fury, and make nothing of ; 
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Strives in liis iitllo world of man to out- 
scom 

The to-aiid-fro-coiiflicting wind and rain, 
d'his niglit, wlicrein the cub-drawn bear 
would couch, 

The lion and the bolly-pinchcd wolf 
Keep tlieir fui diy, unbonneted he runs, 
And bids wliat will take all. 

Ac;//. Ilut who is with him? 

Gent. None but tlu' fool ; who labours 
to out-jest 

llis heait-struck injuries. 

KnU. Sii, I do know )Ou; 

And dnie, upon the wairant of my note, 
Commend a dear thing to you. Theie 
is division. 

Although us yet the face of it be cover’d 
With mutual euiining, ’twixt Albany and 
Cornw all ; 

Who have - as who have not, that their 
gieat stais 

Tliioned and sot high? — servants, who 
seem no le^s. 

Whit'll are to I'lance the spies and spccu- 
lniion> 

Intelligent of our state: what hath been 
seen, 

Kitlier in snuffs and packings of the dukes, 
C)r the hard lein wdiieh both of them 
have home 

Against the old kind king; or something 
deeper, 

Wliereof perchance these are but fiunish- 
ings ; 

But, tiiie it is, fiom Fiance theic comt^' 
a power 

Into thi'^ scaltei’d kingdom ; who already, 
"Wise in our negligence, have seciet feci 
In some of our best ports, and aic at 
jn)int 

To sliovv theii open baimei. Now to 
you ; 

If on my credit you dare build so far 
To make your speed to Dovci, you shall 
find 

Some that wall thank you, making just 
report 

Of how unnatuial and bemadding sorrow 
The king hath cause to plain. 

I am a gentleman of blood and breed- 
ing; 


And, from some knowdedgeand assurance, 
offer 

This oftice to you. 

Gt'Jit. 1 will talk further with you. 

Kent. No, do not. 

For confirmation that I am much more 
Than my out-wall, open this ^mrsc, and 
take 

What It contains. If you shall see Cor- 
delia, — 

As fear not but you shall, — show' her this 
ring; 

And she will tell you who your fellow 
is 

That yet you do not knows Fie on this 
stoim ! 

T will go seek the king. 

Gent, (live me your hand : have you 
no more to say ? 

Kent. Few worcls, but, to effect, more 
than all y^t ; 

Tliat, when we have found the king, — in 
which your pain 

That way. I’ll this, — he that fust lights 
on him 

Holla the other. {Exeunt scvoally. 

Sc ICN c II. A nothcr pari of the heath . 

Sionn still. 

Enter Lear c?;;.? Foid. 

I ear. Blow, winds, and crack youi 
cheeks ! rage ! blow ! 

You cataracts and hurricanoes, spout 
Till you have diencli’d our steeples, 
drown’d the cocks ! 

You sulphuious and thought - executing 
flies, 

Yaunt-c(niiicrs to oak-cleaving thunder- 
bolts, 

Singe my white bead! And thou, all- 
shaking thunder, 

Smite tlat the thick rotundity o’ the world ! 
Crack nature's moulds, all germens spill 
at once. 

That make ingratcful man ! 

Eoo/, O nuncic, couit holy-water in a 
dry house is better than this rain-water 
out o’ door. Good nuncle, in, and ask 
thy daughters’ blessing: here’s a night 
pities neither wise man nor fool. 
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Lear. riLim]:)le thy Ijcllyful ! Spit, fiic ! 
spout, rain ! 

Nor rain, wind, thunder, fire, are my 
daughters : 

I tax not you, you elemcnt.s, with unkiiid- 
ness; 

I never gave you kingdom, call’d you 
children, 

You owe me no subscription : then let 
fall 

Your horrible pleasure ; here I stand, 
your slave, 

A poor, infirm, weak, and despised old 
man : 

But yet I call you servile ministers. 

That have with two pernicious daughter?, 
join’d 

Your high engender'd battles ’gainst n 
head 

So old and white as this. O ! O ! ’tis 
foul ! 

Fool. lie that has a house to put’s 
liead in has a good head-piece. 

The cod-piece that will house 
Before the head has any, 

The head and he shall louse; 

So beggais marry many. 

The man that makes his, toe 
What he his heart should make 
Shall of a corn cry woe, 

And turn his sleep to wake. 

For there was never yet fair wom.an but 
she made mouths in a glass. 

I. car. No, I will be the pattern of all 
patience ; 

T will say nothing. 

E^ttcr Kent. 

Kent, Who’s there? 

Fool. Many% here’s grace and a cod- 
piece; that’s a wise man and a fool. 

Kent. Alas, sir, aie you here? things 
that love night 

Love not such nights as these ; the wrath- 
ful skies 

Gallow' the very w^anderers of the dark. 
And make them keep their caves : since 
I was man. 

Such sheets of fire, such bursts of horrid 
thunder, 


Such gioans of roaring wind and rain, I 
ne\ er 

Remember to have heaid: man’s nature 
cannot carry 

The affliction nor the fear. 

Lear. Let the great gods, 

That keep this dreadful pother o’er our 
heads. 

Find out their enemies now\ Tremble, 
thou wTctch, 

That hast within thee imdivulgcd crimes, 

Unw'hipp’d of justice : hide thee, thou 
bloody hand ; 

Thou perjured, and thou simular man of 
viitue 

That art incestuous : caitiff, to pieces 
shake. 

That under coveit and convenient seem- 
ing 

Hast practised on man’s life: close pent- 
U[> guilts. 

Rive }our concealing continents, and 
cry 

These dreadful summoners grace. 1 am 
a man 

More sii-nM against than sinning. 

Kent. Alack, bare-headed! 

Gracious my lord, hard by hi'ie is a 
hovel ; 

Some friendship will it lend you ’gainst 
the temjicst : 

Repose you theie; while I to this hard 
house — 

More hardei than the stones wdicieof ’tis 
raised ; 

Which even but now, demanding after 
you, 

Denied me to come in — return, and 
force 

Their scanted courtesy. 

Lear. My wits begin to turn. 

Come on, my boy: how do-t, my bo) ? 
art cold ? 

I am cold myself. Where is this stiaw^ 
my fellow ? 

The art of our necessities is strange. 

That can make vile things precious. 
Come, }Our hovel. 

Poor fool and knave, I have one part in 
my heart 

That’s sorry yet for thee. 
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FooL 

He that has and a little tiny wit, — 

With hey, ho, the wind and the rain, — 
Must make crmtent wdth his foi tunes fit, 
For the rain it raineth every day. 

Lrar. Tiuo, my good boy. Como, 
bring us to this hovel. 

\rixe,unt Lear and Keiif. 
FooL This is a brave night to cool a 
com 'ezan. 

1 ’ll speak a prophecy ere I go : 

When priests are more in word than 
matter; 

When brewx'is mai their malt with 
watei ; 

When nobles are their tailors’ tutors; 
No heretics buin'd, but wenches’ 
suitors ; 

When every case in law is right ; 

No squiie in debt, noi no poor knight ; 
When slandc’s do not live in tongues; 
Nor culjiui^es come not to throngs; 
When usurers tell then gold i’ the 
field ; 

And bawds and whores do churches 
build ; 

Then shall the realm of Albion 
Come to great confusion: 

Then comes the lime, who lives to 
sce’t, 

That going shall be used with feet. 

This prophecy Meilin shall make; for I 
live before his lime. {Exit. 

Scene 111. Gloiuestcf-'s castle. 
Enter Gloucester and Edmund. 

Ghii. Alack, alack, Edmund, I like 
not this imnatuial dealing. When J 
desired their leave that I might pity him, 
they took from me the use of mine own 
house ; charged me, on pain of their 
jrerpetual disjdeasure, neither to speak of 
him, entreat for him, nor any w'ay sustain 
him. 

Ed/n. Most savage and unnatural ! 
Clou. Go to ; say you nothing. There’s 
a division betwixt the dukes ; and a w'orse 
maltei than that : I have received a letter 
this night : ’tis dangerous to be spoken ; 


I have locked the letter in .ny closet: 
these injuries the king now' bears will be 
revenged home ; there ’s part of a power 
already footed : we must incline to the 
king. I will seek him, and privily relieve 
him : go you and maintain talk with the 
duke, that my charity be not of him 
perceived : if he ask for me, I am ill, and 
gone to bed. Though I die for it, as no 
less is threatened me, the king my old 
master must be relieved. There is some 
strange thing towaid, Edmund ; pray you, 
he careful. \^Exit. 

Edin. This courtesy, foihid thee, shall 
the duke 

Instantly know' ; and of that letter too : 
This seems a fair deserving, and must 
draw me 

That wdiich my father loses ; no less than 
all: 

The younger rises when the old doth fall. 

{Exit. 

vSCENE IV. The heath. Before a hovel. 
Enter Lear, Kent, and Fool. 

Kent Here is the place,* my loid ; 
good my lord, enter : 

The tyranny of the open night’s too 
rough 

For nature to cnduie. {Stoj'm still. 

Ixar. Let me alone. 

Kent. Good my lord, enter here. 

Lear. AVilt break my heart ? 

Kent. I had rather break mine owm. 
Good my lord, enter. 

Lea7\ Thou think’st ’tis much that this 
contentious storm 

Invades us to the skin : so ’tis to thee ; 
But w’hcre the greater malady is fix’d, 
The lesser is scarce felt. Thou ’Idst shun 
a bear ; 

But if thy flight lay toward the raging 
sea, 

Thou 'Idst meet the bear i’ the mouth. 

When the mind’s fiee, 

The body ’s delicate : the tempest in my 
mind 

Doth from my senses take all feeling 
else 

Save what beats there. Filial ingratitude ! 
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Is It not ;ls this mouth should tear this 
hand 

For lifting food to’t? But I will punish 
home : 

No, 1 ^^ill w'cep no more. In such a 
night 

I'o shut me out ! Pour on ; I will 
endure. 

In such a night as this ! O Regan, 
Goner il ! 

Your old kind father, whose frank heart 
gave all, — 

O, that way madness lies; let me shun 
that ; 

No more of that. 

Kent. Good my lord, enter here. * 

Lea7\ Prithee, go in thyself ; seek 
thine own ease : 

This tempest will not give me leave to 
ponder 

On things Mould hurt me more. But 
I’ll go in. 

\To the loot] In, boy; go first. You 
houseless poverty, — 

Nay, get thee in. I’ll pray, and then 
I'll sleep. l^Foot ^i^oes in. 

Poor naked wretches, wheresoe’er you 
are, 

That bide the pelting of this pitiless 
storm, 

IIow shall your houseless heads and 
unfed sides. 

Your loop’d and window'd raggedness, 
defend you 

From seasons such as these? O, I have 
ta’en 

Too little care of this ! Take physic, 
pomp ; 

Expose thyself to feel w'hat wTctches feel, 
That thou mayst shake the superflux to 
them, 

And show the heavens more just. 

Edg. [Jrith?n] F'athom and half, 
fathom and half! Poor Tom ! 

{The Fool runs out fi'om the hovel. 

Fool. Come not in here, nuncle, here's 
a spirit. Help me, help me ! 

Kent. Give me thy hand. Who’s 
there ? 

Fool. A spirit, a spirit : he says his 
name’s poor Tom. 

VOL. III. 


Kent. What art thou tliat dost grumble 
there i’ the straw'^ ? Come forth. 

Enter Etv.ar dis^o^uised as a madman. 
Edg. Away! the foul fiend follow's 
me I 

Through the shaip hawthorn blow'S the 
cold M'ind. 

Hum ! go to thy cold bed, and waim 
thee. 

Lear. Hast thou given all to thy two 
daughters ? 

And art thou come to this ^ 

F.d^^. Who gives any thing to poor 
Tom? whom the foul fiend hath led 
through file and through flame, and 
through ford and whirhpool, o’er bog 
and quagmire ; that hath laid knives 
under his pillow, and halters in his pew’; 
set ratsbane by his porridge ; made him 
proud of heart, to ride on a liny trotling- 
iiorse over four-inched bridges, to course 
his OM’n shadow for a tiailor. B]<'’‘'S thy 
five wits! Tom’s a-cold, — (^, do de, do 
de, do de. Bless thee fiom whiilwinds, 
star-blast mg, and taking! Do poor Tom 
some charity, whom the foul fiend vexes : 
there could I have him now^ — and theie, 
— and there again, and there. 

[5’/^); m still. 

Lear. Wdiat, ha\e his daughters 
brought him to this pass? 

Couldst thou save nothing? Didst thou 
give them all ? 

Fool. Nay, he icscrved a blanket, else 
we had been all shamed. 

Lear. Now, all the plagues that in the 
pendulous air 

Hang fated o’er men’s faults light on thy 
daughters ! 

Kent. lie hath no daughters, sir. 

Lear. Death, traitor ! nothing could 
have subdued nature 
Tosuchalowmessbut hb unkind daughters. 
Is it the fashion, that discarded fathers 
Should have thus little mercy on their 
flesh? 

Judicious punishment ! ’twas this flesh 
begot 

Those pelican daughters. 

Edg. Pillicock sat on Pillicock-hill 
S 
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Halloo, halloo, loo, loo ! 

Fool. This cold night will turn us all 
to fools and madmen. 

Take heed o’ the foul fiend: obey 
thy parents ; keep thy word justly ; sweai 
not; commit not with man’s sworn 
spouse ; set not thy sweet heart on proud 
array. Tom ’s a-cold. 

Lear. What hast thou been? 

Ed^.^. A serving-man, proud in heart 
and mind; that curled my hair; wore 
gloves in my cap ; served the lust of my 
mistress’ heart, and did the act of daik- 
ness with her ; swore as many oaths as I 
spake words, and broke them in the sweet 
face of heaven : one that slept in the con- 
triving of lust, and waked to do it : wine 
loved 1 deeply, dice dearly; and in woman 
out-paramonred the Turk : false of heart, 
light of ear, bloody of hand ; hog in sloth, 
fox in stealth, wolf in greediness, dog in 
madness, hon in ]Tey. Let not the creak- 
ing of shoes nor the rustling of silks betray 
thy poor heart to woman ; keep thy foot 
out of brothels, thy hand out of plackets, 
thy pen from lenders’ books, and defy 
the foul fiend. 

Still through the hawthorn blow^s the cold 
wand : 

Says suum, mun, ha, no, nonny. 

Dolphin my boy, my boy, sessa ! let him 
trot by. [Slorm still. 

Lear. Why, thou wert better in thy 
grave than to ansNver wdth thy uncovered 
body this extremity of the skies. Is 
man no more than this ? Consider him 
well. Thou owest the worm no silk, the 
beast no hide, the sheep no wool, the cat 
no perfume. Ha! here’s three on’s 

are sophisticated! Thou art the thuvg 
itself: unaccommodated m.an is no more 
but such a pooi, bare, foiked animal 
as thou ait. Off, off, you lendings! 

come, unbutton here. 

\Tcarifr:[ ojT his cloLia. 

Fool. Prithee, nunclc, be contented: 
his a naughty night to sw im in. Now a 
little fire in a wild field were like an old 
lecher’s heart ; a snivill spark, all the rest 
on’s body cold. Look, heie comes a 
walking fire. 


Enter Gloucester, udth a torch. 

Edg. This is the foul fiend Flibberti- 
gibbet : he begins at curfew^ and walks 
till the first cock ; he gives the w^eb 
and the pin, squints the eye, and makes 
the haic-lip ; mildew^s the white wLeat, 
and hurts the poor creature of earth. 

S. Withold footed thiice the old; 

He met the night-mare, and her nine- 
fold; 

Pid her alight, 

And her troth plight, 

And, aroint thee, wdteh, aroint thee! 

^ Kent. How fares your grace ? 

Lear. What he ? 

Kent. Who’s there? What is’t you 
seek ? 

Glon. What are you there ? Youi 
names ? 

Edg. Poor Tom; that eats the swim- 
ming frog, the toad, the tadpole, the wall- 
newd and the w'ater ; that in the fury of 
his heart, when the foul fiend rages, eats 
cow-dung for sallets; swallows the old 
rat and the ditch-dog; drinks the green 
mantle of the standing pool ; who is 
whipped from tithing to tithing, and stock- 
punished, and imprisoned ; who hath had 
three suits to his back, six shirts to his 
body, horse to ride, and weapon to wear ; 

But mice and rats, and such small deer, 
Have been Tom’s food for seven long 
year. 

Beware my follower. Peace, Smulkin; 
peace, thou fiend! 

Glou. What, hath your grace no better 
company ? 

Edg. Tlie prince of darkness is a gentle- 
man : 

Modo he’s call’d, and Maliu. 

Glou. Oiu flesh and blood is grown .so 
vile, my lord, 

That it doth hate what gets it. 

Edg. Poor Tom’s a-cold. 

Glou. Go in with me : my duty cannot 
suffer 

To obey in all your daughters’ hard com- 
mamls : 
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Though iVcir injunction be to bar my 
doors, 

And let this tyrannous night take hold 
upon you, 

Yet have I ventured to come seek you out, 

And bring you whcic both fire and food 
is leady. 

Lear. First let me talk with this 
phdosoijhcr. 

What is the cause of thunder? 

Kent. Good my lord, take his offer : 
go into the house. 

i.ear. 1 ’ll talk a word with this same 
learned Theban. 

What is your study ? 

Edg. How to prevent the fiend, anil 
to kill vermin. 

Lear. Let me ask you one word m 
private. 

Kent. Importune him once more to go, 
my lord; 

Ills wits begin to unsettle. 

Glon, Canst thou blame him ? 

{Storm still. 

ITis daughters seek his death : ah, that 
good Kent ! 

lie said U would be thus, poor banish’d 
man ! 

Thou say’st the king grows mad; I’ll 
telf thee, friend, 

I am almost mad myself; I had a son, 

Now outlaw’d from my blood; he sought 
my life, 

Hut lately, very late : I loved him, friend ; 

No father his son dearer: tiuth to tell 
thee, 

The grief hath crazed my wits. What a 
night’s this ! 

I do beseech your grace, — 

Lear. cry you mercy, sir. 

Noble ])hilosopher, your company. 

Edg. Tom’s a-cold. 

Glon. In, fellow, there, into the hovel : 
keep thee w'arm. 

L.ear. Come, lot’s in all. 

Kent. This way, my lord. 

Lear. With him ; 

1 will keep still with my ]ihilosopher. 

Kent. Good ray lord, soothe him; lot 
him take the fellow. 

Glo 7 f. Take him you on. 


LEAR 259 


Kent. Sirrah, come on; go along wd th us. 

r.ear. Come, good Athenian. 

Glou. No words, no words : hush. 

Edg, Child Kowdand to the dark tow'cr 
came, 

His word w^as still,— Fie, foh, and 
fum, 

I smell the blood of a British 
man. {Exeunt. 

Scene V. Gloucester s castle. 

Enter CoRNWALi. and Edmund. 

Corn. I will have my revenge ere I 
depart his house. 

Edm. How, my lord, I may be cen- 
sured, that nature thus gives way to 
loyalty, something fears me to think of. 

Corn. I now perceive, it was not 
altogether your brother’s evil disposition 
made him seek his death ; but a ]U'ovoking 
merit, set a- work by a let^roveable badness 
in himself. 

Edm. I low malicious is my fortune, 
that I must repent to be just ! This is 
the letter he spoke of, v/hich ai)proves 
him an intelligent jiarty to the advantages 
of Franco. O heavens ! that this treason 
were not, or not I the detector! 

Comt. Go with me to the duchess. 

Edm. If the matter of this paper be 
ceitain, you have mighty business in hand. 

Corn. True or false, it hath made thee 
carl of Gloucester. Seek out where thy 
father is, that he may be ready for our 
appiehension. 

Edm. {As/de'[ If I find him comforting 
the king, it will stuff his suspicion more 
fully . — I will persevere in my course of 
loyahyy though the conflict he sore be- 
tween that and my blood. 

Corn. I will lay trust upon thee; anrl 
thou shalt find a dearer father in my love. 

{E.^eunt. 

Scene VI. A chamber ?// a farfu- 
house adjoining the castle. 

Enter Ci.ovA'wsrv.ts., Lpar, Kent, 
Fool, and Edoar. 

Glou. Here is better than the open 
air; take it thankfully. I w'ill jiiece out 
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the comfort with what addition I can : I 
will not be long from you. 

Koit. All the power of his wits have 
given way to his impatience : the gods 
reward your l^indness ! [Auv/ Gloucester. 

Fratcretto calls me; and tells me 
Nero is an angler in the lake of darkness. 
Pray, innocent, and beware the foul fiend. 

Fool. Prithee, nuncle, tell me W'hether 
a madman be a gentleman or a yeoman ? 
Lear. A king, a king! 

Fool. No, he’s a yeoman that has a 
gentleman to his son; for he’s a mad 
yeoman that sees his son a gentleman 
before him. 

Lear. To have a thousand with red 
burning spits 

Come hissing in upon ’em, — 

EE^. The foul fiend bites my back. 
Fool. He's mad that trusts in the 
tameness of a wolf, a horse's health, a 
boy’s love, or a whore’s oath. 

Lear. It shall be done; 1 will arraign 
them straight. 

\To Ed^qarl Come, sit thou here, most 
learned justicer ; 

\To the Fool] Thou, sapient sir, sit here. 
Now, you she foxes ! 

Edg. Look, where he stands and 
glares ! 

Wantest thou eyes at trial, madam ? 

Come o’er the bourn, Bessy, to 
me, — 

Fool. Her boat hath a leak, 

And she must not speak 
Why she dares not come over to 
thee. 

Ed^i^. The foul fiend haunts pooi Tom 
in the voice of a nightingale. Hopdancc 
cries in Tom’s belly for two white herring. 
Croak not, black angel ; I have no food 
for thee. 

Kent. How do you, sir? Stand you 
not so amazed : 

Will you lie down and rest upon the 
cushions ? 

Lear. I’ll see their trial first. Bring 
in the evidence. 

\To Edgar] Thou robed man of justice, 
take thy place ; 


[To the Fool] And thou, his 5oke-fellow 
of equity. 

Bench by his side: [To Kent] you aie o’ 
the commission, 

Sit you too. 

Edg. Let us deal justly. 

Sleepest or wakest thou, jolly shepherd ? 

Thy sheep be in the corn ; 

And for one blast of thy minikin mouth, 
Thy sheep shall take no harm. 

Pur ! the cat is gray. 

Lear. Arraign her first ; ’tis Goneril. 
I here take my oath before this honourable 
assembly, she kicked the poor king her 
father. 

Fool. Come hither, mistress. Is your 
name Goneril ? 

Lear. She cannot deny it. 

Fool. Cry you mercy, I took you for a 
joint -stool, 

Lear. And here ’s another, whose 
warp’d looks proclaim 
What store her heart is made on. Stop 
her there ! 

Arms, arms, sword, fire ! Corruption in 
the place ! 

False justicer, wdiy hast thou let hei 
’scape ? 

Edg. Bless thy five wits ! 

Kent. O pity ! Sir, where is the 
patience now. 

That you so oft have boasted to re- 
tain? 

Edg. [Asidt^ My tears begin to take 
his part so much. 

They’ll mar my counterfeiting. 

Lear. The little dogs and all. 

Tray, Blanch, and Sweet-heart, sec, they 
bark at me. 

Edg. Tom will throw his head at them. 
Avaunt, you curs ! 

Be thy mouth or black or white. 

Tooth that poisons if it bite; 

IMastiff, greyhound, mongrel grim. 
Hound or spaniel, brach or lym, 

Or bobtail tike or tiundle-tail, 

Tom will make them weep and wail : 
P'or, with throwing thus my head. 
Dogs leap the hatch, and all are fled. 
Do de, de, de. Sessa ! Come, march 



SCENE VI 


KING LEAR 


261 


to wakes ^and fairs and market-towns. 
Poor Tom, thy horn is dry. 

Lear, Then let them anatomize Regan ; 
see what breeds about her heart. Is 
there any cause in nature that makes 
these hard hearts? \I'o Edgar^ You, sir, 

I entertain for one of my hundred; only 
I do not like the fashion of your gar- 
ments : you will say they are Persian 
attire; but let them be changed. 

Kent, Now, good my lord, lie here 
and rest awhile. 

Lear, IMake no noise, make no noise ; 
draw the curtains: so, so, so. We’ll go 
to supper i’ the morning. So, so, so. 
Fool, And I’ll go to bed at noon. * 

Re-enter Gloucester. 

Gloii. Come hither, friend: where is 
the king my master ? 

Kent, Here, sii ; but trouble him not, 
his wits are gone. 

Gloii, Good friend, I prithee, take him 
in thy arms ; 

I have o’erheard a plot of death upon him : 
There is a litter ready; lay him in’t. 

And drive towards Dover, friend, wheie 
thou shalt meet 

Both welcome and protection. Take up 
thy master: 

If thou shouldst dally half an hour, his 
life, 

With thine, and all that offer to defend 
him. 

Stand in assured loss ; take up, take up ; 
And follow me, that will to some pro- 
vision 

Give thee quick conduct. 

Kent. Oppressed nature sleeps: 
This rest might yet have balm’d thy 
broken sinews. 

Which, if convenience will not allow, 
Stand in hard cure. \L'o the Fool\ Come, 
help to bear thy master; 

Thou must not stay behind. 

Glou, Come, come, away. 

\Exeiint all hut Edgar, 
Edg. When we our betters see bearing 
our w’oes. 

We scarcely think our miseries our foes. 
Who alone suffers suffers most i’ the mind. 


Leaving free things and happy shows 
behind : 

But then the mind much sufferance doth 
o’ciskip, 

When grief hath mates, and bearing 
fellowship. 

How light and poi table my pain seems 
now. 

When that which makes me bend makes 
the king bow, 

lie childed as I father’d ! Tom, away ! 
Mark the high noises; and thyself be- 
wray, 

When false opinion, whose wrong thought 
defiles thee. 

In thy just proof, repeals and reconciles 
thee. 

Wiat will hap more to-night, safe ’scape 
the king ! 

Lurk, lurk. \Exit, 

Scene VI I. Gloucester s castle. 

Enter Cornwall, Regan, Goneril, 
Edmund, and Servants. 

Corn, Post speedily to my lord your 
husband ; show him this letter : the army 
of France is landed. Seek out the 
villain Gloucester. 

{Exeunt some of the Servants. 

Reg. Hang him instantly. 

Gon. Pluck out his eyes. 

Corn. I.eave him to my displeasure. 
Edmund, keep you our sister company: 
the revenges we are bound to take upon 
your traitorous father are not fit for your 
beholding. Advise the duke, where you 
are going, to a most festinate preparation : 
we are bound to the like. Our posts 
shall be swift and intelligent betwixt us. 
Farewell, dear sister: farewell, my loid 
of Gloucester. 

Enter Oswald. 

How now! where’s the king? 

Osw. My lord of Gloucester hath con- 
vey’d him lienee : 

Some five or six and thirty of his knights. 
Hot questrists after him, met him at gate ; 
W’ho, wdth some other of the lords de- 
pendants. 
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Are gone with him towards Dover ; where 
they boast 

To have well-armed friends. 

Corn. Get horses for your mistress. 

Gon. 1^'arewx'll, sweet loid, and sister. 

Corn. Edmund, farewell. \Eou'intt 
Goneril^ Ednutiid^ and 0s7ua/d. 

Go seek the traitor Gloucester, 

1‘inion him like a thief, bring him before 
iLs. \Exennt other Servants. 

Though well w^e may not pass upon his 
life 

Without the form of justice, yet oui 
power 

Shall do a courtesy to our wrath, which 
men 

May blame, but not control. Who’s 
there ? the traitoi ? 

Enter Gloucester, brought in by hao 
or three. 

Reg. Ingratcfui fox ! 'tis he. 

Corn. Bind fast his corky arms. 

Glou. What mean your graces ? Good 
my friends, consider 

You are my guests : do me no foul play, 
friends. 

Corn. Bind him, I say. 

\Servants bind him. 

Reg. Hard, hard. O filthy traitor! 

Glou. Unmerciful lady as you are, I ’m 
none. 

Corn. To this chair bind him. Villain, 
thou shalt find — 

\^Rei^an plucks his beard. 

Glou. By the kind gods, ’tis most 
ignobly done 

To pluck me by the beard. 

Reg. So white, and such a traitor! 

Gloti. Naughty lady, 

These hairs, w'hich thou dost ravish from 
my chin, 

Will quicken, and accuse thee: I am 
your host : 

With lobbers’ hands my hospitable favours 

You should not ruffle thus. What will 
you do? 

Corn. Come, sir, what letters had you 
late from France? 

Reg. Be simple answerer, for we know 
the tiuth. 


Corn, And what confederacr have you 
with the traitors 

Late footed in the kingdom ? 

Reg. To whose hands have you sent 
the lunatic king ? 

Speak. 

Glo7t. I have a letter guessingl) set 
down, 

Which came from one that ’s of a neutral 
heart, 

And not from one opposed. 

Corn. Cunning. 

Reg. Anti false. 

Corn. Where hast thou sent the king ? 

Glou. To Dover. 

< Reg. Wherefore to Dover ? Wast 
thou not charged at peril — 

Corn. Wherefoic to Dover ? I>et him 
first answer that. 

Glou. I am tied to the stake, and I 
must stand the course. 

Reg. Wheiefore to Dover, sir? 

Glou. Because I would not see thy 
cmel nails 

Pluck out his poor old eyes ; nor thy 
fierce sister 

In his anointed flesh stick boarish fangs. 

The sea, with such a storm as his bare 
head 

In hell -black night endured, would have 
buoy’d up, 

And quench’d the stelled fires : 

Yet, poor old heart, he holp the heavens 
to rain. 

If wolves had at thy gate howl’d that 
stern time, 

Thou shouldst have said ‘ Good porter, 
turn the key,’ 

All cruels else subscribed : but I shall see 

The Avinged vengeance overtake such 
children. 

Coi'u, See ’t shalt thou never. Fellow^s, 
hold the chair. 

Upon these eyes of thine I’ll set my 
foot. 

Glou. He that will think to live till he 
be old, 

Give me some help ! O cruel ! O you 
gods ! 

Reg. One side will mock another ; the 
other too. 
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Corn, you see vengeance, — 

Fir^t Scrv. Hold your hand, my lord : 

I have served you ever since I was a 
child ; 

Hut better service have 1 never done 
you 

Than now to bid you hold. 

7v.Vg. How now, you dog! 

Fh'st Serv, If you did wear a beard 
upon your chin. 

I’d shake it on this quarrel. What do 
you mean ? 

Co7‘n, My villain ! 

[ They draw and fiyht. 

First Sey^v. Nay, then, come on, and 
take the chance of anger. * 

Reg, Give me thy sword. A peasant 
stand up thus ! [ Taka a sword, 

and runs at him behind. 

First Sei-v. O, I am slain I My lord, 
you have one eye left 

To see some mischief on him. O ! {Dies. 

Corn, Lest it see more, prevent it. 
Out, vile jelly ! 

Where is thy lustre no^^ ? 

Glou. All daik and comfoitless. 
Where’s my son Edmund ? 

Edmund, enkindle all the sparks of 
nature. 

To quit this horrid act. 

Reg. Out, treacherous villain! 

Thou call’st on him that hates thee : it 
was he 

That made the overture of thy treasons 
to us ; 

Who is too good to pity thee. 

Gloii, O my follies ! then Edgar was 
abused. 

Kind gods, forgive me that, and prosper 
him ! 

Reg. Go thrust him out at gates, and 
let him smell 

His way to Dover. {Exit one with Glou- 
cester.'] How is’t, my lord? how 
look you ? 

Coi'n. I have received a hurt : follow 
me, lady. 

Turn out that eyeless villain ; throw this 
slave 

Upon the dunghill. Regan, I bleed 
apace : 


Untimely comes this hurt : give me your 
arm. {Exit Cor nival I, led by Regan. 

Sec. Sen'. I ’ll ne\ er care what wicked- 
ness I do. 

If this man come to good. 

Third Serv. If she live long. 

And in the end meet the old course of 
death. 

Women will all turn monsters. 

Sec. Serv. Let ’s follow the old earl, 
and get the lledlam 

To lead him where he would : his roguish 
madness 

Allows itself to any thing. 

Third Serv. Go thou : I’ll fetch some 
flax and whites of eggs 

To apply to his bleeding face. Now , 
heaven help him ! {Exeunt severally. 

ACT IV. 

Scene I. The heath. 

Enter Edgar. 

Edg. Yet better thus, and known to 
be contemn’d, 

Than still contemn’d and flatter’d. To 
be w'orst, 

The lowest and most dejected thing of 
fortune, 

Stands still in csperance, lives not in 
fear : 

The lamentable change is from the 
best ; 

The woist returns to laughter. Welcome, 
then, 

Thou unsubstantial air that I embrace! 

The wTetch that thou hast blowm unto 
the worst 

Owes nothing to thy blasts. But who 
comes here ? 

Enter Gloucester, led by an Old Man. 

My fathei, poorly led? World, W’orld. 
O world ! 

But that thy strange mutations make us 
hate thee, 

Life w'ould not yield to age. 

Old Man. O, my good lord, I have 

been your tenant, and your father’s 

tenant, these fourscore years. 
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Glott. Away, get thee away ; good 
friend, be gone : 

Thy comforts can do me no good at 
all; 

Thee they may hurt. 

Old Man. Alack, sir, you cannot see 
youi way. 

Gloii. I have no way, and therefore 
want no eyes ; 

I stumbled when I saw : full oft ’tis 
seen, 

Our means secure us, and our meie 
defects 

Prove our commodities. O dear son 
Edgar, 

The food of thy abused father’s wrath ! 

Might I but live to sec thee in my 
touch, 

I ’Id say 1 had eyes again ! 

Old Man, How now! Who’s there? 

Ed^. [Asidd] O gods ! Who is’t can 
say ‘ I am at the woist ’? 

I am worse than e’er I was. 

Old Man. ’Tis poor mad Tom. 

Edg. [Aside’] And worse I may be 
yet ; the worst is not 

So long as wc can say ‘ This is the 
worst.’ 

Old Man. Fellow, where goest ? 

Glon. Is it a beggar -man ? 

Old Man. IMadman and beggar too. 

Glon. lie has some reason, else he 
could not beg. 

I’ the last night’s storm I such a fellow 
saw ; 

Which made me think a man a worm: 
my son 

Came then into my mind ; and yet my 
mind 

Was then scarce friends with him : I 
have heard more since. 

As dies to wanton boys, are we to the 
gods, 

They kill us for their sport. 

Edg, [Aside] How should this be ? 

Bad is the trade that must play fool to 
sorrow, 

Angeling itself and others. — Bless thee, 
master ! 

Glon. Is that the naked fellow ? 

Old Man. Ay, my loid. 


Glon. Then, prithee, get l/^iee gone: 
if, for my sake, 

Thou wilt o’ertake us, hence a mile or 
twain, 

I’ the way toward Dover, do it for ancient 
love; 

And bring some covering for this naked soul , 
Who I ’ll entreat to lead me. 

Old J fan. Alack, sir, he is mad. 

Glon. ’Tis the limes’ plague, when 
madmen lead the blind. 

Do as I bid thee, or rather do thy pleasure ; 
Above the rest, be gone. 

Old Man. I ’ll bring him the best ’parel 
that I have, 

Gome on’t what will. [Exit. 

Glon. Sirrah, naked fellow, — 

Edg. Poor Tom’s a-cold. [Aside] I 
cannot daub it further. 

G/on. Come hither, fellow, 

Edg. [Aside] And yet I must. — Bless 
thy sweet eyes, they bleed. 

G/on. Know’st thou the way to Dover ? 

Edg. Both stile and gate, hoi se- way 
and foot-path. Poor Tom hath been 
scared out of his good wits: bless thee, 
good man's son, fiom the foul fiend! five 
fiends have been in poor 'Fom at once ; of 
lust, as Obidicut; Hobbididance, prince 
of dumbness; Mahu, ofstealing ; Modo, of 
murder ; Flibbertigibbet, of mopping and 
mowing, who since possesses chamber- 
maids and waiting- women. So, bless thee, 
master ! 

Glon. Here , take this purse, thou whom 
the heavens’ plagues 

Have humbled to all strokes : that I am 
wretched 

Makes thee the happier: heavens, deal 
so still ! 

I-et the superfluous and lust-dieted man. 
That slaves your ordinance, that will not 
see 

Because he doth not feel, feel your power 
quickly ; 

So distribution should undo excess, 

And each man have enough. Dost thou 
know Dover ? 

Edg. Ay, master. 

Glon. There is a cliff, whose high and 
bending head 
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Looks fearfully in the confined deep : 

Jiring me but to the very brim of it, 

And I’ll repair the misery thou dost bear 

With something rich about me : from that 
place 

I shall no leading need. 

Edg. Give me thy arm: 

I’oor Tom shall lead thee. {Exeunt. 

Scene II. Before the Duke of Alban fs 
palace. 

Enter Goneril and Edmund. 

Gon. Welcome, my lord : I marvel our 
mild husband 

Not met us on the way. 

Enter Oswald. 

Now, where’s your master? 

Osw. Madam, within ; but never man 
so changed. 

I told him of the army that was landed ; 

He smiled at it : I told him you weie 
coming ; 

TIis answer was ‘The worse:' of Glou- 
cester’s treacheiy, 

And of the loyal service of his son, 

When I inform’d him, then he call’d me 
sot. 

And told me I had turn’d the wrong side 
out : 

What most he should dislike seems pleasant 
to him ; 

What like, offensive. 

Gon. {To Ed?n.'\ Then shall you go no 
further. 

It is the CO wish terror of his spirit. 

That dares not undertake : he ’ll not feel 
wrongs 

Which tie him to an answer. Our wishes 
on the way 

J^Iay prove effects. Back, Edmund, to 
my brother ; 

Ilastenhismusters and conduct hispowers : 

I must change arms at home, and give 
the distaff' 

Into my husband’s hands. This trusty 
servant 

Shall pass between us : ere long you are 
like to hear. 

If you dare venture in your own behalf, 


A mistress’s command. Wear this; spare 
speech; {Giving a favour. 

Decline your head ; this kiss, if it durst 
speak. 

Would stretch thy spirits up into the air : 

Conceive, and fare thee well. 

Edm. Yours in the ranks of death. 

Gon. My most dear Gloucester ! 

{Exit Edmund. 

O, the difference of man and man ! 

To thee a woman’s services are due: 

IMy fool usurps my body. 

Osw. Madam, here comes my lord. 

{Exit. 

Enter Albany. 

Gon. I have been worth the whistle. 

Alb. O Goneril ! 

You are not worth the dust which the rude 
wind 

Blows in your face. I fear your disposition : 

That nature, which contemns it origin. 

Cannot be border'd certain in itself; 

She that herself will sliver and disbranch 

From her mateiial sap, perforce must 
wither 

And come to deadly use. 

Gon. No more; the text is foolish. 

Alb. Wisdom and goodness to the vile 
seem vile : 

Filths savour but themselves. What have 
you done ? 

Tigers, not daughters, what have you 
perform’d ? 

A father, and a gracious aged man. 

Whose reverence even the head-1 ugg’d bcai 
would lick. 

Most barbarous, most degenerate! have 
you madded. 

Could my good brother suffer you to do it ? 

A man, a prince, by him so l)enefited I 

If that the heavens do not their visible 
spirits 

Send quickly down to tame these vile 
offences, 

It will come, 

Humanity must perfoice prey on itself. 

Like monsteis of the deep. 

Gon. Milk-livei*’d man ! 

That bear’st a cheek for blow's, a head for 
wrongs ; 
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Who hast not in thy brows an eye dib- 
cerning 

Thine honour from thy suffering ; that not 
know’st 

Fools do those villains pity who are punish’d 
Ere tliey have done their mischief. 
Where ’s thy drum ? 

France spreads his banners in our noiseless 
land, 

Witli plumed helm thy state begins to 
threat ; 

Whiles thou, a moral fool, sit’st still, and 
criest 

‘ Alack, why does he so ^ ’ 

Alb. See thyself, devil 1 

Proj^er deformity seems not in the fiend 
vSo horrid as in woman. 

Gon. O vain fool ’ 

Alb. Thou changed and .self - cover’d 
thing, for shame, 

Be-monster not ^hy feature. Werc't my 
fitness 

To let these hands obey my blood. 

They are apt enough to dislocate and tear 
Thy flesh and bones : howe’er thou art a 
fiend, 

A woman’s shape doth shield thee. 

Gon. ;Marry, your manhood now — 

Enter a Messenger. 

Alb. What news? 

Mess. O, my good lord, the Duke of 
Cornwall’s dead; 

Slain by his servant, going to put out 
Tlie other eye of (Uoucester. 

Alb. Gloucester’s eyes ! 

Mess. A servant that he bred, thrill’d 
with remorse, 

Oliposed against the act, bendinghis sword 
To his great master ; who, thereat enraged. 
Flew on him, and amongst them fell’d 
him dead; 

But not without that harmful stroke, 
which since 

Hath pluck’d him after. 

Alb. This shows you are above, 
You justicers, that these our nether crimes 
So speedily can venge ! But, O poor 
Gloucester ! 

Lost he his other eye ? 

Mess. Both, both, my lord. 


This letter, madam, craves a speedy 
answ^er ; 

’Tis from your sister. 

Gon. [Aside] One way I like this well ; 
But being widow, and my Gloucester with 
her, 

May all the building in my fancy pluck 
Ujion my hateful life: another way. 

The news is not so tart. — I’ll read, and 
answer. [Exit. 

Alb. Where was his son when they did 
take his eyes ? 

Mess. Come with my lady hither. 

A lb. Fie is not here. 

Mess. No, my good lord ; 1 met him 
back again. 

Alb. Knows he the wickedness ? 

/1/cfx. Ay, my good lord ; ’twas he in- 
form’d against him ; 

And quit the house on purpose, that their 
punishment 

Might have the freer course. 

Alb. Gloucester, I live 

To thank thee for the love thou show’dst 
the king. 

And to revenge thine eyes. Come hither, 
friend : 

Tell me what more thou know’st. [Exeunt. 

Scene III. T/ie French camp near Dover. 
Enter Kent and a Gentleman. 

Kent. Why the King of France is so 
suddenly gone back know you the reason ? 

Gent. Something he left imperfect in 
the state, which since his coming forth is 
thought of ; which imports to the kingdom 
so much fear and danger, that his personal 
return was most required and necessary. 

Kent. Who hath he left behind him 
general ? 

Gent. The ^Marshal of France, Mon- 
sieur La Far. 

Kent. Did your letters pierce the queen 
to any demonstration of grief? 

Gent. Ay, sir ; she took them, read 
them in my presence ; 

And now and then an ample tear trill’d 
do^vn 

Her delicate cheek : it seem’d she was a 
queen 



SCENE III 


KING LEAR 


267 


Over her i^as^jion ; who, most rebel-like, 

Sought to be king o’er her. 

Kent. O, then it moved her, 

Gent. Not to a rage : patience and 
sorrow strove 

^Vho should express her goodliest. You 
have seen 

Sunshine and rain at once : her smiles and 
tears 

i'Were like a better way : those happy 
smilets. 

That play’d on her ripe lip, seem’d not 
to know 

What guests were in her eyes ; which 
parted thence, 

As pearls from diamonds dropp’d. i*n 
brief, 

Sorrow would be a rarity most beloved, 

If all could so become it. 

Kent, Wade she no verbal question? 

Gent. ’Faith, once or twice she heaved 
the name of ‘ father ’ 

Tantingly forth, as if it press'd her heart ; 

Cried ‘ Sisters ! sisters ! Shame of ladies ! 
sisters ! 

Kent ! father ! sisters ! What, i’ the stonn? 
i’ the night ? 

Let pity not be believed ! ’ There she 
shook 

The holy water from her heavenly eyes, 

And clamour moisten’d : then away^ she 
started 

To deal with grief alone. 

Kent. It is the stars, 

The stars above us, govern our conditions ; 

Else one self mate and mate could not 
beget 

Such different issues. You .'.poke not 
with her since ? 

Gent. No. 

Ke7it. Was this before the king re- 
turn’d ? 

Gent. No, since. 

Kent. Well, sir, the poor distressed 
Lear’s i’ the town; 

Who sometime, in his better tune, re- 
members 

What we are come about, and by no 
means 

Will yield to see his daughter. 

Gent. Why, good sir ? 


Kent. A sovereign shame so elbows 
him : his own imkindness. 

That stripp’d her from his benediction, 
turn’d her 

To foreign casualties, gave her dear 
rights 

To his dog-hearted daughters, those things 
sting 

His mind so venomously, that burning 
shame 

Detains him from Cordelia. 

Gent. Alack, poor gentleman ! 

Kent. Of Albany's and Cornwall’s 
powers you heard not ? 

Gent. 'Tis so, they are afoot. 

Kent. Well, sir, I’ll bring you to our 
master Lear, 

And leave you to attend him : some dear 
cause 

Will in concealment wrap me up awhile ; 

When I am known aright, you shall not 
grieve 

Lending me this acquaintance. I pray 
you, go 

Along vith me. \Exeunt. 

Scene IV. The same. A tent. 

EnteVy iK'ith drum and co/oicrsy CORUELIA, 
Doctor, a/id Soldiers. 

Co7'. Alack, 'tis he ; why, he was met 
even now 

As mad as the vex’d sea ; singing aloud ; 

Crown’d with rank fumiter and furrow - 
weeds. 

With bur-docks, hemlock, nettles, cuckoo- 
flowers, 

Darnel, and all the idle weeds that grow 

In oiu: sustaining corn. A century send 
forth ; 

Search every acre in the high -grown 
field, 

And bring him to our eye. [Exit an 
Officer. 'I What can man’s wisdom 

In the restoring his bereaved sense ? 

He that helps him take all my outward 
worth. 

Doit. There is means, madam : 

Oui foster-nurse of nature is repose. 

The wdiich he lacks ; that to provoke in 
him, 
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Are many simples operative, whose power 
Will close the eye of anguish. 

Cor. All blest secrets, 

All you unpublish’d virtues of the earth, 
Spring with my tears ! be aidant and 
remediate 

In the good man’s distress ! Seek, seek 
foi him; 

Lest his ungovern'd rage dissolve the life 
That wants the means to lead it. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. News, madam; 

The British powers are marching hither- 
w’ard. 

Cor. ’Tis know'n before ; our prepara- 
tion stands 

In expectation of them. O dear father. 
It is thy business that I go about ; 
Therefore great France 
My mourning aiul important tears hath 
pitied. 

No blown ambition doth our arms incite. 
But love, dear love, and our aged father's 
right : 

Soon may I hear and see him ! Exeunt. 

Scene V. Gloucester's castle. 

Enter Regan and Oswatj). 

Re<e;. But are my brother’s pow'ers set 
foi th ? 

Os^v. Ay, madam. 

Reg. Himself in person there? 

OsuK Madam, with much ado : 

Your sister is the better soldier. 

Reg. Lord Edmund spake not wdth 
your lord at home ? 

Oslo. N o, madam. 

Rtg. What might import my sister’s 
letter to him ? 

0s7i}. I know'- not, lady. 

Reg. ’Faith, he is posted hence on 
serious matter. 

It was great ignorance, Gloucester’s eyes 
being out, 

To let him live: w'here he arrives he 
moves 

All hearts against us : Edmund, I think, 
is gone, 

In pity of his misery, to dispatch 


Ilis nighted life; moreover, to descry 

The strength o’ the enemy. 

Osw. I must needs after him, madam, 
with my letter. 

Reg. Our troops set forth to-morrow : 
stay with us ; 

The w'ays are dangerous. 

I may not, madam : 

My lady charged my duty in this busi- 
ness. 

Reg. Why should she WTite to Ed- 
mund ? hlight not you 

Transport her purposes by word? Be- 
like, 

Something — I know not w^hat: I’ll love 
thee much. 

Let me unseal the letter. 

Osw. Madam, I had rathei — 

Reg. I know your lady does not love 
her husband ; 

I am sure of that : and at her late being 
here 

She gave strange oeillades and most 
speaking looks 

To noble Edmund. I know you are of 
her bosom. 

Osw. I, madam ? 

Reg. I speak in understanding ; you 
are, I know’t : 

Therefore I do advise you, take this 
note : 

My lord is dead ; Edmund and I have 
talk’d ; 

And moie convenient is he for my 
hand 

Than for your lady’s ; you may gather 
more. 

If you do find him, pray you, give him 
this; 

And when your mistress hears thus much 
from you, 

I pray, desire her call her wisdom to her. 

So, fare you w^ell. 

If you do chance to hear of that blind 
traitor. 

Preferment falls on him that cuts him 
off. 

Osio. Would I could meet him, madam ! 
I should show 

What party I do follow. 

Reg. Fare thee well. \Exeunt. 



SCENE YI 


KING LEAR 


269 


vSCENE VI. Fields 7tear Do7)e}\ 

Enter Gt.oucester, ami Ed(;ak dressed 
like a peasant. 

GIou, A\ hen shall we come to the top 
of that same hill ? 

Edg. You do climb up it now: look, 
how we labour. 

Glon, IVIethinks the ground is even. 

Edg. Horrible steep, 

Hark, do you hear the sea ? 

Glon. No, truly. 

Edg. Why, then, your other senses 
grow imperfect 

by your eyes’ anguish. ^ 

Glou. So may it be, indeed : 

Methinks thy voice is alter’d ; and thou 
speak’ St 

In better phrase and matter than thou 
didst. 

Edg. You’re much deceived: in no- 
thing am I changed 

But in my garments. 

GIou. Methinks you’re better spoken. 

Edg. Come on, sir; here's the jdace: 
stand still. How fearful 

And dizzy ’tis, to cast one’s eyes so low I 

The crows and choughs that wing the 
midway air 

Show scarce so gross as beetles : half 
W'ay down 

Hangs one that gatheis samphire, dread- 
ful trade ! 

Methinks he seems no bigger than his 
head : 

The fishermen, that walk upon the beach, 

Appear like mice ; and yond tall anchor- 
ing bark, 

Diminish’d to her cock; her cock, a 
buoy 

Almost too small for sight : the murmur- 
ing surge, 

That on the unnumber’d idle pebbles 
chafes. 

Cannot be heard so high. I’ll look no 
more ; 

Lest my brain turn, and the deficient 
sight 

Topple down headlong. 

Gloti. vSet me where you stand. 


Edg. Give me your hand: you are 
now wdthin a foot 

Of the extieme verge : for all beneath the 
moon 

Would I not leap upiight. 

GIou. Let go my hand. 

Here, fiiend, ’s another purse; in it a 
jewel 

Well woilh a poor man’s taking: fairies 
and gods 

Prosper it with thee ! Go thou farther off ; 
Bid me farewell, and let me hear thee 
going. 

Edg. Now fare you well, good sir. 

Glon. With all my heart. 

Edg. Why I do trifle thus with his 
despair 

Is done to cure it. 

GIou. {Kneeling O you mighty gods ! 
This world I do renounce, and, in your 
sights, 

Shake patiently my great affliction off: 

If I could bear it longer, and not fall 
To quarrel with your great opposeless 
wills, 

My snuff and loathed part of nature should 
Burn itself out. If Edgar live, O, bless 
him ! 

Now, fellow, fare thee well. 

\IIe falls forivard. 

Edg. Gone, sir : farewell. 

And yet I know not how conceit may 10 b 
The treasury of life, when life itself 
Yields to the theft: had he been where 
he thought. 

By this, had thought been past. Alive 
or dead ? 

Ho, you sir ! f laend ! Hear you, sir ! speak ! 
Thus might he pass indeed : yet he revives. 
What are you, sir ? 

GIou. Away, and let me die. 

Edg. Hadst thou been aught but 
gossamer, feathers, air. 

So many fathom down precipitating, 
Thou’dst shiver’d like an egg: but thou 
dost breathe ; 

Hast heavy substance ; bleed’st not • 
speak’st; art sound. 

Ten masts at each make not the altitude 
Which thou hast perpendicularly fell : 
Thy life’s a miracle. Speak yet again. 
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GJoti. But have I fall'n, or no? 

E({^^^. From the dread summit of this 
chalky bourn. 

Look up a-height ; the shrill-gorged laik 
so far 

Cannot be seen or heard : do but look 
up. 

G/on. Alack, I have no eyes. 

Is wretchedness deprived that benefit, 

To end itself by death ? ’Twas yet some 
comfort, 

When miseiy could beguile the tyrant’s 
rage, 

And frustrate his proud will. 

Edg. Give me your arm: 

Up: so. How is’t? Feel you your 
legs? You stand. 

Glo7i. Too w’ell, too well. 

Edg. This is above all strangeness. 

Upon the crown o’ the cliff, what thing 
w'as that 

Which parted fiom you? 

Gloit. A poor unfortunate beggar. 

Edg. As I stood here below, methought 
his eyes 

Were two full moons; he had a thousand 
noses, 

Horns whelk kl and waved like the en- 
ridged sea : 

It was some fiend ; therefore, thou happy 
father. 

Think that the clearest gods, who make 
them honours 

Of men’s impossibilities, have preserved 
thee. 

Gloif. I do remember now : henceforth 
I’ll bear 

Afiiiction till it do cry out itself 

‘ Enough, enough,’ and die. That thing 
you speak of, 

I took it for a man ; often ’t would say 

‘ The fiend, the fiend : ’ he led me to that 
place. 

Edg. Bear free and patient thoughts. 
But who comes here ? 

Enter Lear, fantastically dressed with 
wild flowers. 

The safer sense will ne’er accommo- 
date 

His master thus. 


Lear. No, they cannot touch me for 
coining ; 

I am the king himself. 

Edg. O thou side-piercing sight ! 

Lear. Nature’s above art in that re- 
spect. There’s youi press-money. That 
fellow' handles his bow like a crow-keeper : 
draw me a clothier’s yard. Look, look, 
a mouse ! Peace, peace ; this piece of 
toasted cheese will do’t. There’s my 
gauntlet ; I ’ll prove it on a giant. Bring 
up the brown bills. O, w'ell flown, bird ! 
i’ the clout, i’ the clout : hewgh ! Give 
the word. 

Edg. Sweet marjoram. 

‘ Lear. Pass. 

Glou. I know that voice. 

Lear, Ha! Goneril, with a w'hite 
beard! They flatteied me like a dog; 
and told me I had wdiite hairs in my 
beaid ere the black ones weie there. To 
say ‘ ay ’ and ‘ no ’ to every thing that I 
said ! — ‘ Ay ’ and ‘ no ’ too was no good 
divinity. When the rain came to wet me 
once, and the wind to make me chattel ; 
when the thunder w'ould not peace at my 
bidding; there I found ’em, there I smelt 
’em out. Go to, they are not men o’ 
their words : they told me I was every 
thing; ’tis a lie, I am not ague-proof. 
Gloit. The trick of that voice I do w'dl 
remember : 

Ts’t not the king? 

Lear. Ay, every inch a king : 

When I do stare, see how the subject 
quakes. 

I pardon that man’s life. What was thy 
cause ? 

Adultery ? 

Thou shalt not die : die for adultery ! No : 
The w'ren goes to’t, and the small gilded 
fly 

Does lecher in my sight. 

Let copulation thrive; for Gloucester’s 
bastard son 

Waskinder to his father than my daughters 
Got ’tween the lawful sheets. 
To’t,luxuiy, pell-mell! for 1 lack soldiers. 
Behold yond simpering dame. 

Whose face between her forks presages 
snow' ; 
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That minces virtue, and does shake the 
head 

To hear of pleasure's name ; 

The fitchew, nor the soiled horse, goes to’t 
Witli a more riotous appetite. 

Down from the waist they are Centaurs, 
Though women all above : 

But to the girdle do the gods inherit, 
Beneath is all the fiends’ ; 

There’s hell, there’s daikness, there’s the 
sulphurous pit. 

Burning, scalding, stench, consumption; 
fie, fie, fie ! pah, pah ! Give me an ounce 
of civet, good apothecary, to sweeten my 
imagination: there’s money for thee. 
Gloti. O, let me kiss that hand ! 

Lcai\ Let me wi])c it first; it smells 
of mortality. 

Glon. O ruin’d piece of nature ! This 
great world 

Shall so wear out to nought. Dost thou 
know me ? 

Lear, I remember thine eyes well 
enough. Dost thou squiny at me ? 
No, do thy worst, blind Cupid; I’ll not 
love. Read thou this challenge; mark 
but the penning of it. 

Glou. Were all the letters suns, I 
could not see one. 

Edg. I would not take this from re- 
port ; it is. 

And my heart breaks at it. 

Lear. Read. 

Gloit. What, with the case of eyes ? 
Lear. O, ho, are you there with me ? 
No eyes in your head, nor no money in 
your purse? Your eyes are in a heavy 
case, your purse in a light : yet you see 
how this woild goes. 

Glou. I see it feelingly. 

Lear. What, art mad ? A man may 
see how this world goes with no eyes. 
Look with thine ears: see how yond 
justice rails upon yond simple thief. 
Hark, in thine ear : change places ; and, 
handy-dandy, which is the justice, which 
is the thief? Thou hast seen a fanner’s 
dog bark at a beggar ? 

Glou. Ay, sir. 

Lear. And the creature run from the 
cur ? There thou mightst behold the 


great image of authority : a dog’s obeyed 

in office. 

Thou rascal beadle, hold thy bloody 
hand ! 

Why dost thou lash that whore ? Strip 
thine own back ; 

Thou hotly lust'st to use her in that kind 

For which thou whipp’st her. The 
usurer hangs the cozener. 

Thiough tatter’d clothes small vices do 
appear ; 

Robes and furr’d gowns hide all. Plate 
sin with gold, 

And the strong lance of justice hurtless 
breaks ; 

Arm it in rags, a pigmy’s straw does 
pierce it. 

None does offend, none, I say, none; 
I ’ll able ’em : 

Take that of me, my friend, who have 
the ])ower 

To seal the accuser's lips. Get thee 
glass eyes; 

And, like a scurvy politician, seem 

To see the things thou dost not. Now, 
now, now, now: 

Pull off my boots : harder, harder : so. 

Edg. O, matter and impertinency 
mix’d ! 

Reason in madness ! 

Lear. If thou wilt w^eep my fortunes, 
take my eyes. 

I know^ thee w'ell enough ; thy name is 
Gloucester : 

Thou must be patient ; we came ciydng 
hither : 

Thou know’st, the first time that we 
smell the air. 

We wawl and cry. I will preach to 
thee : mark. 

Glou. Alack, alack the day ! 

I^ear, When we are born, we cry that 
we are come 

To this great stage of fools : this’ a good 
block ; 

It w'^ere a delicate stratagem, to shoe 

A troop of horse with felt : I 'll put ’t in 
proof ; 

And when I have stol’n upon these sons- 
in-law. 

Then, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill ! 
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Enter a Gentleman, 7vith Attendants. 

Geiit, O, here he is : lay hand upon 
him. Sir, 

Your most dear daughter — 

Lear. No rescue? What, a prisoner ? 
I am even 

The natural fool of fortune. U se me well ; 
You shall have ransom. Let me liave 
surgeons ; 

I am cut to the brains. 

Gent. You shall have any thing. 

Lear. No seconds? all myself? 

Why, this would make a man a man of salt. 
To use his eyes for garden water-pots, 
Ay, and laying autumn’s dust. 

Gent. (iood sir, 

Lear, I will die bravely, like a bride- 
groom. What ! 

I will be jovial : come, come ; I am a king. 
My masters, know you that. 

Gent. '\"ou are a royal one, and we 
obey you. 

Lear. Then there’s life in’t. Nay, if 
you get it, you shall get it with lamning. 
Sa, sa, sa, sa. 

\Ex 2 t rnnnin^i^; Attendants folloiv. 

Gent. A sight most pitiful in the 
meanest wretch. 

Past speaking of in a king ! Thou hast 
one daughter, 

Who redeems nature from the general 
curse 

Which twain have brought her to. 

Edg. Hail, gentle sir. 

Gent. Sir, speed you : what ’s your will ? 

Edg. Lo you hear aught, sir, of a 
battle toward ? 

Gent. Most sure and vulgar: every 
one hears that, 

Which can distinguish sound. 

Edg. But, by your favour, 

IIow^ near’s the other army? 

Gent. Near and on speedy foot; the 
main descry 

Stands on the hourly thought. 

Edg. I thank you, sir: that’s all. 

Gent. Though that the queen on 
special cause is here, 

Her army is moved on. 

Edg. I thank you, sir. \Exit Gent. 


Glon. You cver-gentle gods, take my 
breath from me ; 

Let not my worser spirit tempt me again 
To die befoie you please ! 

Edg. Well pray you, fathci. 

Glou. N(nv, good sir, wdiat are you ? 
Edg. A most poor man, made tame 
to fortune's blows ; 

Who, by the art of knowm and feeling 
sorrow^. 

Am pregnant to good pity. Give me 
your hand. 

I'll lead you to some biding. 

Glou. Hearty thanks: 

The bounty and the benison of heaven 
To boot, and boot ! 

Enter OswAi.D. 

0^70. A proclaim’d prize ! Most 
happy ! 

That eyeless head of thine w^as first 
framed flesh 

To raise my fortunes. Thou old un- 
happy traitor, 

Briefly thyself remember : the sword is out 
That must destioy thee. 

Glou. Now let thy friendly hand 

Put strength enough to’t. 

\Edgar interposes. 

Os'7a. Wherefore, bold peasant, 
Darest thou support a publish’d traitor^ 
Hence; 

I.est that the infection of his fortune take 
Like hold on thee. Let go his arm. 

Edg. Chill not let go, zir, without 
vurther ’casion. 

OsTo, Let go, slave, or thou diest! 
Edj^. Good gentleman, go your gait, 
and let poor volk pass. An chua ha’ bin 
swaggered out of my life, ’tw'ould not ha’ 
bin 70 long as ’tis by a vortnight. Nay, 
come not near th’ old man ; keep out, che 
vor ye, or ise try whether your costard oi 
my hallow be the harder : chill be plain 
with you. 

Os7o. Out, dunghill ! 

Edg. Chill pick your teeth, zir : come ; 
no matter vor your foins. {They fight, 

and Edgar knocks him down^ 
Os7v. Slave, thou hast slain me: villain, 
take my purse : 
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If ever thou wilt thrive, l>ury my body ; 
And gi\e the letters which thou find’s! 
about me 

To Edmund earl of Clloucester ; seek him 
out 

Upon the British party: O, untimely 
death ! \Dies. 

EJg. I know thee well : a serviceable 
villain ; 

As duteous to tlie vices of lliy mistress 
As badness would desire. 

Gloti, \Vhat, is he dead ? 

Sit you down, fatliei ; rest you. 
Let’s see these pockets: the letters that 
he speaks of 

Maybe my friends, lie’s dead: I aii\ 
only sorry 

lie had no other death’s-man. Lei us see : 
Leave, gentle wax ; and, manners, blame 
us not : 

To know our enemies’ minds, \\e’ld up 
their hearts ; 

Their papers, is more lawful. 

\_Rcad\\ ‘ Let our reciprocal vows be 
lemembered. You have many oppor- 
tunities to cut him off: if your will want 
not, time and place will be fruitfully 
offered. There is nothing done, if he 
return the conqueror: then am I the 
]>iisoner, and his bed my gaol; from the 
loathed warmth whereof deliver me, and 
supply the place for your labour. 

‘ Your — wife, so I would sa} 

‘ Affectionate servant, 

‘ dONERlE.' 

O undistinguish’d space of woman’s will ! 
A plot upon her virtuous husband's life ; 
And the exchange my brother ! Here, 
in the sands. 

Thee I’ll rake up, the post unsanctified 
Of murderous lechers : and in the mature 
time 

With this ungracious paper strike the sight 
Of the death-practised duke : for him ’tis 
well 

That of thy death and business I can 
tell. 

Glozc. The king is mad : how stiff' is 
my vile sense, 

That I stand up, and have ingenious feeling 
VOL. III. 


Of my huge sorrows ! Better 1 w ere dis- 
tract: 

So should my thoughts be sever’d from 
my griefs, 

And woes l)y wTong imaginations lose 
The knowledge of themselves. 

(iive me your hand : 

(t/ar off. 

I''ar off, methinks, I hear tlie beaten drum: 
Come, father, I ’ll bestowyou with a friend. 

\Exenni. 

.Scene YII. A tent in the French canif. 
Lear on a bed asleep^ soft music play- 
Centleman, and others attending. 

Enter Cordelia, Kent, and Doctor. 

Cor. O thou good Kent, how shall 1 
live and work. 

To match thy goodness? My life will 
be too short. 

And every measure fail me. 

Kent. To be acknowdedged, madam, 
is o'er-paid. 

All my reports go with the modest truth ; 
Nor moie nor clipp’d, but so. 

Cor. Be better suited : 

These w'eeds are memories of those worser 
hours : 

I prithee, jait them off. 

Kent. Pardon me, dear madam ; 
Yet to be known shortens mymade intent : 
My boon I make it, that you know* me not 
Till time and I think meet. 

Cor. Then be’t so, my good lord. 

[7h the Docto7'\ How does the king? 
Foet. iNladam, sleeps still. 

Cor. O you kind gods. 

Cure this great breach in his abused nature! 
I'he untuned and jarring senses, O, wdnd up 
Of this child-changed father ! 

Foet. So please your majesty 

That we may wake the king: he liath 
slept long. 

Cor. Be govern’d by youi knowdedge, 
and proceed 

I’ the sway of your own will. Is he 
array’fl ? 

Gent. Ay, madam; in the heaviness 
of his sleep 

We put fresh garments on him. 

T 
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Doct. Be by, good madam, when we 
do awake him ; 

I doubt not of his temperance. 

Cor. Very well. 

Doct. Please you, draw near. Louder 
the music there ! 

Cor, O my dear father ! Restoration 

Thy medicine on my lips ; and let this kiss 

Repair those violent harms that my two 
sisters 

Have in thy reverence made ! 

Kent. Kind and dear princess ! 

Cor. Had you not lieen their father, 
these white flakes 

Had challenged pity of them. Was this 
a face 

To be opposed against the \\aning winds? 

To stand against the deep dread-bolted 
thunder ? 

In the most ternlde and nimble stroke 

Of quick, cross lightning? to watch — 
poor perdu ! — 

With this thin helm ? Tsline enemy's dog, 

Though he had bit me, should have stood 
that night 

Against my fire ; and was! thou fain, poor 
father, 

To hovel thee with swine, and rogues 
foilorn, 

In short and musty straw ^ Alack, alack ! 

'Tis wonder that thy life and wits at once 

I lad not conclud ed all. He wakes ; speak 
to him. 

Doct. Madam, do you ; ’tis fittest. 

Cor. Plow does my royal lord ? How 
fares your majesty ? 

Lear. You do me wrong to take me 
out o’ the grave : 

Thou art a soul in bliss ; but I am bound 

Upon a wheel of fire, that mine own 
tears 

Do scald like molten lead. 

Cor. Sir, do you know me? 

Lear. You are a spiiit, I know : when 
did you die ? 

Cor. Still, still, far wide ! 

Doct. He’s scarce awake : let him 
alone awhile. 

Lear. Where have I been? YHiere 
am I ? Fair daylight ? 


I am mightily abused. I should e’en die 
with pity, 

To see another thus. I know not what 
to say. 

I will not swear these are my hands: 
let’s see; 

I feel this pin prick. Would I were 
assured 

Of my condition ! 

Cor. O, look upon me, sir, 

And hold your hands in benediction o’er 
me: 

No, sir, you must not kneel. 

Lear. Pray, do not mock me : 

I am a very foolish fond old man, 

Fourscore and upward, not an hour moie 
nor less ; 

And, to deal plainly, 

I fear I am not in my peifect mind. 

Methinks I should know you, and know 
this man ; 

Yet I am doubtful: for I am mainly 
ignorant 

What place this is; and all the skill I 
have 

Remembers not these garments; nor 1 
know’ not 

Where I did lodge last night. Do not 
laugh at me; 

P'or, as I am a man, I think this lady 

To be my child Coidelia. 

Cor. And so I am, I am. 

Lear. Be your tears wet ? yes, ’faith. 
I pray, weep not : 

If you have poison for me, I will drink it. 

I know you do not love me; for your 
sisters 

Have, as 1 do lemember, done me wrong : 

You have some cause, they have not. 

Cor. No cause, no cause. 

Lear. Am I in P'rance? 

Kent. In your own kingdom, sir. 

Lear. Do not abuse me. 

Doct. Be comforted, good madam : 
the great rage, 

You see, is kill’d in him : and yet it is 
danger 

To make him even o’er the time he has 
lost. 

Desire him to go in ; trouble him no more 

1 Till further settling. 
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Cor. Will 't ]')lease your highness walk ? 
Lear. Vou must bear with me: 
l^ray you now, forget and forgive : 1 am 
old and foolish. ^Exeunt all but 
Kent aiid Gentleman. 
Gent. Holds it true, sir, that the Duke 
of Cornwall was so slain ? 

Kent. Most certain, sir. 

Gent. Wdio is conductor of his people ? 
Kent. As ’tis said, the bastard son of 
Cloucester. 

Gent. They say Edgar, his banished 
son, is with the Earl of Kent in Germany. 

Kent. Report is changeable. ’Tis 
lime to look about; the powers of the 
kingdom a})proach apace. * 

Gent. The arbitrement is like to be 
bloody. Fare you well, sir. \Exit. 

Kent. My point and period will be 
throughly wrought, 

Or well or ill, as this day’s battle's 
fought. {^Exit. 

ACT V. 

Scene I. The British camp^ 7iear 
Dover. 

Enter, with dntm and colours, Edmund, 
Re(]ian, Gentlemen, and Soldiers. 

Edm. Know of the duke if his last 
purpose hold. 

Or whether since he is advised by aught 
To change the course ; he’s full of altera- 
tion 

And self-reproving: bring his constant 
pleasure. 

YTo a Gcfitleman, who goes ont. 
Reg. Our sister’s man is certainly mis- 
carried. 

Ed^n. ’Tis to be doubted, madam. 

Reg. Now, sweet lord, 

Vou know the goodness I intend upon you: 
Tell me — but truly — but then speak the 
truth, 

Oo you not love my sister ? 

Edm. In honour’d love. 

Reg. But have you never found my 
brother’s way 
T o the forfended place ? 

Edm. That thought abuses you. 


Reg. I am doubtful that you have 
been conjunct 

And bosom’d with her, as far as we call 
hers. 

Edm. No, by mine honour, madam. 

Reg. I never shall endure her: dear 
my lord. 

Be not familiar with her. 

Edm. Fear me not : 

She and the duke her husband ! 

Enter, with drum and colours, Albany, 
Gonkril, and Soldiers. 

Gon. {.lside'\ I had rather lose the 
battle than that sister 
Should loosen him and me. 

Alb. Our very loving sister, well be- 
met. 

Sir, this I hear; the king is come to his 
daughter, 

W^ith others whom the rigour of our state 
Foiced to cry out. W'here I could not 
be honest, 

I never yet was valiant : for this business, 
It toucheth us, as Fiance invades our land, 
Not bolds the king, with others, whom, 
I fear, 

Most just and heavy causes make oppose. 

Edm. Sir, you speak nobly. 

Reg. W'hy is this reason’d ? 

Gon. Combine together ’gainst the 
enemy ; 

For these domestic and particular broils 
Are not the question here. 

Alb. Let’s then determine 

WTth the ancient of war on our proceed- 
ings. 

Edm. I shall attend you presently at 
your tent. 

Reg. Sister, you ’ll go wdth us ? 

Gon. No. 

Reg. ’Tis most convenient; pray you, 
go with us. 

Gon. [Aside] O, ho, I know the riddle. 
— I will go. 

As they arc going out, enter Edgar 
disguised. 

Edg. If e’er your grace had speech 
with man so poor, 

Hear me one word. 
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Alb. T’ll overtake you. Speak. 

[Exeunt all bill Albany and Edgar. 

Edg. Before you fight the battle, ope 
this letter. 

If you have victory, let the trumpet 
sound 

For him that brought it : wretched though 
I seem, 

I can produce a champion that will 
prove 

What is avouched there. If you mis- 
carry. 

Your business of the world hath so nn 
end, 

And machination ceases. Fortune love 
you ! 

Alb. Stay till I have rend the letter. 

Edg. I was forbid it. 

When time shall serve, let but the herald 
cry, 

aVnd I'll a])pear aga.in. 

Alb. wily, fare thee well : I will o’er- 
look thy paper. [Exit Edgar. 

Re-enfrr Edmund. 

Edm. The enemy’s in view; draw up 
your pow'ers. 

I lere is the guess of their true strength 

and forces 

By diligent discovery ; but your haste 

Is now urged on you. 

A lb. We will greet the time. [Exit. 

Edm. To both these sisteis have I 
sworn my love ; 

Each jealous of the other, as the stung 

Are of the adder. Which of them shall 
I take ? 

Both? one? or neither? Neither can be 
enjoy’d, 

If both remain alive: to take the widow 

Exasperates, makes mad her sister 
Goneril ; 

And hardly shall I carry out my side, 

Her husband being alive. Now then 
we’ll use 

II is countenance for the battle; which 

being done, 

Let her who would be rid of him devise 

His speedy taking off. As for the mercy 

Which he intends to Lear and to Cor- 
delia, 


The battle done, and they within our 
power, 

Shall never see his paidon; for my state 

Stands on me to defend, not to debate. 

[Exit. 

Scene II. A field between the tivo camps. 

Alarum within. Entcr^ with drum and 
colours, LEAK,CoRi)RUA,^7;/r/ Soldieis, 
over the stage ; and exeunt. 

Enter Edgar and Gi.oucester. 
Edg. Here, fathei, take the shadow of 
this tree 

For your good host; pray that the right 
may thrive : 

If ever I return to you again, 

I ’ll bring you comfort. 

Gloti. Grace go with you, sir ! 

[Exit Edgar. 

Alai'um and retreat within. Re-enter 
Edgar. 

Ed^:^. Away, old man ; give me thy 
hand ; away ! 

King Lear hath lost, he and his daughter 
la en : 

Give me thy hand; come on. 

Glou. No faither, sir; a man may rot 
even here. 

Edg. What, in ill thoughts again ? 
IVlen must endure 

Their going hence, even as their coming 
hither : 

Ripeness is all : come on. 

Glou. And that’s true too. [Exeunt. 

Scene II I. The British camp near 
Dover. 

Enfei'.^ in conquest, with drum and colours, 
Edmund ; Lear and Cordelia, 
prisoners; Captain, Soldiers, etc. 

Edm. Some officers take them away: 
good guard. 

Until their greater pleasures first be 
known 

That are to censure them. 

Cor, We are not the first 

Who, with best meaning, have incurr’d 
the w'orst. 
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For tliec, oi3pressed king, am I cast 
down ; 

Myself could else out -frown false fortune’s 
frown. 

Shall we not see these daughters and these 
sisters? 

Lear, No, no, no, no ! Come, let's 
away to prison ; 

We two alone will sing like birds i’ the 
cage : 

When thou dost ask me blessing, I’ll 
kneel down, 

And ask of thee forgiveness: so we’ll 
live. 

And pray, and sing, and tell old tales, and 
laugh * 

At gilded butterflies, and hear poor rogues 

'lalk of court news; and w'e'll talk wdth 
them too, 

Who loses and who wins; who’s in, 
who’s out ; 

And take upon’s the mystery of things. 

As if W'e w'cre God’s spies : and w'C ’ll w'ear 
out. 

In a wall’d prison, packs and sects of great 
ones. 

That ebb and flow by the moon. 

Edm. Take them away. 

Lear. Upon such sacrifices, my Cor- 
delia, 

The gods themselves throw incense. 
Have I caught thee? 

He that parts us shall biing a brand from 
heaven. 

And fire us hence like foxes. Wipe thine 
eyes ; 

The good -years shall devour them, flesh 
and fell. 

Ere they shall make us w^eep : 11 see 

’em starve first. 

Come. \Excn7it Ixar aiid Coi'delia^ 

guaj'ded. 

Edm. Come hither, captain ; hark. 

Take thou this note \_giving a J>aj>e7']; go 
follow them to prison : 

One step I have advanced thee; if thou 
dost 

As this instructs thee, thou dost make thy 
way 

To noble fortunes ; know thou this, that 
men 


Are as the time is: to be tender-minded 
Does not become a sword : thy great em- 
ployment 

Will not bear question; either say thou ’ll 
do 't, 

Or thiive by othei means. 

Capt. I’ll do’t, my loid. 

Edm. About it ; and wTite happy when 
thou hast done. 

Mark, 1 say, instantly; and carry it so 
As I have set it dowm. 

Capt. I cannot draw a cart, noi eat 
dried oats; 

If it be man’s work, I’ll do’t. {Exit. 

Flonjdsh. Enter Albany, Goner il, 
Regan, a7iother Captain, and Soldiers. 

Alb. vSir, 5 '^ou have shown to-day your 
valiant strain, 

And fortune led you well : you have the 
captives 

That w'ere the opposites of this day’s 
strife ; 

We do require them of you, so to use 
them 

As w’e shall find their merits and our 
safety 

May equally determine. 

Ed7n. Sir, 1 thought it fit 

'Fo send the old and miserable king 
To some retention and appointed guard ; 
Whose age has charms in it, w'hose title 
more, 

Fo pluck the common bosom on his side, 
And turn our impress’d lances in our 
eyes 

Which do command them. With him 1 
sent the queen; 

My reason all the same; and they are 
ready 

To-morrow, or at further space, to appear 
Where you shall hold your session. At 
this time 

We sw'cai and bleed : the friend hath lost 
his friend ; 

And the best quarrels, in the heat, are 
cursed 

By those that feel their sharpness : 

The question of Cordelia and her father 
Requires a fitter place. 

Alb, Sir, by your patience, 
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I hold you but a subject of this war, 

Not as a brother. 

Reg. That ’s as \vc list to grace him. 
Methinks our plcasuic might have been 
demanclef], 

Ere you had spoke so far. lie led our 
powers ; 

Bore the commission of my place and 
person ; 

The which immediacy may well stand up, 
And call itself your brother. 

Gon. Not so hot: 

In his own grace he doth exalt himself, 
More than in your addition. 

Reg. In my rights, 

By me invested, he compeers the best. 

Gou. That were the most, if he should 
husband you. 

Reg. Jesters do oft prove prophets. 

Gofi. Holla, holla! 

That eye that told } ou so look’d but a- 
squint. 

Reg. I^ady, I am not well; else I 
should answer 

From a full-flowing stomach. General, 
Take thou my soldiers, prisoners, patri- 
mony ; 

Dispose of them, of me; the walls are 
thine : 

Witness the world, that I create thee 
here 

My lord and master. 

Gon. Mean you to enjoy him? 

A lb. The let-alone lies not in your good 
will. 

Edm. Nor in thine, lord. 

Alb, Half-blooded fellow, yes. 

Reg. [ To Edtnund] Let the drum 
strike, and prove my title thine. 

Alb. Stay yet ; hear reason. Edmund, 
I arrest thee 

On capital treason ; and, in thine attaint, 
This gilded serpent [pointing to Gon.]. 

For your claim, fair sister, 

I bar it in the interest of my wife ; 

’Tis she is sub-contracted to this lord, 
And I, her husband, contradict your bans. 
If you will marry, make your loves to 
me, 

My lady is bespoke. 

Gon. An interlude ! 


Alb. Thou art arm'd, Gloucester; let 
the trumpet sound ; 

If none ajDpear to prove upon thy head 
Thyheinous, manifest, and many treasons, 
There is my pledge [throwing doiun a 
glove ] ; I ’ll prove it on thy heart. 
Ere I taste bread, thou art in nothing less 
Than I have here proclaim’d thee. 

Reg. Sick, O, sick! 

Gon. [Aside] If not. I’ll ne’er trust 
medicine. 

Ed/n. There ’s my exchange [tln'crwing 
dirwn a glove ] : what in the world he is 
That names me traitor, villain-1 ike he lies : 
Call by thy trumpet : he that dares 
approach, 

On him, on you, who not ? I will main- 
tain 

My truth and honour firmly. 

Alb. A herald, ho ! 

Edffi. A herald, ho, a herald 1 
Alb. Trust to thy single virtue; for 
thy soldiers. 

All levied in my name, have in my name 
Took their discharge. 

Reg. My sickness grows upon me. 
Alb. She is not well; convey her to 
my tent. [Exit Regan ^ led. 

Enter a Herald. 

Come hither, herald, — Let the trumpet 
sound, — 

And read out this. 

Capt. Sound, trumpet! 

[A trumpet sounds. 
Her. [Reads] ‘ If any man of quality 
or degree within the lists of the army wall 
maintain upon Edmund, supposed Earl 
of Gloucester, that he is a manifold 
traitor, let him appear by the third sound 
of the trumpet : he is bold in his defence.’ 
Edm. Sound ! [First U-umpet. 

Her. Again ! [Second trumpet. 

Her. Again! [Third tf-umpet. 

[Trumpet answers within. 

Enter Edgar, at the third sounds 
armedy with a trumpet hefo7'e him. 
Alb. Ask him his purposes, why he 
appears 

Upon this call o’ the trumpet. 
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Her. AVhat aie you ? 

^^)ur name, your quality? and why you 
answer 

'riiis present summons ? 

Ed^. Know, my name is lost; 

]>y treason’s tooth bare-gnawn and canker- 

bit: 

Yet am I noble as the adversary 
I come to cope. 

Alh. Which is that adversary? 

Edg. What ’she that speaks foi Edmund 
Earl of Gloucester? 

Edm. Himself: what say’st thou to 
him ? 

Edg. Draw thy sword, 

That, if my speech offend a noble hear^, 
Thy arm may do thee justice: here is 
mine. 

Behold, it is the privilege of mine 
honouis, 

l\Ty oath, and my profession: I protest, 
Maugre thy strength, youth, place, and 
eminence, 

Despite thy victor sword and fire -new 
fortune. 

Thy valour and thy heart, thou art a 
traitor ; 

False to thy gods, thy brother, and thy 
father ; 

Conspirant ’gainst this high -illustrious 
prince ; 

And, from the extremest upward of thy 
head 

To the descent and dust below thy foot, 
A most toad-spotted traitoi. Say thou 
‘No,’ 

This sword, this arm, and my best spirits, 
are bent 

To prove upon thy heart, whereto I 
speak. 

Thou liest. 

Edm. In wisdom I should ask thy 
name; 

But, since thy outside looks so fair and 
warlike, 

And that thy tongue some say of breeding 
breathes. 

What safe and nicely I might well 
delay 

By rule of knighthood, T disdain and 
spurn : 


Back do I toss the>e treasons to thy 
head ; 

With the hell-hated lie o'ci whelm thy 
heart ; 

Which, for they yet glance by and 
scarcely bruise. 

This sword of mine shall give them 
instant wny. 

Where they shall rest for ever. Trumpets, 
speak! \Alarti77is. They fight. 

Edmund falls. 

Alb. Save him, save him ! 

Gofi. This is practice, Gloucester : 

By the law of arms thou wast not bound 
to answer 

An unknown opposite ; thou art not van- 
quish’d. 

But cozen’d and beguiled. 

Alb. Shut your mouth, dame, 

Or with this paper shall I stop it: Hold, 
sir; 

Thou worse than any name, read thine 
own evil : 

No tearing, lady ; I perceive you know it. 

\_Gn7t's the letter to Edmnnd. 

Gon. Say, if I do, the laws are mine, 
not thine : 

\\Tio can arraign me for’t? 

Alb. jMost monstrous ! oh ! 

Know'st thou this paper ? 

Goft. Ask me not what I know. 

{Exit. 

Alb. Go after her: she’s desperate; 
govern her. 

Ediu. What you have charged me 
wdth, that have I done ; 

And more, much more; the time will 
bring it out : 

’Tis past, and so am I. But what art 
thou 

That hast this fortune on me ? If thou ’rt 
noble, 

I do forgive thee. 

Edg. Let’s exchange charity. 

I am no less in blood than thou art, 
Edmund ; 

If more, the more thou hast wrong’d me. 

My name is Edgar, and thy father’s son. 

The gods are just, and of our pleasant 
vices 

Make instruments to plague us : 
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The clai'k and Mcious place where lliee 
he got 

Cost him hi^ eyes. 

Edm. dliou hast spoken right, 'tis true : 

The wheel is come full circle ; I am here. 

Alb. Methought thy very gait did ])ro- 
phesy 

royal nohleness : I must embrace thee : 

Let sorrow split my heart, if ever T 

Did hate thee or thy father ! 

Ed^, AVoithy i)iince, J know’l. 

Alb. Where have you hid yourself? 

How have you known the miseries (>f 
your father ? 

Edi^’. liy nursing them, my lord. Li^t 
a brief tale ; 

And \vhen ’tis told, O, that my heart 
would burst! 

The bloody proclamation to escajic, 

That follow’d me so near, — O, our lives' 
sw^ectness ! 

That we the pain of death would hourly 
die 

Rather than die at once ! — taught me to 
shift 

Into a madman's rags; to assume a 
semblance 

That very dogs disdain’d : and in this 
haliit 

Met I my father with lus bleeding ring^, 

Their precious stones new lost; became 
his guide. 

Led him, begg’d foi him, saved him from 
despair ; 

Never, — O fault ! — reveal'd myself unto 
him, 

Until some half-hour past, when I was 
arm’d : 

Not sure, though hoping, of this good 
success, 

I ask’d his blessing, and from fiist to la'.t 

Told him my pilgrimage : but his flaw’d 
heart, 

Alack, too weak the conflict to support! 

’Twixt two extremes of passion, joy and 
grief, 

burst smilingly. 

Ed///. This speech of yours hath moved 
me, 

And shall perchance do good : but speak 
you on; 


You look as you had something more to 
say. 

Alb. If there be more, more woeful, 
hold it in; 

For I am almost ready to dissolve, 

1 1 earing of this. 

Ed^. This would have seem'd a period 

To such as love not sorrow ; but an- 
other, 

To amplify too much, would make much 
more, 

And top extremity. 

Whilst I was big in clamour came there 
in a man. 

Who, having .seen me in my worst estate, 

Shunn'd my abhorr’d society; but then, 
finding 

^^^lo 'twas that so endured, with hi.s strong 
arms 

He fasten’d on my neck, and bellow’d 
out 

As he ’Id burst heaven; threw him on my 
father ; 

Told the most piteous tale of Lear and 
him 

That ever ear received : w’hich in recount- 
ing 

His grief grew^ puissant, and the strings 
of life 

Began to crack : twdee then the trumpets 
sounded, 

And there I left him tranced. 

yJlb. But w'ho w'as this ? 

Kent, sir, the banish’d Kent ; 
who in disguise 

F'ollow^’d his enemy king, and did him 
service 

Improper for a slave. 

E/itc/- a Gentleman, 7i>iih a bloody h/ift. 

Ge/it. Help, help, O, help 1 

Edg. What kind of help ? 

All). Speak, man. 

Edg. What means that bloody knife ? 

Gc/it. ’Tis hot, it smokes ; 

It came even from the heart of — O, she ’s 
dead 1 

Alb. Who dead ? speak, man. 

Gent. Your lady, sir, your lady: and 
her sister 

By her is pofsoned ; she hath confess’d it. 
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Edm. 1 was contracted to them both : 
all three 

Now marry in an instant. 

Here comes Kent. 

Alh, Produce tlieir bodies, be they 
alive or dead : 

d'hisjudgement of the heavens, that makes 
us tremble, 

Touches us not with pity. 

{Exit Gentleman. 

Enter Kent. 

O, is this he ? 

riic time will not allow the compliment 
Which very manners urges. 

Kent. I am come * 

To bid my king and master aye good 
night : 

Is he not here ? 

Alb. Great thing of us forgot ' 

Speak, Edmund, where’s the king^ and 
whei e \ Cordelia ? 

See'st thou this object, Kent ? {The bodies 
of Gonenl and Rix^an are bronchi in. 
Kent. Alack, why thus ? 

Edm. Vet Edmund w^as beloved : * 
The one the other poison’d for my sake. 
And after slew herself. 

Alh. Even so. Cover their faces. 
Edm. I pant for life : some good I 
mean to do. 

Despite of mine own nature. Quickly 
send. 

Be brief in it, to the castle; for my 

WTit 

Is on the life of Lear and on Cordelia: 
Nay, send in time. 

Alb. Run, run, O, run ! 

Edg. To who, my lord ? Who hath 
the office ? send 
Thy token of reprieve. 

Edm. Well thought on : take my 
sword. 

Give it the captain. 

Alb. Haste thee, for thy life. 

{Exit Edgar. 
Edm. He hath commission from thy 
wife and me 

To hang Cordelia in the prison, and 
To lay the blame upon her owm despair, 
That she fordid herself. 


Alb. The gods defend her ! Bear him 
hence aw^hile. {Edmund is borne off. 

Re-enter Lear, 'iinth Cordeija dead in 

his arms ; Edgar, Captain, and others 

follohdng. 

Lear. Howl, howd, howl, howd ! O, 
you are men of stones : 

Had I your tongues and eyes, I ’Id use 
them so 

That heaven’s vault should crack. She’s 
gone for e\Ti ! 

I know wdien one is dead, and when one 
lives ; 

She 's dead as earth. Lend me a 
looking-glass ; 

If that her breath wdll mist or stain the 
Slone, 

Why, then she lives. 

Kent. Is this the promised end ? 

Edg Oi image of that horror ? 

Alb. Fall, and cease ! 

Leai . This feather stirs ; she lives! if 
it be so. 

It is a chance which does redeem all 
son ows 

That ever I have felt. 

Kent. {Kneeling'] O my good master ! 

Ixar. Prithee, aw ay. 

Edg. ’Tis noble Kent, }our friend. 

Lear. A plague upon you, murderers, 
traitors all ! 

I might have saved her; now* she’s gone 
for ever ! 

Cordelia, Cordelia ! stay a little. Ha! 

What is’t thou say’st? Her voice w\as 
ever soft, 

Gentle, and low% an excellent thing in 
woman. 

I kill’d the slave that was a -hanging 
thee. 

Capt. ’Tis true, my lords, he did. 

Lear. Did I not, fellow? 

I have seen the day, wdth my good 
biting falchion 

I w'ould have made them skip : I am old 
now, 

And these same crosses spoil me. Who 
are you ? 

Mine eyes are not o’ the best ; 1 ’ll tell 
you straight. 
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Kent. If fortune brag of two she loved 
and hated, 

One of them we behold. 

Lear. This is a dull sight. Arc you 
not Kent ? 

Kent. Tlie same, 

Your servant Kent. Where is your 
servant Caius ? 

Lear, lie’s a good fellow, I can tell 
you that; 

He’ll strike, and quickly too; he’s dead 
and rotten. 

Kent. No, my good lord ; I am the 
very man, — 

Lear. I ’ll see that straight. 

Kent. That, from your first of differ- 
ence and decay, 

Have follow’d your sad steps. 

Lear, You are welcome hither. 

Kent. Nor no man else; all's cheer- 
less, dark, and deadly. 

Your eldest daughters have fordone them- 
selves, 

And de'^pcrately are dead. 

Lear, Ay, so I think. 

Alb. He knows not what he says: and 
vain it is 

That we present us to him. 

Edi!t. Very bootless. 

Enter a Captain. 

Capt. Edmund is dead, my lord 

Alb. That’s but a trifle here. 

You lords and noble friends, know our 
intent. 

What comfort to this great decay may come 

Shall be applied : for us, we wall resign. 

During the life of this old majesty, 

To him our absolute power: \To Edgar 
and Kent] you, to your rights; 

With boot, and such addition as your 
honours 

Have more than merited. All friends 
shall taste 


The wages of their virtue, and all foes 

dlie cup of their deservings. O, sec, 
see ! 

Lear. And my poor fool is bang’d ! 
No, no, no life! 

Why should a doi;, a horse, a rat, have 
life. 

And thou no breath at all? Thou 'It 
come no more. 

Never, never, never, never, never! 

Pray you, undo this button : thank you, 
sir. 

Do you sec this? Look on her, look, 
her lips, 

Look there, look there ! [Dies 

“ Edg. He faints ! My lord, my lord ! 

Kent. Break, heart ; 1 prithee, break ! 

Edg, Look up, my lord. 

Kent. Vex not his ghost: O, let him 
pass! he hotes him much 

That would upon the rack of this tough 
world 

Stretch him out longer. 

Edg He is gone, indeed. 

Kent. The wonder is, he hath endured 
so long ; 

He but usurp’d his life. 

Alb. Bear them from hence. Our 
piesent business 

Is general woe [ To Kent and Edgar\ 
Friends of my soul, you twain 

Rule in this realm, and the gored state 
sustain. 

Kent. I have a journey, sir, shortly to 
go; 

My master calls me, I must not say no. 

Alb. The weight of this sad time we 
must obey; 

Speak what we feel, not what we ought 
to say. 

The oldest hath borne most: we that are 
young 

Shall never see so much, nor live so long. 

\Exetint, with a dead march. 
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ACT I. 

Scene I. Venice. A street. 

Enter Roderigo and Iago. 

Rod. Tush! never tell me; 1 take it 
much unkindly 

That thou, Iago, who hast had my purse 

As if the strings were thine, shouldst 
know of this. 

Iago. ’Sbloocl, but you will not hear me : 

If ever I did dream of such a matter, 

Abhor me. 

Rod. Thou told’st me thou didst hold 
him in thy hate. 

Iago. Despise me, if I do not. Three 
great ones of the city, ' 

In personal suit to make me his lieu- 
tenant, 

Off-capp’d to him: and, by the faith of 
man, 

I know my price, I am worth no worse 
a place: 

But he, as loving his own pride and 
purposes, 

Evades them, with a bombast circumstance 

Horribly stuff’d with epithets of war ; 

And, in conclusion, 


Nonsuits my mediators ; for, ‘ Certes, 
says he, 

‘ I have already chose my officer. ' 

And what was he ? 

Forsooth, a great arithmetician, 

One Michael Cassio, a Florentine, 
fA fellow almost damn’d in a fair wife ; 
That never set a squadron in the field, 
Nor the division of a battle knows 
More than a spinster; unless the bookish 
theoric, 

Wherein the toged consuls can propose 
As masterly as he : mere prattle, without 
practice, 

Is all his soldiership. But he, sir, had 
the election : 

And I, of whom his eyes had seen the 
proof 

At Rhodes, at Cyprus and on other grounds 
Christian and heathen, must be be-lee’d 
and calm’d 

By debitor and creditor: this counter- 
caster, 

He, in good time, must his lieutenant 
be. 

And I — God bless the mark ! — his Moor- 
ship’s ancient. 
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Rod, By heaven, I rather would have 
been his hangman. 

la^o. Why, there’s no lemedy; ’tis the 
curse of service. 

Preferment goes by letter and affection, 
And not by old gradation, where each 
second 

Stood heir to the first. Now, sir, be 
judge yourself. 

Whether I in any just term am affined 
To love the Moor. 

Rod. I would not follow him then. 

lago. O, sir, content yOu ; 

I follow him to serve my turn upon him : 
We cannot all be masters, nor all masters 
Cannot be truly follow’d . You shall mark 
Many a duteous and knee-crooking knave. 
That, doting on his oun obsequious 
bondage, 

Wears out his time, much like his master’s 
ass. 

For nought but provender, and when 
he’s old, cashier’d : 

Whip me such honest knaves. Others 
there are 

Who, trimm’d in forms and visages of duty. 
Keep yet their hearts attending on them- 
selves, 

And, throwing but shows of service on 
their lords. 

Do well thrive by them and when they 
have lined their coats 
Do themselves homage : these fellows 
have some soul ; 

And such a one do I profess myself. 
For, sir, 

It is as sure as you are Roderigo, 

Were I the Moor, I would not be lago : 
In following him, I follow but myself; 
rieaven is my judge, not I for love and 
duty. 

But seeming so, for my peculiar end : 

For when my outwaid action doth 
demonstrate 

The native act and figure of my heart 
In compliment extern, ’tis not long after 
But I will wear my heart upon my sleeve 
For daws to peck at : I am not what I am. 

Rod. What a full fortune does the 
thick-fips owe, 

If he can cariy’t thus! 


lago. Call up her father, 

Rouse him : make after him, poison his 
delight. 

Proclaim him in the streets; incense hei 
kinsmen, 

And, though he in a fertile climate dwell, 

Plague him with flies;* though that his 
joy be joy. 

Yet throw such changes of vexation on't. 

As it may lose some colour. 

Rod. Here is her father’s house; I 11 
call aloud. 

dago. Do, with like timorous accent 
and dire yell 

As when, by night and negligence, the 
fire 

Is spied in populous cities. 

Rod. What, ho, Brabantio ! Signior 
Brabantio, ho ! 

Jago. Awake ! what, ho, Brabantio ’ 
thieves ! thieves ! thieves ! 

Look to your house, your daughter and 
your bags ! 

Thieves ! thieves ! 

Brabantio appears a /> 07 h ', at a windoiv. 

Bra. What is the reason of this terrible 
summons ? 

What is the matter there ? 

Rod. Signioi, is all your family within? 

Jago. Are your doors lock’d ? 

B7'a. Why, wherefore ask you this ? 

Jago. ’Zounds, sir, you’re robb’d; for 
shame, put on your gown ; 

Your heart is burst, you have lost half 
your soul ; 

Even now, now, very now, an old black 
lam 

Is tupping your wdiite ewe. Arise, arise ; 

Awake the snorting citizens with the bell, 

Or else the devil will make a grandsire 
of you ; 

Arise, I say. 

I^i'a. What, have you lost your wits ? 

AW. Most reverend signior, do you 
know my voice ? 

Bra. Not I : what are you ? 

Rod. My name is Rodeiigo. 

Bra. The worser welcome : 

I have charged thee not to haunt about 
my doors : 
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In honest plainness thou hast hcaid me say 
My daughter is not for thee ; and now , 
in madness, 

Being full of supper and distempering 
draughts, 

U]:)on malicious bravery, dost thou come 
To start my quiet. 

Rod. Sir, sir, sir, — 

Bra. But thou must needs be sure 
My spirit and my place have in them 
powder 

To make this bitter to thee. 

Rod. Patience, good sir. 

Bra. What tell’st thou me of robbing? 
this is Venice ; 

My house is not a grange. 

Rod. Most grave Brabantio, 

In simple and pure soul I come to you. 

I ago. ’Zounds, sir, you are one of those 
that wdll not seive God, if the devil bid 
you. Because we come to do you service 
and you think we are ruffians, you’ll have 
your daughter covered with a Barbary 
horse ; you’ll have your nephew^s neigh to 
you; you’ll have courseis for cousins and 
gennets for germans. 

Bra. What piofane wretch art thou? 

lago. I am one, sir, that comes to tell 
you your daughter and the Moor are now 
making the beast with two backs. 

Bra. Thou art a villain. 

Tago. You are — a senator. 

Bra. This thou shalt answ^er ; I know 
thee, Roderigo. 

Rod. Sir, I will answer any thing. 
But, I beseech yon, 

If’t be your pleasure and most wise 
consent. 

As partly I find it is, that your fair 
daughter, 

At this odd-even and dull Avatch o’ the 
night, 

Transported, with no worse nor better 
guard 

But with a knave of common hire, a 
gondolier. 

To the gross clasps of a lascivious Moor,— 
If this be knowm to you and your allow^- 
ance, 

We then have done you bold and saucy 
wrongs ; 


But if you know not this, my manners 
tell me 

We ha\e your wrong rebuke. Do not 
believe 

'rhat, from the sense of all civility, 

1 thus would play and tiifle with your 
reverence ; 

Your daughter, if you have not given her 
leave, 

I say again, hath made a gioss revolt ; 
Tying her duty, beauty, wit and fortunes 
In an extravagant and wdieeling stranger 
Of here and every where. Straight satisfy 
youi.self: 

If she be in her chamber or your house, 
I>et loose on me the justice of the state 
For thus deluding you. 

Bra. .Strike on the tinder, ho ! 
Give me a tapei ! call up all my people ! 
This accident is not unlike my dream : 
Belief of it oppresses me already. 

Light, 1 say ! light ! \Exit above. 

lago. Farew'ell ; for I must leave you : 
It seems not meet, nor w'holesome to my 
place. 

To be pioduced — as, if 1 stay, I shall — 
.\gainst the Moor: for, I do know, the 
state. 

However this may gall him with some 
check, 

Cannot with safety cast him, for he's 
embark'd 

With such loud leason to the Cyprus wars. 
Which even now stand in act, that, for 
their souls, 

Another of his fathom they have none. 
To lead their business : in which regaid, 
Though I do hate him as I do hell -pains. 
Yet, for necessity of present life, 

I must show out a flag and sign of love. 
Which is indeed but sign. That you 
shall surely find him, 

I.ead to the Sagittary the raised search; 
And there will I be with him. So, 
farew^ell. {Exit. 

Enter^ below^ Brabantio, and Servants 
'ioith torches. 

Bra. It is too true an evil : gone she 
is ; 

And w'hat’s to come of my despised time 
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Is nought but bitterness. Now, Roderigo, 

Where didst thou see her ? O unhappy 
girl ! 

With the Moor, say’st thou ? Who would 
be a father ! 

How didst thou know ’twas she ? O, she 
deceives me 

Past tliought ! Wliat said she to you ? 
Get more tajicrs; 

Raise all my kindred. Are they married, 
think you ? 

J\od. Truly, I think they are. 

Bra, O heaven ! How got she out? 
O treason of the blood ! 

Fathers, from hence trust not your 
daughters’ minds 

By what you see them act. Is theie not 
charms 

By which the propeity of youth and 
maidhood 

May be abused ? Have you not read, 
Roderigo, 

Of some such thing ? 

Rod. Yes, sii, I liave indeed. 

Bra. Call up my brother. O, would 
you had had her ! 

Some one way, some another. Do you 
know 

Where we may apprehend her and the 
Moor? 

Rod. I think T can discover him, if 
you please 

To get good guard and go along with me. 

Bra. Pray you, lead on. At every 
house I ’ll call ; 

I may command at most. Get weapons, 
iio ! 

And raise some special officers, of night. 

On, good Roderigo ; 1 'll deserve your 
pains. \Exeiit 2 f. 

Scene II. Another street. 

Enter Othello, Iaco, and Attendants 
with torches. 

Tago. Though in the trade of w'ar I 
have slain men. 

Yet do I hold it very stuff o’ the con- 
science 

To do no contrived murder: I lack 
iniquity 


Sometimes to do me service : nine or ten 
times 

I had thought to have yerk’d him here 
under the ribs. 

0th. ’Tis better as it is. 

I ago. I^"ay, but he pi'ated, 

And spoke such scurvy and provoking 
terms 

Against your honour 

That, with the little godliness I have, 

1 did full hard forbear him. But, I pray 
you, sir, 

Are you fast married? Be assured of 
this. 

That the magnifico is much beloved. 

And hath m his effect a voice potential 
As double as the duke’s : lie will divorce 
y(.)u ; 

Or put upon you w^hat restraint and 
grievance 

The law, with all his might to enforce 
it on. 

Will give him cable. 

0th. Let him do his spite ; 

My services wdiich I have done the 
sign lory 

Shall out -tongue his complaints. ’Tis 
yet to know, — 

Which, w’hen I know that boasting is an 
honour, 

I shall promulgate — I fetch my life and 
being 

From men of royal siege, and my de- 
merits 

May speak unbonneted to as proud a 
fortune 

As this that I have reach’d : for know, 
lago. 

But that I love the gentle Desdemona, 

I would not my unhoused free condi- 
tion 

Put into circumscription and confine 
For the sea’s w'orth. But, look! what 
lights come yond ? 

lago. Those are the raised father and 
his friends : 

You were best go in. 

0th. Not I; I must be found: 

My parts, my title and my perfect soul 
Shall manifest me rightly. Is it they ? 

I lago. By Janus, I think no. 
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E/iicr Cassio, a7id ccidain Officers iviih 
torches. 

0th. The servants of tlie duke, and 
my lieutenant. 

The goodness of the night upon you, 
fiiends ! 

Wliat is the new s ? 

Cas. The duke does greet you, general. 
And he requires your haste -post -haste 
appearance. 

Even on the instant. 

0th. What is the matter, think you ? 
Cas. Something from Cyprus, as I 
may divine : 

It is a business of some heat : the galleys 
Have sent a dozen sequent messengers 
ddiis very night at one another’s heels, 
And many of the consuls, raised and met, 
Are at the duke’s already : you have been 
hotly call’d for ; 

When, being not at youi lodging to be 
found, 

d'he senate hath sent about thiec seveial 
quests 

To search you out. 

0th. ’Tis w'ell I am found by you. 

T w'ill but spend a word here in the house. 
And go with you. [E.xit. 

Cas. Ancient, what makes he here ? 
lago. ’Faith, he to-night hath boarded 
a land carack : 

If it prove lawful prize, he ’s made for ever. 
Cas. I do not iindei stand. 

/ago. He’s married. 

Cas. To who ? 

Re-enter Otheelo. 

Lago. Marry, to — Come, captain, will 
you go ? 

0th. Have with you. 

Cas. Here comes another troop to seek 
for you. 

Lago. It is Brabantio. General, be 
advised ; 

He comes to bad intent. 

Enter Braeantio, Roderigo, and 
\ Officers zvith torches and zoeapons. 

0th. Holla ! stand there ! 

Rod. Signior, it is the Moor. 


Bra. Down with him, thief! 

\Thcy draw on both sides. 

lago. You, Roderigo ! come, sir, I am 
for you. 

0th. Keep up your bright swords, for 
the dew will rust them. 

Good signior, you shall more command 
with years 

Than wdth your w-eapons. 

Iha. O thou foul thief, where hast 
thou stow'd my daughter ? 

Damn'd as thou art, thou hast enchanted 
her; 

For I’ll lefer me to all things of sense. 

If she in chains of magic were not bound, 
Whether a maid so lender, fair and 
hapiy, 

So opposite to mariiagc that she shunn’d 
The wealthy curled darlings of our nation. 
Would ever have, to incur a general 
mock. 

Run from hei guardage to the sooty 
bosom 

Of such a thing as thou, to fear, not to 
delight. 

Judge me the woild, if ’tis not gross in 
sense 

That thou hast practised on her with foul 
charms, 

Abused hei delicate youth with drugs 01 
minerals 

That weaken motion: I’ll have’t dis- 
puted on; 

’Tis probable and palpable to thinking. 

I therefore apprehend and do attach thee 
For an abuser of the world, a practise!’ 
Of arts inhibited and out of w^arrant. 

Lay hold upon him : if he do resist. 
Subdue him at his peril. 

0th. Hold your hands. 

Both you of my inclining, and the rest : 
Were it my cue to fight, I should have 
known it 

Without a prompter. Where will you 
that I go 

To answ’er this your charge ? 

Bra. To prison, till fit time 

Of law and course of direct' session 
Call thee to answer. 

0th. What if I do obey ? 

How may the duke be therewith satisfied. 
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Whose messengers are here about my 
side, 

Upon some present business of the stale 

To i)iing me lo liim ? 

First 0JJ\ 'Tis true, most worthy 
sign! or ; 

The duke’s in council, and your noble 
self, 

I am sure, is sent foi. 

Bra. How! the duke in council! 

In this time of the night ! Bring him 
away : 

JMine 's not an idle cause : the duke 
himself, 

Or any of my brothcis of the state. 

Cannot but feel this wrong as ’twere 
theii own ; 

For if such actions may have passage 
free, 

Bond -slaves and pagans shall our states- 
men be. \_Exettnt. 

Scene III. A coimci I -chamber. 

The Duke a)id Senators sitting at a 
table; Officers attending. 

Duke. There is no composition in 
these news 

That gives them credit. 

Ihrst .Sen. Indeed, they arc dispro- 
portion’d ; 

My letters say a hundred and seven 
galleys. 

Duke. And mine, a hundred and 
forty. 

See. Sen. Ami mine, two hundied : 

But though they jump not on a just 
account, — 

As in these cases, where the aim re- 
ports, 

’Tis oft wdth difference — yet do they all 
confirm 

A Turkish fleet, and bearing up to 
Cyprus. 

Duke. Nay, it is possible enough to 
judgement : 

I do not so secure me in the error, 

But the main article I do approve 

In fearful sense. 

Sailor \JFithm] What, ho! what, ho! 
what, ho! 


hirst Off. A messenger from the 
galleys. 

Enter a Sailor. 

Duke. Now, what’s the business? 

Sail, The Turkish preparation makes 
for Rhodes ; 

So was I bid report here to the state 

By Signior Angelo. 

Duke. How say you by this change ? 

First Sen. ^ This cannot be, 

By no assay of reason : ’tis a pageant. 

To keep us in false gaze. When we 
consider 

The importancy of Cyprus lo the Turk. 

And let ourselves again but understand, 

That as it moie concerns the Tuik than 
Rhodes, 

So may he with more facile question 
bear it, 

P'or that it stands not in such warlike 
brace, 

But altogether lacks the abilities 

That Rhodes is dress’d in : if we make 
thouglit of this. 

We mu<-t not think the Turk is so un- 
skilful 

To leave that latest which concerns him 
fiist. 

Neglecting an attempt of ease and gain, 

To wake and wage a danger prolit- 
less. 

Duke. Nay, in all confidence, he’s 
not for Rhodes. 

First Off. Here is more news. 

Enter a Messenger. 

JMex^. The Ottomites, reverend and 
gracious. 

Steering wdth due course towards the 
isle of Rhodes, 

Have there injointed them wdth an aftci 
fleet. 

Eirst Sen. Ay, so I thought. How 
many, as you guess ? 

Mess. Of thirty sail : and now they do 
re-stem 

Their backward course, bearing wnth 
frank appearance 

Their purposes toward Cyprus. Signioi 
Montano, 
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You shall yourself read in the bitter 
letter 

After your own sense, yea, though our 
propel son 

Stood in your action. 

]h-a. Jlninbly I thank your grace. 

Here is the man, this Moor, whom now, 
it seems. 

Your special mandate for the state- 
affairs 

Hath hither brought. 

Duke and Sen. We are very sorry 
for’t. 


Voiir trusty and most valiant servitor. 

With his free duty recommends you 
thus, 

And prays you to believe him. 

Duke. ’Tis certain, then, foi Cyprus. 

Alarcus Luccicos, is not he in town ? 

First Sen. He’s now in Florence. 

Duke. Write from us to him ; post- 
post-haste dispatch. 

Fird Sen. Here comes Brabantio and 
the valiant Moor. 

Brabantio, Othelio, Iago, 
Roderigo, and Officers. 

Duke. Valiant Othello, we must 
straight employ you • 

Against the general enemy Ottoman. 

[To Frabantio^ 1 did not see you ; 
welcome, gentle signior ; 

We lack’d your counsel and your help 
to-nighl. 

Fra, So did I yours. (lood your 
grace, pardon me ; 

Neither my place nor aught I heard of 
business 

Hath raised me fiom my bed, nor doth 
the general caie 

Fake liold on me, for my particular 
giicf 

Is of so flood-gate and o’erbearing 
nature 

That it engluts and swallows other 
sorrows 

And it is still itself. 

Duke. Why, what’s the matter ? 

Fra, My daughter ! O, my daughter ! 

Duke and Sen. Dead ? 

Fi'a. Ay, to me ; 

She is abused, stol’n from me, and cor- 
rupted 

By spells and medicines bought of 
mountebanks ; 

For nature so preposterously to err, 

Being not deficient, blind, or lame of 
sense. 

Sans witchcraft could not. 

Duke. Whoe’er he be that in this foul 
proceeding 

Hath thus beguiled your daughter of 
herself 

And you of her, the bloody book of law 
VOL. III. 


Duke. [To Othello'] What, in your 
owii part, can you say to this ? 

Fra. Nothing, but this is so. 

0th. Most potent, grave, and reverend 
sigmois, 

My very noble and approved good 
masters. 

That I have ta’en awny this old man's 
daughter. 

It is most true ; true, I have married 
her : 

The very head and front of my offending 
Hath this extent, no more. Rude am 1 
in my speech. 

And little bless'd with the soft phrase of 
peace : 

h'or since these arms of mine had seven 
years’ jiith. 

Till now some nine moons w^asted, they 
have used 

Their dearest action in the tented field, 
And little of this great world can I speak, 
More than pertains to feats of broil and 
battle, 

And therefore little shall I grace my cause 
In speaking for myself. Yet, by your 
gracious patience, 

I will a round unvarnish’d tale deliver 
Of my w'hole course of love j what drugs, 
what charms. 

What conjuration and w'hat mighty magic, 
For such proceeding I am charged withal, 
I w^on his daughtei. 

Bi'a. A maiden never bold ; 

Of spirit so still and quiet, that her motion 
Blush’d at herself; and she, in spite of 
nature, 

Of years, of country, credit, every thing, 

U 
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To fall in love with what she fear’d to 
look on ! 

It is a judgement maim’d and most im- 
i:)erfect 

That wdll confess perfection so could err 
Against all rules of nature, and must be 
driven 

To find out practices of cunning hell, 
Why this should be. I therefore vouch 
again 

That with some mixtures powerful o’er 
•the blood. 

Or wdth some dram conjured to this effect, 
lie wrought upon her. 

Duke. To vouch this, is no proof. 
Without more vider and more overt tC'^t 
Than these thin habits and poor likeli- 
hoods 

Of modern seeming do prefer against him. 

Fu'sl Sen. But, Othello, speak : 

Did you by ind rect and foiced courses 
Subdue and i)oison this young maid’s 
affections ? 

Or came it by request and such fair 
question 

As soul to soul affordeth ? 

Ofh. I do beseech you, 

Send for the lady to the Sagittary, 

And let her speak of me before her father : 
If you do find me foul in her report. 

The tiust, the office I do hold of you. 
Not only take aw^ay, but let your sentence 
Even fall upon my life. 

I^nkc. Fetch Desdemona hither. 

Oih. Ancient, conduct them : you be'-t 
know the place. 

\Exaait Ta^io and Aftendan/^. 
And, till she come, as truly as to heaven 
I do confess the vices of my blood, 

So justly to your grave ears I ’ll present 
ITow I did thrive in this fair lady's love. 
And she in mine. 

I)nh\ Say it, Othello. 

Of/i. Her father loved me ; oft invited 
me; 

Still question’d me the story of my life. 
From year to year, the battles, sieges, 
fortunes. 

That I have pass’d. 

I ran it through, even from my boyish 
days, 


To the very moment that he bade me 
tell it ; 

Wherein I spake of most disastrous 
chances. 

Of moving accidents by flood and field. 
Of hair-breadth scapes i’ the imminent 
deadly breach, 

Of being taken by the insolent foe 
And sold to slavery, of my redemption 
thence 

And portance in my travels’ history : 
Wherein of antres vast and deserts idle. 
Rough quarries, rocks and hills whose 
heads touch heaven. 

It was my hmt to speak, — such w^as the 
« pi ocess ; 

And of the Cannibals that each other eat, 
I'he Anthropophagi and men whose heads 
Do grow beneath their shoulders. This 
to hear 

Would Desdemona seriously incline: 

Rut still the house-affairs would draw hei 
thence : 

Which ever as she could with haste dis- 
patch, 

She'ld come again, and with a greedy ear 
Devour up my discourse: which I ob- 
serving. 

Took once a pliant hour, and found 
good means 

To draw from her a prayer of earnest heart 
That I would all my pilgrimage dilate, 
Whereof by parcels she had something 
heard, 

Rut not intentively : I did consent. 

And often did beguile her of her tears, 
^Vhen I did speak of some distressful 
stroke 

That my youth suffer’d. My story being 
done. 

She gave me for my pains a world of 
sighs : 

She swore, in faith, ’twas strange, ’twas 
passing strange, 

'Twas pitiful, ’twas wondrous pitiful : 

She wish’d she had not heard it, yet she 
wish'd 

That heaven had made her such a man : 
she thank'd me, 

And bade me, if I had a friend that 
loved her. 
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I should but teach him how to tell my 
story, 

And that would woo her. Upon this 
hint T spake ; 

Slic loved me for the dangers I had 
pass’d, 

And I loved her that she did pity them, 
'rhis oiily is the witchcraft I have used : 
lleie comes the lady; let her witness it. 

Enter Desdemoxa, Iago, and 
Attendants. 

Duke, I think this tale would win my 
daughter too. 

Good Brabantio, 

Take up this mangled matter at thef 
best : 

Men do their broken weapons rather use 
Than their bare hands. 

Bra. I pray you, hear her speak : 

If die confess that she was half the W'ooer, 
i )estruction on my head, if my bad blame 
Light on the man ! Come hither, gentle 
mistress : 

Do you perceive in all this noble com- 
pany 

M'hcre most you owe obedience ? 

Di’s. My noble father, 

1 do perceive here a divided duty : 

To you I am bound for life and education ; 
My life and education both do learn me 
1 low to respect you ; you are the lord of 
duty ; 

I am hitherto your daughter: but here's 
my husband, 

And so much duty as my mother show’d 
To you, preferring you before her father, 
So much I challenge that I may profess 
Due to the Moor my lord. 

B7'a. God be wi’ you ! I have done. 
Llease it your grace, on to the state- 
affaiis : 

I had rather to adopt a child than get it. 
Come hither. Moor : 

I here do give thee that with all my heart 
Which, but thou hast already, with all 
my heart 

i would keep from thee. For your sake, 
jewel, 

I am glad at soul I have no other child ; 
h or thy escape would teach me tyranny, 


To hang clogs on them. I have done, 
my loid. ^ 

Duke. Let me speak like yourself, and 
lay a sentence. 

Which, as a grise or step, may hel]) these 
lovers 

Into 3’our favour. 

When lemcdies aie past, tlic griefs are 
ended 

By seeing the worst, \\hich late on hopes 
depended. 

To mourn a mischief that is past and 
gone 

Is the next way to draw new mischief on. 
What cannot be preserved when fortune 
takes 

Patience her injury a mockery makes. 
The robb'd that smiles steals something 
from the thief; 

He robs himself that spends a bootless 
grief. 

Bra. So let the Turk of Cyj^irus us 
beguile ; 

We lose it not, so long as we can smile. 
1 le bears the sentence well that nothing 
bears 

But the free comfort yhich from thence 
he hears. 

But he bears both the sentence and the 
sorrow 

That, to pay grief, must of poor patience 
borrow. 

These sentences, to sugar, or to gall. 
Being strong on both sides, arc ecpiivocal : 
But \vords arc woids ; 1 never yet did hear 
That the bruised heart was pierced 
through the ear. 

I humbly beseech you, proceed to the 
affairs of state. 

Duke. The Turk with a most mighty 
preparation makes for Cyprus. Othello, 
the fortitude of the place is best known 
to you; and though we have there a 
substitute of most allowed sufficiency, 
yet opinion, a sovereign mistress of effects, 
throws a more safer voice on you : you 
must therefore be content to slubber the 
gloss of your new fortunes with this more 
stubborn and boisterous expedition. 

0th. The tyrant custom, most grave 
senators. 
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Hath made tlie flinty and steel couch 
^ of war 

My tlirice-drivcn bed of down : I do agnize 
A natural and prompt alacrity 
r find in hardness, and do undertake 
These present wars against the Ottomites. 
Most humbly therefore bending to your 
‘^tate, 

I crave fit disposition for my wife, 

Due reference of place and exhibition, 
With such accommodation and besort 
As levels with her breeding. 

Duke. If you please, 

lle’t at her father's. 

Bra. I'll not have it so. 

0th. Nor I. 

Des. Nor 1 ; I would not there reside, 
To put my father in impatient thoughts 
By being in his eye. Most gracious duke, 
To my unfolding lend your prosi>erous 
ear; 

And let me find a charter in your voice, 
To assist my simpleness. 

Duke. Wliat would you, Desdemona? 
Dcs. That I did love the Moor to live 
with liini, 

My downright violence and storm of 
fortunes 

Mny trumpet to the world : my heart’s 
subdued 

Even to the very quality of my lord : 

I saw^ Othello’s visage in his mind. 

And to his honours and his valiant parts 
] )id I my soul and fortunes consecrate. 

So that, dear lords, if I be left behind, 

A moth of peace, and he go to the war, 
The rites for which I love him are bereft 
me, 

And I a heavy interim shall support 
By his dear absence. Let me go with 
him. 

0th. Let her have your voices. 

^Much with me, heaven, I therefore beg 
it not, 

To please the palate of my appetite, 

Nor to comply with heat — the young 
affects 

In me defunct — and proper satisfaction, 
But to be free and bounteous to her mind : 
And heaven defend your good souls, that 
you think 


I will your serious and great businc^<^ 
scant 

For she is with me: no, w'hen liglu- 
wdng'd toys 

Of feather'd Cupid seel with w^anlon 
dullness 

?kly speculative and officed instruments, 
That my dis 2 '>oits corruj^t and taint in) 
business, 

Let housewdves make a skillet of my helm. 
And all indign and base adversities 
Make head against my estimation! 

Duke. Be it as you shall privalel) 
determine. 

Either for her stay or going: the affnii 
cries haste, 

And speetl must answer it. 

First Sen. You must away to-night. 

0th. With all my heart. 

Duke. A^ nine i’ tlie morning heic 
we'll meet again. 

Othello, leave some officer behind. 

And he shall our commission bring to you ; 
With such things else of quality and 
resjiect 

As doth import you. 

0th. So jilease your grace, my ancient ; 
A man he E of honesty and trust : 

To his conveyance I assign my wdfe. 
With what else needful your good grace 
shall think 
To be sent after me. 

Duke. Let it be so. 

(lood night to every one. [7h Brah.^ 
And, noble signior. 

If virtue no delighted beauty lack, 

\ our son-in-law is far more fair than blacK. 

First Sen. Adieu, brave Moor; use 
Desdemona well. 

Bra. Look to her. Moor, if thou hast 
eyes to see: 

She has deceived her father, and may thee. 
{Exeunt Duke, Senators^ Officers, eti. 

0th. My life uj^on her faith ! Honest 
lago, 

My Desdemona must I leave to thee : 

I pritliee, let thy wife attend on her ; 
And bring them after in the best advan- 
tage. 

Come, Desdemona ; I have but an hour 
Of love, of worldly matters and directiom 
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To .spend with thee : w e must obey the 
tJme. 

\Excunt Othello and Desdemona. 

Rod, lago, — 

logo, Wliat say’st thou, noble heart ? 

Rod. ^^'hat will I do, thinkest thou? 

logo. Why, go to bed, and sleep. 

Rod. T will incontinently drownrayself. 

logo. If thou dost, I shall never love 
thee after. Why, thou silly gentleman ! 

Rod. It is silliness to live when to live 
is torment; and then have we a prescrip- 
tion to die when death is our physician. 

lago. O villanous ! I have looked iqion 
the w^orld for four times seven years; and 
since I could distinguish bctwdxt a benefU 
and an injury, I never found man that 
knew how to love himself. Ere I would 
say, I would drown myself for the love of 
a guinea-hen, 1 wxiuld change my humanity 
with a baboon. 

Rod. What should I do ? I confess it 
is niy shame to be so fond; but it is not 
in my virtue to amend it. 

logo, Viitue! a lig ! his in ouiselves 
that we are thus or thus. Our bodies 
are oui gardens, to the which our wills 
are gardeners; so that if w'e will plant 
nettles, or sow lettuce, set hyssop and 
weed up thyme, supply it with one gender 
of heibs, or distract it with many, either 
to have it sterile with idleness, or manured 
with industry, why, the power and cor- 
ligible authority of this lies in our wdlls. 
If the balance of our lives had not one 
cale of reason to poise another of sen- 
suality, the blood and baseness of our 
natures would conduct us to most pre- 
posterous conclusions : but w'e have reason 
to cool our raging motions, our carnal 
^^tings, our unbitted lusts, whereof 1 take 
this that you call love to be a sect or 
iscion. 

Rod. It cannot be. 

Lago. It is merely a lust of the blood 
and a permission of the wdll. Come, be 
a man. Drown thyself ! drown cats and 
blind puppies. I have professed me thy 
hiend and I confess me knit to thy de- 
serving with cables of perdurable tough- 
ness ; I could never better stead thee than 


now. Put money in thy purse; follow 
tliou the w^ars ; defeat thy favour with an 
usurped beard ; I say, put money in thy 
purse. It cannot be that Desdemona 
should long continue her love to the 
iVIoor, — i)iit money in thy purse, — nor he 
his to her: it was a violent commence- 
ment, and thou shalt see an answerable 
secjuestration : — put but money in thy 
purse. These INloors are changeable in 
their wills ; — fill thy purse with money : — 
the food that to him now is as luscious 
as locusts, shall be to him shortly as 
bitter as cohxjumtida. She must change 
for youth : w hen she is sated with his body, 
she wnll find the error of her choice : she 
must have change, she must: therefore 
put money in thy purse. If thou wilt 
needs damn thyself, do it a moie delicate 
w'ay than drowming. Make all the money 
thou canst: if sanctimony and a frail vow 
betwixt an erring barbarian and a super- 
subtle Venetian be not too l.ard for my 
wits and all the tribe of hell, thou .shalt 
enjoy her; therefore make money. A 
pox of drowning thyself ! it is clean out of 
the way : seek thou rather to be hanged 
in compassing thy joy than to be drowned 
and go without her. 

J\od. \Vilt thou be fast to my hopes, 
if I depend on the issue ? 

lago. Thou art sure of me : — go, make 
money: — I have told thee often, and I 
re-tell thee again and again, I bate the 
Moor : my cause is hearted ; thine hath 
no less reason. Let us be conjunctive in 
our revenge against him: if thou canst 
cuckold him, thou dost thyself a pleasuie, 
me a sport. There arc many events in 
the womb of time which wdll be delivered. 
Traverse ! go, provide thy money. We 
wdll have more of this to-morrow. Adieu. 

Rod. Where shall we meet i’ the 
morning ? 

lago. At my lodging. 

Rod. I’ll be with thee betimes. 

lago. Go to ; farewell. Do you hear, 
Rodeiigo ? 

Rod. What say you ? 

Lago. No more of drowming, do you 
hear ? 
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Rod, I am changed : I ’ll go sell all 
my land. \Exit. 

lago. Thus do I ever make my fool 
my purse ; 

For I mine own gain’d knowledge should 
profane, 

If I would tune expend with such a snipe, 
Hut for my spoil and profit. I hate the 
Moor; 

And it is thought abroad, that ’twixt ni)^ 
sheets 

lie has done ray office: I know not if’t 
be true; 

Ihit I, for mere suspicion in that kind, 
Will do as if for surety. He holds me 
well ; 

The better shall my purpose work on him. 
Cassio’s a proper man: let me see now: 
To get hir. place and to plume up my 
will 

In double knavery — How, how? — Let’s 
see : — 

After some time, to abuse Othello’s ear 
That he is too familiar with his wife. 

He hath a person and a smooth dispose 
To be suspected, framed to make women 
false. 

The Moor is of a fiee and open nature. 
That thinks men honest that but seem to 
be so, 

And will as tenderly be led by the nose 
As asses aic. 

I have’t. It is engender’d. Hell and 
night 

Must bring this monstious birth to the 
world’s light. \EMt. 

ACT H. 

Scene I. A Sca-porf in Cyprus. .In 
opoi place near the (juay. 

Enter Mon tano and tioo Gentlemen. 

Mon. What from the cape can you 
discei n at sea ? 

First Gent. Nothing at all : it is a high- 
wrought flood ; 

I cannot, ’twixt the heaven and the main, 
1 )cscry a sail. 

Mon. IMethinks the wind hath spoke 

nt ItihI • 


A fuller blast ne’er shook our battlements : 
If it hath ruffian’d so upon the sea. 

What ribs of oak, when mountains melt 
on them, 

Can hold the mortise? What shall we 
hear of this ? 

Sec. Gent. A segregation of the Turkish 
fleet : 

For do but stand upon the foaming shore, 
The chidden billow seems to pelt the 
clouds; 

The wind-shaked surge, with high and 
monstrous mane. 

Seems to cast water on the burning bear. 
And <}uench the guards of the ever-fixed 
♦ pole : 

I never did like molestation view 
On the enchafed flood. 

Mon. If thet the Turkish fleet 

Be not ensheltcr’d and embay’d, they arc 
drown’d ; 

It is impossible they bear it out. 

Enter a third Gentleman. 

Third Gent. News, lads ! our wars are 
done. 

The desperate tempest hath so bang'd 
the Turks, 

That their designment halts : a noble ship 
of Venice 

1 lath seen a grievous wreck and sufferance 
On most part of their fleet. 

Mon. 1 low ! is this true ? 

Third Gent. The ship is here put in, 
A Veronesa; Michael Cassio, 

Lieutenant to the w^arlike IMoor Othello, 
Is come on shore : the Moor himself at 
sea. 

And is in full commission here for Cyprus. 

Mon. I am glad on’t; 'tis a worthy 
governor. 

Third Gent. But this same Cassio, 
though he speak of comfort 
Touching the Turkish loss, yet he looks 
sadly, 

And prays the Moor be safe; for they 
were parted 

With foul and violent tempest. 

Mon. ITay heavens he be ; 

For I have served him, and the man com- 

mo-nrlc 
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Like a full soldier. Let’s to the sea- 
side, ho ! 

As well to see the vessel that’s come in 
As to throw out our eyes for brave Othello, 
Even till ^ve make the main and the aerial 
blue 

An indistinct regard. 

'Third Gent. Come, let’s do bo; 
f'or every minute is expectancy 
Of more ariivance. 

Enter Cass 10. 

Cas. Thanks, you the ^aliant of this 
warlike isle, 

That so approve the Moor ! O, let the 
hea\ens , 

(li\e him defence against the elements, 
For I have lost him on a dangerous 
sea. 

Mon. Is he well shipp’fl ? 

Cas. His bark is stoutly timber'd, and 
his pilot 

Of very export and aj)p roved allowance ; 
Therefoie my hopes, not surfeited to 
death, 

Stand ill bold cure. 

{A cry loUtiin LY sail, a sail, a sail ! ' 

Enter a fourth (lentleman. 

Cas. What noise ? 

Fourth Gent. The town is empty; on 
the brow o’ the sea 

Stand lanks of people, and they cry ‘A 
sail ! ’ 

Cas. My hopes do shape him for the 
governor. \Giins heaj'd. 

Sec. Gent. They do discharge their shot 
of courtesy : 

Our friends at least. 

Cas. I pray you, sir, go forth, 

And give us truth who ’tis that is arrived. 

Sec. Cent. I shall. \Esit. 

Mon. Eut, good lieutenant, is your 
general wived ? 

Cas. Most fortunately : he hath achieved 
a maid 

That paragons description and wild fame ; 
One that excels the cpiirks of blazoning 
pens, 

-‘'^nd in the essential vesture of creation 
Does tire the ingener. 


Re-enter second Gentleman. 

How now ! who has put in ? 

Sec. Gent. ’Tis one lago, ancient to 
the general. 

Cas. lias had most favourable and 
happy speed : 

Tempests themselves, high seas and howl- 
ing winds. 

The guttei'd rocks and congregated 
sands, — 

Traitors ensteep’d to clog the guiltless 
keel, — 

As having sense of beauty, do omit 

'I heir mortal natures, letting go safely by 

The divine Desilcmona. 

Mon. What is she ? 

Cas. She that I spake of, our great 
captnin’s captain, 

' Left in the conduct of the bold lago, 

Whose footing here anticipates our 
thoughts 

A se’miight’s speed. Great Jove, Othello 
guard, 

And swell his sail with thine own power- 
ful breath, 

That he may bless this bay witli his tall 
ship, 

Make love’s tpiick pants in Desdemona’s 
arms, 

Give renew'd fire to our extincted spirits, 

And biing all Cy})rus comfort ! 

AV^/iV' D fsdemona, Emilia, Iago, 
Roderigo, and Attendants. 

O, behold. 

The riches of the ship is come on shore ! 

Ve men of Cyprus, let her have your 
knees. 

Hail to thee, lady ! and tlie grace of 
heaven, 

Ileforc, behind thee and on every hand, 

En wheel thee round ! 

Des. I thank you, valiant Cassio. 

What tidings can you tell me of my 
lord ? 

Cas. lie is not yet arrived : nor know 
I aught 

But that he’s well and will be shortly here. 

Ees. Of but I fear — How lost you 
company? 
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Cas. 'J'lic great contention of the bea 
and skies 

Parted our fellowship — But, hark ! a sail. 

[ Wzthi n ‘ A sail, a sail ! ’ Guns heard. 
Sec. GcnL They give their greeting to 
the citadel : 

This likewise is a friend. 

Cas. See for the news. [Exit Gentleman. 
flood ancient, you are welcome. [7h 
Emilia'l Welcome, mistiess: 

Let it not gall your patience, good lago. 
That I ' extend my manners ; ’lis my 
Breeding 

That gives me this bold show of courtesy. 

[Alsswi> her. 
lago. Sii, would she give you so much 
of her lips 

As of her tongue she oft be^tow's on me. 
You ’Id ha^x‘ enough. 

Dcs. Alas, she lins no ‘^j^eech. 

lago, ]n faith, too much; 

I find it still, when I have list to sleep: 
Marry, before your ladyship, I grant, 

She puts her tongue a little in her heart, 
And chides with thinking. 

Emil. You have little cause to say so. 
logo. Come on, come on; you are 
pictures out of doors, 

Bells in your parlouis, wild-cats in your 
kitchens, 

Saints in your injuries, devils being 
offended, 

Players in your housewdfery, and house- 
wives in )<uir ])eds. 

Dcs. O, fie ujion thee, slanderer ! 
lago. Nav, it is true, or else I am a 
Turk; ' 

You rise to ])lay and go to bed to work. 
Emil. You shall not write my praise. 
lago. No, let me not. 

Dcs. What wouldst thou wuite of me, 
if thou shouldst praise me ? 
lago, O gentle lad\', do not put me 
to’t; 

For I am nothing, if not critical. 

Dcs. Come on, assay. There’s one 
gone to the harbour ? 
lago. Ay, madam. 

Dcs. I am not merry ; but I do beguile 
The thing I am, by seeming otherwise. 
Come, how' wouldst thou praise me? 


lago. I am about it; but indeed my 
invention 

Comes from my pate as birdlime does 
from frize; 

; It plucks out brains and all : but my 
Muse labouis. 

And thus she is deliver’d. 

If she be fair and wise, fairness and wdt, 
The one’s for use, the other useth it. 

Des. Well praised ! How if she be 
black and wdlty ? 

lago. If she be black, and thereto 
have a wdt, 

I She’ll find a wdiite that shall her black- 
I ness fit. 

I Des. Woise and wxr«*c. 

Emil. How if fair and foolish? 

! Icigo, She never yet was foolish that 
' W'as fair; 

For even her folly help’d her to an heir. 

Dcs. These aie old fond paiadoxcs to 
i make fools laugh i’ the alehouse. What 
I miserable jDraise hast thou for her that's 
i foul and foolish ? 

j lago. There’s none so foul and foolish 
I thereunto. 

But does foul pranks which fair and wdse 
ones do. 

Dcs. O heavy ignorance ! thou praiscst 
the worst best. But w'hat juaise couldst 
i thou bestow on a deserving wxman 
indeed, one that, in the authority of her 
merit, did justly put on the vouch of very 
malice itself ? 

lago. She that w'as ever fair and never 
jiroud. 

Had tongue at wall and yet w^as nevei 
loud. 

Never lack’d gold and yet went never 

Fled from her wish and yet said ‘ Now I 
may,’ 

She that being anger’d, her revenge being 
nigh. 

Bade her w rong stay and her displeasure 

She that in w'isdom never was so frail 
To change the cod’s head for the salmon’s 
tail. 

She that could think and ne’er disclose 
her mind, 
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See suitors following and not look behind, 
She was a wight, if ever such wight 
were, — 

Dcs. To do what ? 

logo. To suckle fools and chronicle 
small beer. 

Dcs, O most lame and impotent con- 
clusion ! Do not learn of him, ICmilia, 
though he be thy husband. How say 
you, Cassio? is he not a most profane 
and liberal counsellor? 

Cas, lie speaks home, madam : you 
may relish him more in the soldier than 
m the scholar. 

lago. [AsiWe] He takes her by' the 
palm: ay, well said, whisper: with its 
little a web as this will I ensnare as great 
a fly as Cassio. Ay, smile upon her, do ; 
1 will gyve thee in thine own courtship. 
You say tiue; ’tis so, indeed: if such 
tiicks as these strip you out of your 
lieutenantry, it had been better you had 
not kissed your three fingcis so oft, which 
non again you are most apt to ]>lay the 
sir in. Very good ; well kissed ! an ex- 
cellent couitesy! ’tis so, indeed. Yet 
again your fingers to y’our lips? would 
they '\^eie clyster -pipes for your sake ! 
\7'ni7fi^ct 7U2/hin.'\ The Moor! I know 
his trumpet. 

Cas. ’Tis truly so. 

Dcs. Let’s meet him and receive him. 
Cas. Lo, wheie he comes ! 

Ente?‘ 0'\ HELLO and Attendants. 

Ot/i. O my fair \\ arrior ! 

Dcs. My dear Othello ! 

O// 1 , It gives me wonder great as my 
content 

To see you here before me. O my soul’s 
joy! 

If after every tempest come such calms, 
May the winds blow till they have 
waken’d death ! 

And let the labouring bark climb hills of 
seas 

Olympus-high and duck again as low 
As hell ’s from heaven ! If it were now 
to die, 

’Twere now to be most happy ; for, I 
fear. 


My soul hath her content so absolute 
That not another comfort like to this 
Succeeds in unknown fate. 

Dcs. The heavens forbid 

But that our lo\es and comforts should 
increase. 

Even as our days do gro\v ! 

O///. Amen to that, sweet porveis! 
I cannot speak enough of this content; 

It stops me here ; it is too much of joy: 
And this, and this, the gieatest discords 
be [A7 ssing /iej\ 

That e’er our hearts shall make ! 

dago. [Aside] O, you are well tuned 
now ! 

But I’ll set down the pegs that make 
this music, 

As honest as I am. 

O^/i. Come, let us to the castle. 
News, friends; our wars are done, the 
Turks aie di own’d. 

How does my old accpiaintance of this 
isle ? 

Honey, you shall be well desired in 
Cyprus ; 

I have found great love amongst them. 
O my sweet, 

1 ])iaitle out of fashion, and I dote 
In mine own comforts. I prithee, good 
lago, 

Go to the bay and disembark my coffers : 
Biing thou the master to the citadel ; 

He i:. a good one, and his worthiness 
DoC'* challenge much respect. Come, 
Desdemona, 

Once moie, well met at Cyprus. 

\E.\ennt Othello, Desdcmo^ia, and 
Attendants. 

lago. Do thou meet me presently at 
the harbour. Come hither. If thou 
be’st valiant, — as, they say, base men 
being in love have then a nobility in 
their natures more than is native to 
them, — list me. The lieutenant to-night 
watches on the court of guaid : — first, I 
mubt tell tliee this- Desdemona is 
directly in love wdth him. 

Kod. AVith him ! why, 'tis not possible, 
lago. Lay thy finger thus, and let thy 
soul be instructed. Mark me wdth what 
violence she first loved the Moor, but for 
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bragging and telling Ijer fantastical lie-^: 
and will she love him still for prating? 
let not thy discreet heart think it. Her 
eye must be fed; and what delight shall 
she have to look on the devil ? When 
the blood is made dull with the act of 
sport, there should be, again to inflame 
It and to give satiety a fiesh appetite, 
loveliness m favour, sympathy in years, 
manners and beauties ; all which the 
Moor is defective in : now, for want of 
these required conveniences, her delicale 
tenderness will find itself abused, begin 
to heave the gorge, disrelish and abhor 
the Moor ; very nature will instruct her 
in it and compel hei to some second 
choice. Now, sir, tins granted, — as it 
is a most pregnant and unfoiced position 
— who stands so eminent in the degree of 
this foitune as Cassio docs? a kna\e very 
voluble; no further conscionable than m 
putting on the mere form of civil and 
humane seeming, for the better com- 
passing of Ins salt and most hidden loose 
affei'tion? i^liy, none; why, none: a 
slijipcr and subtle knave, a finder of 
occasions, that has an eye can stamp and 
counterfeit advantages, though true ad- 
vantage never piesent itself; a devilish 
knave. Be-ados, the knave is handsome, 
young, and hath all those requisites in 
liim that folly and green minds look 
after : a pestilent complete knave ; and 
the wom.in hath found him already. 

Kod. I cannot believe that in her; 
she’s full of most blessed condition. 

lago. blessed fig’s-end ! the w me she 
drinks is made of grajies : if she had been 
lilessed, she would never have lo\ed the 
Moor. Blessed pudding ! Didst thou 
not see her paddle with the palm of his 
hand ? didst not mark that ? 

Kod. Yes, that I did ; but that was 
but courtesy. 

lago. Lechery, by this hand ; an index 
and obscure prologue to the history of 
lust and foul thoughts. They met so 
near with their lips that their breaths 
embraced together. Villanoiis thoughts, 
Roderigo ! when these mutualities so 
marshal the way, haid at hand comes the 


master and main exercise, the incorporate 
conclusion. Pish ! But, sir, be you ruled 
by me: I have brought you from Venice. 
Watch you to-night; for the command. 
I’ll lay’t upon you. Cassio knows you 
not. 1 'll not be far from you : do you 
find some occasion to anger Cassio, either 
by sj^eakiug too loud, or tainting his dis- 
cipline ; or from what other course you 
please, which the time shall more favour- 
ably minister. 

Kod. Well. 

Lago. Sir, he is rash and very sudden 
in choler, and haply may strike at you : 
provoke him, that he may; for even out 
ofi that will I cause these of C'j'prus to 
mutiny; whose qualification shall come 
into no true taste again but by the dis- 
planting of Cassio. So shall you have a 
shorter journey to your deciles by the 
means I shall then have to prefer them ; 
and the impediment moj>t piofitably re- 
moved, without the which there were no 
expectation of our prosperity. 

Rod. I will do this, if I can bring it 
to any opportunity. 

lago. 1 warrant thee. Ivleet me by 
and by at the citadel : I must fetch his 
necessaries ashore. Farewell. 

Kod. Adieu. \Exif. 

lago. That Cassio loves hei, I do mcII 
believe it ; 

That she loves him, ’tis apt and of great 
credit : 

'Bhe Moor, howbeit that I endure him 
not, 

Is of a constant, loving, noble nature. 
And I daie think he’ll prove to Desde- 
mona 

A most dear husband. Now, I do love 
her too; 

Nut out of absolute lust, though pci- 
adventure 

I stand accountant for as great a sin. 

But partly led to diet my revenge, 
f'or that I do suspect the lusty Moor 
Hath leap’d into my seat; the thought 
whereof 

Doth, like a poisonous mineral, gnaw 
my inwards ; 

jVnd nothing can or shall content my soul 
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Till I am even’d with him, wife for wife, 
Or failing so, yet that I put the Moor 
At least into a jealousy so strong 
That judgement cannot cure. Which 
thing to do, 

If this poor trash of Venice, whom I trash 
Tor his (piick hunting, stand the putting 
on, 

I’ll have our Michael Cassio on the hij), 
Abuse him to the Moor in the rank garb — 
For I fear Cassio with my night-cap too — 
Make the Moor thank me, love me and 
reward me, 

For making him egregiously an ass 
And practising upon his peace and quiet 
liven to madness. ’Tis here, but }^t 
confuted : 

Knavery’s plain face is never seen till 
used. \^E.\iL 

Scene II. A street. 

Enter a Herald with a proclamation ; 
People folloioin^. 

Her, It is Othello’s, pleasuie, oui noble 
and valiant general, that, upon certain 
tidings now arrived, impoiting the mere 
peidition of the Tuikish fleet, every man 
put himself into triumph ; some to dance, 
some to make bonfires, each man to \\liat 
spoit and revels his addiction leads him: 
for, besides these beneficial ncw'., it is the 
celebration of his nuptial. So much 
was his pleasure should be proclaimed. 
All offices aie open, and there is full 
liberty of feasting from this present hour 
of five till the bell have told eleven. 
Heaven bless the isle of Cyprus and our 
noble general Othello ! \_Exeimt, 

Scene HI. A hall in the castle. 

Enter Othello, Desdemona, Cassio, 
and Attendants. 

0th. Good Michael, look you to the 
guard to-night: 

Let’s teach ourselves that honourable stop, 
Not to outsport discretion. 

Cas. lago hath direction what to do ; 
Put, not^\ ithstanding, with my i'>ersonal 
eye 


Will I look to’t. 

0th. I^igo 1*5 most honest. 

Michael, good night : to-morrow with 
your earliest 

Let me have siieech with you. [71? 

Eesdemond] Come, my dear love, 
The purchase made, the fruits are to 
ensue ; 

That profit’s yet to come ’tween me and 
you. 

Good night. [E.\enni Othello^ 

Desdemona^ and .ittendants. 

Enter Iaco. 

Cas, Welcome, lago; we must to the 
watch. 

lap^o. Not this horn, lieutenant ; 'tis 
not yet ten o’ the clock. Our general 
cast us thus early for the love of his 
Desdemona; who let us not therefore 
blame : he hath not yet made w^anton 
the night wfitli her; and she is sport for 
Jove. 

Ca<i. She's a most exquisite lady. 

lago. And, I'll wan rant her, full of 
game. 

Cas. Indeed, she’s a most fresh and 
delicate creature. 

lago. What an eye she has ! methinks 
It sounds a parley of pi evocation. 

Cas. An inviting eye ; and yet methinks 
right modest. 

lago. And when she speaks, is it not 
an alarum to love ? 

Cas. She is indeed perfection. 

lago. Well, happiness to their sheets ! 
Come, lieutenant, I have a stoup of wine ; 
and here without are a brace of Cyprus 
gallants that would fain have a measure 
to the health of black Othello. 

Cas. Not to-night, good lago : I have 
very poor and unhai^py brains for drink- 
ing : I could well wish courtesy would 
invent some other custom of entertain- 
ment. 

la^. O, they are our friends ; but 
one cup : I ’ll drink for you. 

Cas. 1 have drunk but one cup to- 
night, and that w^as craftily qualified too, 
and, behold, what innovation it makes 
here : I am unfortunate in the infirmity, 
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and dare not task my weakness with any 
moie. 

lago. What, man I ’tis a night of 
revels : the gallants desire it. 

Cas. Where aie they? 

/ago. Here at the door; I pray you, 
call them in. 

Cas, I ’ll do ’t ; but it dislikes me. 

\Exii. 

lago. If I can fasten but one cup upon 
him, 

AVith tliat which he hath drunk to-night 
already, 

He’ll be as full of rpiarrel and offence 
As my young mistress’ dog. Now, my 
sick fool Rodeiigvj, 

Whom love hath turn'd almost the wrong 
side out, 

To Desdemona hath to-night caroused 
Potations pottle-deep ; and he’s to watch : 
Three lads of Cyprus, noble swelling 
s])irits, 

That hold their honours in a wary dis- 
tance. 

The very elements of this warlike isle. 
Have I to-night fluster’d -with flowing 
cups, 

And they watch too. Now, ’mongst thij, 
flock of drunkards. 

Am I to put our C'asbio in some action 
That may offend the isle. — But here they 
come : 

If consequence do but a])prove my dream, 
My boat sails freely, both with wind and 
stream. 

I\e-entcr Cassio ; loith him Montano 
and Gentlemen ; Sci-vants Jollowing 
ivith 7viric. ; 

Cas. ’Fore God, they have given me 
a rouse already. 

Alon. Good faith, a little one ; not 
past a pint, as I am a soldier. 
lago. Some wine, ho ! 

And let me the canakin clink, 
clink ; 

And let me the canakin clink : 

A soldier’s a man; 

A life’s but a span; 

AVhy, then, let a soldier drink. 
Some wine, boys ! 


Cas. ’Fore God, an excellent song. 

lago. I learned it in England, where, 
indeed, they are most potent in jiotting : 
your Dane, your German, and yom 
swag-bellied Hollander — Drink, ho ! — aic 
nothing to your English. 

Cas. Is your Englishman so expert in 
his drinking ? 

lago. Why, he drinks you, with faci- 
lity, your Dane dead drunk ; he sweats 
not to overthrow your Ahnain ; he gives 
your Hollander a vomit, ere the next 
pottle can be filled. 

Cas. To the health of our geneial ! 

JHon. I am for it, lieutenant ; and I ’ll 
do you justice. 

lago. O sweet England ! 

King Stephen was a worthy j^eer. 

His breeches cost him but a ciown; 

He held them sixpence all too dear. 
With that he call'd the tailor lown. 

He was a wight of high renown. 

And thou art but of low degree ; 

’Tis pride that pulls the country down ; 
Then take thine auld cloak about thee. 

Some wine, ho ! 

Cas. Why, this is a more exquisite 
song than the other. 

lago. Will you hear ’t again ? 

Cas. No ; for I hold him to be un- 
worthy of his place that does those things.. 
Well, God's above all ; and there be 
souls must be saved, and there be souls 
must not be saved. 

lago. It’s true, good lieutenant. 

Cas. P'or mine own part, — no offence 
to the general, nor any man of quality, — 
I hope to be saved. 

lago. And so do I too, lieutenant. 

Cas. Ay, but, by your leave, not before 
me ; the lieutenant is to be sa^ ed before 
the ancient. Let’s have no more of this; 
let ’s to our affairs. — Forgive us our sins ! 
— Gentlemen, let’s look to our business. 
Do not think, gentlemen, I am drunk : 
this is my ancient; this is my right hand, 
and this is my left : I am not drunk now ; 
I can stand well enough, and speak well 
enough. 

All. Excellent well. 
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Cas. Why, ' ery well then ; you must 
not think then that I am drunk. {Exit. 

JMon. To the platform, masters; come, 
let’s set the watch. 

lago. You see this fellow that is gone 
before ; 

lie is a soldier fit to stand by Ca:sar 
And give direction : and do but see his 
vice ; 

’Tis to his virtue a just equinox, 

The one as long as the other : ’tis pity of 
him. 

1 fear the trust Othello puts him in. 

On some odd time of his infirmity. 

Will shake this island. 

]\roji. Ihit is he often thus i 

la^o. ’Tis evermore the prologue to his 
sleep : 

lie'll watch the horologe a double set, 

If drink rock not his cradle. 

Mou. It were well 

The general were put in mind of it. 
Perhaps he sees it not ; or his good nature 
Prizes the virtue that appeals in Cassio, 
And looks not on his evils : is not this 
tiue ? 

Enter Roderigo. 

\_Asidi’to Jiini\ IIow now, Roderigo ! 
I pray you, after the lieutenant; go. 

\EAif Roderigo, 
Jllon. And ’tis great pity that the noble 
Moor 

Should hazard such a place as his own 
second 

With one of an ingraft infirmity: 

It w^ere an honest action to say 
So to the Moor. 

Ligo. Not I, for this fair island: 

I do love Cassio well ; and would do 
much 

To cure him of this evil — But, hark! 
what noise ? 

[Crj/ within : ‘ Help ! help ! ’ 

Re-enter Cassio, drhdng i7i Roderigo. 

Cas, Y ou rogue ! you rascal ! 

Mon. What’s the matter, lieutenant? 
Cas. A knave teach me my duty ! 

I’ll beat the knave into a twiggen bottle. 
I\od, Beat me ! 


Cas, Dost thou prate, rogue? 

{Striking Roderigo. 

Mo7t, Nay, good lieutenant ; 

{Staying him. 

I pray you, sir, hold your hand. 

Cas. Let me go, sir, 

Or I’ll knock you o’er the mazzard. 

Mon. Come, come, you’ic diiink. 

Cas. Diiink! {7'hey fight. 

I ago. {.‘I side to Roderigo] Away, I say ; 
go out, and cry a mutiny. 

{Exit Roderigo. 

Nay, good lieutenant, — alas, gentlemen 

Help, ho ! — Lieutenant, — sir, — iNIontano, 
— sir ; — 

Help, masters! — Here’s a goodly watch 
indeed ! {Bell ring^. 

Who’s that which rings the bell? — 
Diablo, ho ! 

The town will rise : God’s will, lieutenant , 
hold ! 

You will be shamed for ever. 

Re-enter O'Iitetjo and Attendants. 

0th. What is the matter here? 

Mon. 'Zounds, I bleec^ still; I aju hint 
to the death. {Faints. 

0th. Hold, for your lives ! 

lai^o. Hold, ho! Lieutenant, — sir, — 
Montano, — gentlemen, — 

Have you forgot all sense of place and 
duty ? 

Hold ! the general speaks to you ; hold, 
hold, for shame ! 

0th. Why, howMiowq ho! from wLence 
ariseth this ? 

Are w^e turn’d Turks, and to ourselves do 
that 

Which heaven hath forbid the Ottomites ? 

For Christian shame, put by this bar- 
barous brawl : 

He that stirs next to carve for his own 
rage 

Holds his soul light; he dies upon his 
motion. 

vSilence that dreadful bell : it frights the 
isle 

From her propriety. What is the matter, 
masters ? 

Honest lago, that look’st dead with 
grieving. 



302 


OTHELLO 


ACT ir 


Speak, wlio began tnis? on fhy love, I 
charge thee. 

I do not knoAv: friends all but 
now, even now, 

In quarter, and in terms like bride and 
groom 

Devesting them for bed; and then, but 
now — 

As if some planet had unwitted men — 
Swords out, and tilting one at other's 
breast, 

In opposition l)]oody. I cannot speak 
Any beginning to this peevish odcU; 

And would in action glorious 1 had lost 
Those legs that brought me to a part of 
it ! 

0/f/r, How comes it, Michael, you arc 
thus forgot ? 

Cas. I pray you, pardon me ; I cannot 
speak. 

(Wi. Worthy Montano, you were wont 
be civil ; 

The gravity and stillness of your youth 
Tlie world hath noted, and your name is 
great 

In mouths of wisest censure: what’s the 
matter, 

That you unlace your reputation thus 
And s])end your rich opinion for the name 
Of a night-brawler? give me answer to it. 

jW//. Worthy Othello, I am hurt to 
danger : 

Your officer, lago, can inform you, — 
AVhilc I sjiare speech, which something 
now offends me, — 

Of all that I do know : nor know I aught 
By me that’s said or done amiss this 
night ; 

Unless self-charity be sometimes a vice, 
And to defend ourselves it be a sin 
When violence assails us. 

O///. Now, by heaven, 

My blood begins my safer guides to rule; 
And passion, having my best judgement 
col lied, 

Assays to lead the way : if I once stir, 

Or do but lift this arm, the best of you 
Shall sink in my rebuke. Give me to 
know 

How this foul rout began, who set it on ; 
And he that is approved in tills offence, 


Though he had twinn’d with me, both at 
a birth, 

Shall lose me. What ! in a town of war, 
A et wild, the people’s hearts hrimful of 
fear, 

To manage private and domestic quarrel. 
In night, and on the court and guard of 
safety ! 

’Tis monstrous. lago, who began ’t? 
jIEp/. If partially affined, or leagued 
in office, 

Thou dost deliver more or less than truth, 
Tliou art no soldier. 

Touch me not so near : 

I had rather have this tongue cut from 
. my mouth 

Than it should tlo offence to ATichael 
Cassio ; 

Yet, I persuade myself, to speak the truth 
.Shall nothing wrong him. Thus it is, 
general. 

Montano and myself being in speech, 

I There comes a fellow' crying out for help ; 
And Cassio follow-dng him w'ith determined 
sword, 

To execute upon him. Sir, this gentleman 
Steps in to Cassio, and entreats his pause : 
Myself the crying fellow did pursue, 

Lest by bis clnmoui — as it so fell out — 
The town might fall in fright : he, swift 
of foot, 

Outran my purpose ; and I return’d the 
lather 

For that I heard the clink and fall of 
swords, 

And Cassio high in oath ; which till to- 
night 

I ne’er might say before. AA^hen I came 
back — 

For this was brief — I found them close 
together, 

At blow and thrust ; even as again they 
w'ere 

AAffien you yourself did part them. 

More of this matter cannot I report ; 

But men are men ; the best sometimes 
forget : 

Though Cassio did some little wrong to 
him. 

As men in rage strike those that wish 
them best, 
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Yet surely Cassio, I believe, received 
From him that fled some strange in- 
dignity, 

Which patience could not pass. 

Of//. I know, lago. 

Thy honesty and love doth mince this 
matter, 

Making it light to Cassio. Cassio, I love 
thee ; 

but never more be officer of mine. 

Rc-cnicr DEbDp:MONA, attended. 
Look, if my gentle love be not raised up ! 
I’ll make thee an example. 

Des. What’s the matter ? 

0th, All’s well now, sweeting; come 
away to bed. 

Sir, for your hurts, myself will be your 
sui geon ; 

Lead him off. [7h Montano^ 7eho 

ted of. 

lago, look with care about the town, 

And silence those whom this vile brawl 
distracted. 

Come, Desdemona: ’tis the soldiers’ life 
To have their balmy slumbers waked wuth 
strife. [Exeunt all but lago and 
Cassio. 

/ago. What, are you hurt, lieutenant ? 
Cas, Ay, past all surgery. 

/ago. Marry, heaven forbid ! 

Cas. Reputation, reputation, reputa- 
tion ! O, I have lost my reputation ! I 
liave lost the immortal part of myself, 
and wdiat remains is bestial. My reputa 
tion, lago, my reputation ! 

/a^o. As I am an honest man, I 
thought you had received some bodily 
wound ; there is more sense in that than 
in reputation. Reputation is an idle 
and most false imposition ; oft got with- 
out merit, and lost wdthoul deserving: 
you have lost no reputation at all, unless 
you repute yourself such a loser. What, 
man ! there are ways to recover the 
general again : you are but now cast in 
his mood, a punishment more in policy 
than in malice ; even so as one would 
beat his offenceless dog to affright an 
imperious lion: sue to him again, and 
he’s yours. 


Cas. I w'ill rather sue to be despised 
than to deceive so good a commander 
with so slight, so diunkcn, and so in- 
discreet an officer. Drunk ? and speak 
parrot and squabble ? swagger ? sw’car ? 
and discourse fustian with one's own 
shadow ? O thou invisible spirit of w ine. 
if thou hast no name to be knowm by, 
let us call thee devil ! 

/a^(;o. What was he that you folio wx'd 
wdth your sword ? What had he done 
to you ? 

Ca^. I know'^ not. 

/ago. Is 't possible ? 

Cas. I remember a mass of things, 
but nothing distinctly; a quarrel, but 
nothing wherefore. O God, that men 
should put an enemy in their mouths to 
steal away their brains ! that we should, 
wuth joy, plcasance, revel and applause, 
transform ourselves into beasts ! 

/ago. Why, but you are now well 
enough : how' came you thus recovered ? 

Crt'f. It hath pleased the devil drunken- 
ness to gi\e place to the devil wrath: 
one unt^crfectness shows me another, to 
make me frankly desjiise myself. 

/a^o. Come, you are too severe a 
moraler : as the time, the place, and the 
contlition of this country stands, I could 
heartily wish this had not befallen ; but, 
since it is as it is, mend it for your own 
good. 

Cas. I will ask him for my place again : 
he shall tell me I am a drunkard ! Had 
1 as many mouths as Hydra, such an 
answ’cr W'ould stop them all. To be now 
a sensible man, by and by a fool, and 
presently a beast ! O strange ! Every 
inordinate cup is unblessed and the in- 
gredient is a devil. 

/ago. Come, come, good wine is a 
good familiar creature, if it be well used: 
exclaim no more againsfit. And, good 
lieutenant, I think you tliink I love you. 

Cas. I have well appioved it, sir. I 
drunk ! 

/ago. You or any man living may be 
drunk at a time, man. I’ll tell you what 
you shall do. Our general’s wdfe is now 
the general : I may say so in this respect. 
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for that he hath devoted and given up 
himself to the contemplation, mark, and 
denotement of her parts and graces : con- 
fe^'S yourself freely to her ; importune her 
help to put you in your place again: she 
is of so free, so kind, so apt, so blessed 
a disposition, she holds it a vice in her 
goodness not to do more than she is 
rec|ucsted : this broken joint between you 
and her husband entreat her to splinter; 
and, my fortunes against any lay worth 
naming, this crack of your love shall 
gr(»w stronger than it was before. 

Cas, You advise me well. 

I protest, in the sincerity of love 
and honest kindness. 

I think it fiecly; and betimes in 
the morning I will beseech the virtuous 
Desdemona to undertake for me: I am 
desj-ierate of my fortunes if they check 
me here. 

You arc in the light. Good 
night, lieutenant; I must to the watch. 
Ca'i, Goofl night, honest lago. \jExit. 
Ta<^o. And what’s he then that says 1 
]')lay the villain ? 

When this advice is free I give and honest, 
Trobal to thinking and indeed the course 
To win the Moor again? Koi ’tis most 
easy 

The inclining Desdemona to subdue 
In any honest suit: she’s framed as fiuit- 
ful 

As the free elements. And then for her 
To win the Moor — were't to renounce 
his baptism, 

All seals and symbols of redeemed sin, 
Ifis soul is so enfetter’d to her love, 

That she may make, unmake, do what 
she list, 

Even as her appetite shall play the god 
With his weak function. IIow am I 
then a villain 

To counsel Cassio to this parallel course, 
Directly to his good ? Divinity of hell ! 
When devils will the blackest sins put on, 
They do suggest at first with heavenly 
shows, 

As I do now: for whiles this honest 
fool 

Plies Desdemona to repair his fortunes 


And she for him pleads strongly to the 
IMoor, 

I ’ll pour this pestilence into his ear, 

That she repeals him for her body’s lust ; 
And by how much she strives to do him 
good. 

She shall undo her credit with the Moor. 
vSo will I turn her virtue into pitch, 

And out of her own goodness make the 
net 

That shall enmesh them all. 

Re-enter Roderigo. 

How now, Roderigo! 

Rod, I do follow here in the chase, 
not like a hound that hunts, but one that 
nils up the cry. My money is almost 
spent; I have been to-night exceedingly 
well cudgelled; and I think the issue 
will be, I shall have so much experience 
for my pains, and so, witli no money at 
all and a little more wit, return again 
to Venice. 

fa^o, IIow poor are they that have 
not patience ! 

What wound did ever heal but by degrees ? 
Thou know’st we work by wdt, and not 
by witchcraft ; 

And wit dcjiends on dilatory time. 

Does't not go w’cll? Cassio hath lieaten 
thee, 

And thou, by that small huit, hast 
cashier’d Cassio : 

Though other things grow fair against 
the sun. 

Yet fruits that blossom first wall first be 
ripe : 

Content thyself awhile. Tiy the mass, 
'tis morning ; 

Pleasure and action make the hours seem 
short. 

Retire thee; go where thou art billeted: 
Away, I say; thou shalt know more 
hereafter : 

Nay, get thee gone. \Exit Roderigo.] 
Two things are to be done: 

My wdfe must move for Cassio to her 
mistress ; 

I’ll set her on; 

Myself the while to draw the Mooi 
apart, 
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And bring him jump when he may Cassio 
find 

Soliciting his wife : ay, that’s the 
way : 

Dull not device by coldness and delay. 

{Exit, 

ACT III. 

Scene I. Before the castle. 

Enter Cassio and some Musicians. 

Cas. ^Masters, play here; I will con- 
tent your pains ; 

Something that’s brief; and bid ‘Good 
moriow, general.’ [JA/j/v 

Enter Clown. 

Clo, Why, masters, have your instru- 
ments been in Naples, that they speak i’ 
the nose thus ? 

First Mus. IIow, sir, how ! 

Clo, Are these, I pray you, wind- 
instiuments ? 

First Mus, Ay, marry, are they, sir. 

Clo, O, therel)y hangs a tail. 

First Mus. Whereby hangs a tale, sir ? 

Clo. Marry, sir, by many a w ind-in- 
htrument that I know. Ihit, masters, 
here’s money for you: and the geneial 
so likes your music, that he desires you, 
f(>r love’s sake, to make no more noise 
\Mth It. 

First Mus. Well, sir, we will not. 

Clo, If you have any music that may 
not be heard, to't again : but, as they say, 
to hear music the general docs not greatly 
care. 

First Mus. We have none such, sir. 

Clo. Then put up your pipes in your 
bag, for I ’ll away : go ; vanish into air ; 
away ! {Exeunt Musicians. 

Cas. Dost thou hear, my honest friend ? 

Clo. No, I hear not your honest 
friend ; I hear you. 

Cas. Prithee, keep up thy quillets, 
d here ’s a poor piece of gold for thee : if 
the gentlewoman that attends the general’s 
wife be stirring, tell her there’s one 
Cassio entreats her a little favour of 
speech : wilt thou do this ? 


Clo. She is stirring, sir : if she will 
stir hither, I shall seem to notify unto 
her. 

Cas. Do, good my fiicnd. 

{Exit Clozan. 

Enter Iago. 

In hajipy time, Iago. 

Tai^o. You have not been a-bed, then ? 

Cas. Why, no ; the day had broke 
Before W'e parted. I have made bold, 
Iago, 

To send in to your wfife : my suit to her 
Is, that she will to virtuous Dcsdemona 
Piocure me some access. 

Tago. I ’ll send hei to you presently ; 
And I'll devise a mean to draw' the Moor 
Out of the way, that your converse and 
business 

May be more free. 

Cas. I humbly thank you for't. {Exit 
Ii\i^o.'\ I never knew 
A Florentine moie kind and honest. 

Enter Emilia. 

Emil. Good morrow', good lieutenant : 
I am Sony 

For your displeasure; but all w'ill sure be 
well. 

The general and his wife are talking of 
it; 

And she speaks for you stoutly : the 
Moor replies. 

That he you hurt is of great fame in 
Cyprus 

And great affinity and that in w'holesomc 
w isdom 

lie might not but refuse you, but he pro- 
tests he loves you 

And needs no other suitor but his likings 
To take the safest occasion by the front 
To bring you in again. 

Cas. Vet, I beseech you, 

If you think fit, or that it may be done, 
Give me advantage of some brief dis- 
course 

With Desdemona alone. 

Emil. Pray you, come in: 

I will bestow you where you shall have 
time 

To speak your bosom freely. 
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Cas. I fim iTuch bound to you. 

\Exeimt, 

Scene II. A room in the castic. 
Enter Othello, Iaoo, and Gentlemen. 

0/h. These letters give, lago, to the 
lulot ; 

And hy him do my duties to the senate : 
That done, I will be walking on the 
works ; 

Ivcpair there to me. 

Tai^o. ^Vell, my good lord, I ’ll do't. 

Otiu This fortification, gentlemen, 
shall we sce’t? 

Gent, We’ll \vait upon your lordship. 

\^E\cunt. 

Scene III. The garden of the castic. 

Enter Desdemona, Cassio, and 
Km I LI A. 

Des. Be thou assured, good Cassio, I 
will do 

All my abilities in thy behalf. 

Emil. Good madam, do : I warrant it 
grieves my husband, 

As if the case were his. 

Dcs. O, that 's an honest fellow. Do 
not doubt, Cassio, 

But I wall have my lord and you again 
As friendly as you weie. 

Cas. Bounteous madam, 

Whatever shall become of Michael C’assio, 
He’s never any thing but your true 
servant. 

Des. I know^’t; I thank you. You 
do loi'e my lord : 

You have known him long; and be you 
well assured 

He shall in strangeness stand no fuither 
off 

Than in a politic distance. 

Cas. Ay, but, lady, 

That policy may either last so long, 

Or feed upon such nice and wateiish diet, 
Oi bleed itself so out of circumstance, 
That, I being absent and my place sup- 
plied, 

]My general will forget my love and 
seivice. 


Dcs. Do not doubt that ; before Emilia 
here 

I give thee w^arrant of thy place : assure 
thee, 

If 1 do ^ow^ a friendship, I’ll perform it 
To the last article : my lord shall never 
rest; 

I 'll watch him tame and talk him out of 
patience ; 

His bed shall seem a school, his board a 
shrift ; 

I'll intermingle every thing he does 
With Cassio’s suit: therefore be merry, 
Cassio ; 

For thy solicitor shall rather die 
T^han give thy cause aw'ay. 

Emil. Madam, here comes my lord. 
Cas. Madam, I ’ll take my leave. 

Des. Why, stay, and hear me speak. 
Cas. Madam, not now : I am very ill 
at ease, 

Unfit for mine own purposes. 

Des. Well, do your discretion. 

\Exit Cassio. 

Entei O niELLO and I AGO. 
lago. Ha ! I like not that. 

0th. ^Vhat dost thou say ? 

Jago. Nothing, my lord : or if — I know^ 
not W'hat. 

0th. Was not that Cassio parted from 
my wdfe ? 

lago. Cassio, ray lord ! No, sure, 1 
cannot think it. 

That he would steal aw^ay so guilty-like. 
Seeing you coming. 

0th. I do believe ’twas he. 

Des. How^ now, my lord ! 

I have been talking with a suitor here, 

A man that languishes in your displeasure. 
0th. M ho is’t you mean ? 

Dcs. Why, your lieutenant, Cassio. 
Good my lord. 

If I have any grace or powder to move you, 
His piesent reconciliation take; 

For if he be not one that truly loves you, 
That errs in ignorance and not in cunning, 
I have no judgement in an honest face : 

I prithee, call him back. 

0th. Went he hence now ? 

Des. Ay, sooth; so humbled 
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That he hath left part of his grief with me, 
To suffer with him. Good love, call him 
back. 

0//i. Not row, sweet Desdemona; 
some other time. 

Ees. But shairt be shortly ? 

O// 1 . The sooner, sweet, for you. 

I)es. Shall ’t be to-night at supper ? 

Of/i. No, not to-night. 

Das. To-moriow dinner, then? 

Ot/i. I shall not dine at home ; 

I meet the captains at the citadel. 

Dcs. Why, then, to-morrow night ; or 
Tuesday morn ; 

On Tuesday noon, or night ; on Wednes- 
day morn : » 

1 prithee, name the time, but let it not 
Exceed three days : in faith, he’s penitent ; 
And yet his trespass, in our common 
reason — 

Save that, they say, the wars must make 
examples 

Out of their best — is not almost a fault 
To incur a private check. When shall he 
come ? 

Tell me, Othello ; I wonder in my soul, 
What you would ask me, that I should 
deny, 

Or stand so mammciing on. What ! 
Michael Cassio, 

That came a-wooing with you, and so 
many a time. 

When I have spoke of you dispraisingly, 
Hath ta’en your part; to have so much 
to do 

To bring him in ! Trust me, I could do 
much, — 

O// 1 . Prithee, no more : let him come 
when he will ; 

I will deny thee nothing. 

Dc’s. Why, this is not a boon ; 
Tis as I should entreat you wear your 
gloves, 

Or feed on nourishing dishes, or keep you 
warm, 

Or sue to you to do a peculiar profit 
To your own person : nay, when I have 
a suit 

Wherein I mean to touch youiTove indeed. 
It shall be full of poise and difficult weight 
And fearful to be granted. 


0//i. I will deny thee nothing : 

Whereon, I do beseech thee, grant me 
this, 

To leave me but a little to myself. 

JJt’s. Shall I deny you ? no : farewell, 
my lord. 

O/Zi. Farewell, my Desdemona : I ’ll 
come to thee straight. 

Des. Emilia, come. Be as your fancier 
teach you ; 

Whate’er you be, I am obedient. 

\Exeunf Desdemona and Emilia. 
0th. Excellent wretch ! Perdition 
catch my soul. 

But I do love thee ! and when I love thee 
not. 

Chaos is come again. 
lago. My noble lord, — 

OtJi. What dost thou say, lago ? 
lago. Did IMichael Cassio, when you 
woo'd my lady, 

Know of your love ? 

0th. He did, from first to last: why 
dost thou ask ? 

lago. But for a satisfaction of my 
thought ; 

No further harm. 

0th, Wliy of thy thought, lago ? 
lago. I did not think he had been ac- 
quainted vith her. 

0th. O, yes; and went betw'een us 
very oft. 
lago. Indeed ! 

0th. Indeed ! ay, indeed : discern’st 
thou aught in that ? 

Is he not honest ? 

lago. Honest, my lord ! 

0th. ITonest ! ay, honest, 

lago. My lord, for aught I know. 

Oih. What dost thou think ? 

lago. Think, my lord ! 

Oth. Think, my lord ! 

By heaven, he echoes me, 

As if there w ere some monster in his though t 

Too hideous to be shoun. Thou dost 
mean something : 

I heard thee say even now, thou likedst 
not that, 

When Cassio left my wdfe : what didst 
not like ? 

yVnd when I told thee he was of my counsel 



3o8 


OTHELLO 


ACT III 


111 my whole course of woc.ing, thou criedst 
* Indeed ! ’ 

And didst contract and purse thy brow 
together, 

As if thou then hadst shut up in thy brain 
Some horrible conceit : if thou dost love 
me, 

Show me thy thought. 

lago. My lord, you know I love you. 
Oth, I think thou dost; 

And, for I know thou ’rt full of love and 
honesty, 

And weigh’st thy words before thou givest 
them breath. 

Therefore these stops of thine fright me 
the more ; 

For such things in a false disloyal knave 
Are tiicks of custom, but in a man that’s 
just 

They arc close delations, woiking from 
the heart 

That jiassion cannot rule. 

lago. For Michael Cassio, 

I dare be sworn I think that he is honest. 
Oth. I think so too. 
lago. Men should be what they seem ; 
Or those that be not, would they might 
seem none ! 

Oth, Certain, men should be what they 
seem. 

lago. Why, then, I think Cassio ’s an 
honest man. 

Oth, Nay, yet there’s more in this : 

I prithee, speak to me as to thy thinkings, 
iVs thou dost ruminate, and give thy worst 
of thoughts 
The worst of words. 

lago. Good my lord, pardon me ; 
Though I am bound to every act of duty, 
I am not bound to that all slaves are free to. 
Utter my thoughts? Why, say they are 
vile and false ; 

As where’s that ])alace whereinto foul 
things 

Sometimes intrude not ? who has a breast 
so pure, 

But some uncleanly apprehensions 
Keep leets and law-days and in session sit 
W ith meditations lawful ? 

Oth. Thou dost conspire against thy 
friend, lago. 


If thou but think’st him wrong’d and 
makest his ear 
A stranger to thy thoughts. 

lago. I do beseech you— - 

Though I perchance am vicious in my 
guess, 

As, I confess, it is my nature’s plague 
To spy into abuses, and oft my jealousy 
Shai:)es faults that are not — that your 
wisdom yet, 

f'rom one that so imperfectly conceits, 
Would take no notice, nor build yourself 
a trouble 

Out of his scattering and unsure o bscrvance. 
It w'ere not for your quiet nor your good, 
Nor for my manhood, honesty, or wisdom. 
To let you know my thoughts. 

Oth, What dost thou mean? 

lago. Good name in man and woman, 
dear my lord, 

Is the immediate jewel of their souls : 
Who stealh my purse steals trash; ’tis 
something, nothing ; 

’Twas mine, ’tis his, and has been slave 
to thousands; 

But he that fdches from me my good name 
Robs me of that which not enriches him 
And makes me poor indeed. 

Oth, By heaven, I'll know thy thoughts. 

lago. You cannot, if my heart were 
in your hand ; 

Nor shall nf)t, whilst ’tis in my custody. 

Oth, Ila! 

lago. O, beware, my lord, of jealousy ; 
It is the green-eyed monster which doth 
mock 

The meat it feeds on : that cuckold lives 
ill bliss 

Who, certain of his fate, loves not his 
wronger ; 

But, O, what damned minutes tells he o’ei 
Who dotes, yet doubts, suspects, yet 
strongly loves ! 

Oth. O misery ! 

lago. Poor and content is rich and rich 
enough. 

But riches hneless is as poor as winter 
To him that ever fears he shall be poor. 
Good heaven, the souls of all my tribe 
defend 

From jealousy ! 
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0th. Why, why is this ? 

Think’st thou I’ld make a life of jealousy, 
To follow still the changes of the moon 
With fresh suspicions? No; to be once 
in doubt 

Is once to be resolved : exchange me for 
a goat, 

When I shall turn the business of my soul 
To such exsufflicate and blown surmises, 
Matching thy inference. ’Tis not to 
make me jealous 

To say my wife is fair, feeds well, loves 
company, 

Is free of speech, sings, plays and dances 
well ; 

Where virtue is, these arc more virtuoi^: 
Nor from mine own w^eak merits wdll I 
draw^ 

The smallest fear or doubt of her revolt ; 
I'oi she had eyes, and chose me. N o, lago; 
ril see before I doubt; when I doubt, 
prove ; 

And on the proof, there is no more but 
this, — 

Away at once with love or jealousy ! 
lago. I am glad of it ; for now I shall 
have reason 

To show the love and duty that I bear you 
With franker spirit: therefore, as I am 
bound, 

Receive it from me. I speak not yet of 
proof. 

Look to your wife ; observe her well with 
Cassio ; 

Wear your eye thus, not jealous nor secure: 
I would not have your free and noble 
nature, 

Out of self-bounty, be abused ; look to‘t : 
I know our country disposition well; 

In Venice they do let heaven see the 
pranks 

They dare not show their husbands ; their 
best conscience 

Is not to leave ’t undone, but keep’t un- 
known. 

0th. Dost thou say so ? 
lago. She did deceive her father, 
marrying you ; 

And when she seem’d to shake and fear 
your looks, 

She loved them most. 


0th. And so she did. 

lago. Why, go to then ; 

She that, so young, could give out such a 
seeming, 

To seel her father’s eyes up close as oak — 
He thought ’twas wdtchcraft — but I am 
much to blame ; 

I humbly do beseech you of your pardon 
Tor too much loving you. 

0th. I am bound to thee for ever. 

lago. I see this hath a little dash’d 
your spirits. 

0th. Not a jot, not a jot. 

lago. I’ faith, I fear it has. 

I hope you will consider what is spoke 
Comes from my love. But I do sec you ’re 
moved : 

I am to pray you not to strain my speech 
To grosser issues nor to larger reach 
Than to suspicion. 

0th. I will not. 

lago. Should you do so, my lord, 
]\Iy speech should fall into such vile success 
As my thoughts aim not at. Cassio ’s my 
worthy friend — 

My lord, I see you’re moved. 

0th. No, not much moved : 

I do not think but Desdemona’s honest. 

lago. Long live she so ! and long live 
you to think so ! 

0th. And yet, how nature erring from 
itself, — 

lago. Ay, there’s the point: as — to 
be ])old W'ith you — 

Not to affect many proposed matches 
Of her owm clime, complexion, and degree. 
Whereto we see mall thingsnature tends — 
Foil ! one may smell in such a will most 
rank. 

Foul disproportion, thoughts unnatural. 
But pardon me; 1 do not in position 
Distinctly speak of her ; though I mayfear 
Her will, recoiling to hei better judge- 
ment. 

May fall to match you with her country 
forms 

And happily repent. 

Oth, Farewell, farewrell : 

If more thou dost perceive, let me know 
more ; 

Set on thy wife to observe : leave me, lago. 
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lago. \_Goi}ig\ My lordj I take my 
leave. 

Oih. Why did I marry ? This honest 
creature doubtless 

Sees and knows more, much more, than 
he unfolds. 

lago. \^Returnhig'\ My lord, I \vould 
I might entreat your honour 

To scan this thing no further ; leave it to 
time : 

Though it be fit that Cassio have his 
place. 

For, sure, he fills it up with great 
ability. 

Yet, if you please to hold him off 
awhile, 

You shall by that perceive him and his 
means : 

Note, if your lady strain his cut ertain- 
ment 

With any strong or vehement impoi- 
tunity; 

Much will be seen in that. In the mean 
time, 

Let me be thought too busy in my 
fears — 

As worthy cause I have to fear T am — 

And hold her free, I do beseech your 
honour. 

Of/t. P^car not my government. 

Jago. I once more take my leave. 

{Exit. 

Oih, This fellow’s of exceeding 
honesty, 

And knows all qualities, with a learned 
spirit. 

Of human dealings. If I do prove her 
haggard, 

Though that her jesses were my dear 
heart-strings, 

rid whistle her off and let her down the 
wind. 

To prey at fortune. Haply, for I am 
black 

And have not those soft parts of con- 
versation 

'riiat chamberers have, or for I am de- 
clined 

Into the vale of years, — yet that’s not 
much — 

She’s gone. I am abused ; and my relief 


IMust be to loathe her. O curse of 
marriage. 

That we can call these delicate creatures 
ours. 

And not their appetites ! I had rather 
be a toad, 

And live upon the vapour of a dungeon, 

'Phan keep a corner in the thing I love 

P'or others’ uses. Yet, ’tis the plague of 
great ones; 

Prerogatived are they less than the 
base ; 

“Tis destiny unshunnable, like death : 

P>en then this forked plague is fated 
to us 

When we do quicken. Desdemona 
comes : 

]\e-cntcr Desdemona and Emilia. 

If she be false, O, then heaven mocks 
itself ! 

I’ll not believe ’t. 

Des. How now, my dear Othello ! 

Your diniier, and the generous islanders 

By you invited, do attend your presence. 

Ofh. I am to blame. 

Des. Why do you speak so faintly ? 

Are you not well ? 

Oih. I have a pain upon my forehead 
here. 

Des. ’Faith, that’s with watching; 
’twdll away again : 

Let me but bind it hard, within this 
hour 

It will be well. 

Oih. Your napkin is too little : 

\IIe puts the handkerchief from 
him; and it drops. 

Let it alone. Come, I’ll go in with 
you. 

Des. I am very soriy that you are 
not well. \Exeuni Othello aitd 

Desdeffiona. 

Emil. I am glad I have found this 
napkin : 

This w^as her first remembrance from the 
Moor : 

My wayward husband hath a hundred 
times 

Woo’d me to steal it ; but she so loves 
the token, 



SCENE III 


OTHELLO 


3 ” 


For he conjured her she should ever 
keep it, 

Tliat she reserves it evermore about her 

7"o kiss and VJk to. I’ll have the work 
ta’en out, 

And give’t lago; what he will do 
with it 

Tleaven knows, not I ; 

I nothing but to please his fantasy. 

Re-enter I AGO. 

llow now! what do you here 
alone ? 

Emil. Do not you chide; I have a 
thing for you. 

lago. A thing for me ? it is a common 
thing — 

Emil. Ha ! 

Jago. To have a foolish wife. 

Emil. O, is that all ? What will you 
give me now 

For that same handkerchief? 

[ago. What handkerchief? 

Emil, What handkerchief ! 

Why, that the Moor first gave to Des- 
demona ; 

That ^\hlch so often you did bid me 
steal. 

lago. Hast stoFn it fiom her? 

Emil. No, ’faith; she let it diop by 
negligence. 

And, to the advantage, I, being here, 
took’t up. 

Look, here it is. 

Lago. A good wench ; give it me. 

Emil. What will you do with’t, that 
you have been so earnest 

^'o have me filch it ? 

lago. \Snatching it\ Why, \\ hat’s that 
to you ? 

Emil. If it be not for some purpose of 
import, 

Give’t me again: poor lady, she’ll run 
mad 

When she shall lack it. 

Lai^o. Be not acknown on ’t ; I have 
use for it. 

Go, leave me. \Exit Emilia. 

I will in Cassio’s lodging lose this nap- 
kin. 

And let him find it. Trifles light as air 


Are to the jealous confirmations strong 

As proofs of holy writ: this may do 
something. 

The Moor already changes with my 
poison : 

Dangerous conceits are, in their natures, 
poisons. 

Which at the first arc scarce found to 
distaste, 

But with a little act upon the blood. 

Burn like the mines of sulphur. I did 
say so : 

Look, where he comes ! 

Re-enter Othet.lo. 

Not poppy, nor mandragora, 

Nor all the drowsy syrups of the world. 

Shall ever medicine thee to that sweet 
sleep 

Which you owedst yesterday. 

OtJi. Ha! ha! false to me? 

La^o, Why, how now, general ! no 
more of that. 

Oth. Avaunt ! be gone ! thou hast set 
me on the rack : 

I swear ’tis better to be -nucli abused 

Than but to know’t a little. 

lago. How now, my loid ! 

Oth. What sense had I of her slol’n 
hours of lust ? 

I I saw’t not, thought it not, it harm’d 
not me : 

1 slept the next night w^ell, was free and 
meriy ; 

I found not Cassio’s kisses on her lips : 

He that is tobb’d, not wanting what is 
stol’n, 

Let him not know’t, and he’s not 
robb’d at all. 

Lago. I am sorry to hear this. 

OLi. I had been happy, if the general 
camp, 

Pioners and all, had lasted her sweet 
body. 

So I had nothing known. O, now, for 
ever 

ILaiewell the tranquil mind I faiewell 
content I 

Farewell the plumed troop, and the big 
wais, 

I That make ambition virtue! O, faiewell ! 
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Farewell the neighing steed, and the 
shrill trump, 

The spirit-stirring drum, the ear-piercing 
fife, 

The royal banner, and all quality, 

Pride, pomii and circumstance of glorious 
war ! 

And, O you mortal engines, whose rude 
throats 

The immortal Jove’s dread clamours 
coimteifeit, 

Farewell 1 Othello’s occupation’s gone! 

layo. Is’t possible, my lord? 

Oih, Villain, be sure thou prove my 
love a whore, 

P>e sure of it ; give me the ocular pi oof; 

Or, by the worth of man’s eternal soul, 

Thou hadst been better have been bo-n 
a dog 

Than answer my waked wrath ! 

Is ’t come to this ? 

Oih. Make me to see’t; or, at the 
least, so prove it, 

7'liat the probation bear no hinge noi 
loop 

To hang a doubt on; or woe upon thy 
life! 

Tago. My noble lord, — 

Oih. If thou dost slander her and 
torture me, 

Never pray more; abandon all remorse; 

On horror’s head horrors accumulate; 

Do deeds to make heaven weep, all earth 
mnazed ; 

For nothing canst thou to damnation add 

CIrcater than that. 

la^o. O grace ! O heaven forgive me ! 

Are you a man? have you a soul oi 
sense ? 

God be wi’ you ; take mine office. O 
wretched fool. 

That livest to make thine honesty a vice ! 

0 monstious world ! Take note, take 

note, O world, 

To be direct and honest is not safe. 

1 thank you for this profit ; and from 

hence 

I’ll love no friend, sith love breeds such 
offence. 

Oih. Nay, stay : thou shouldst be 
honest. 


lago. I should be wise, for honesty’s 
a fool 

And loses that it works for. 

Oih. By the world, 

I think my wife be honest and think she 
is not ; 

I think that thou art just and think thou 
art not. 

I’ll have some proof. Her name, that 
Avas as fresh 

As Dian’s visage, is now begrimed and 
black 

As mine own face. If there be cords, oi 
knives. 

Poison, or fire, or suffocating streams. 

I’ll not endure it. ^Yollld I were satis- 
fied ! 

Jago. I sec, sir, you are eaten up with 
passion : 

I do repent me that I put it to you. 

You would be satisfied ? 

Oih. Would ! nay, I will. 

Lago. And may: but, how? how’ satis- 
fied, my lord ? 

Would you, the supervisor, grossly gape 
on — 

Behold her topp’d ? 

Oih. Death and damnation ! O ! 

lago. It w’ere a tedious difficulty, I 
think, 

To bring them to that prospect: damn 
them then, 

If ever mortal eyes do see them bolster 

More than their own ! What then ? how 
then ? 

What shall I say? Where’s satisfaction? 

It is impossible you should see this. 

Were they as prime as goats, as hot as 
monkeys. 

As salt as w’olves in pride, and fools as 
gross 

As ignorance made drunk. But yet, I 
say. 

If imputation and strong circumstances, 

Which lead directly to the door of truth, 

Will give you satisfaction, you may 
have’t. 

Oth. Giv’e me a living reason she’s 
disloyal. 

lago. I do not like the office ; 

But, sith I am enter’d in this cause so fnr, 
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Prick’d to’t by foolish honesty and love, 

I will go on. 1 lay with Cassio lately; 

And, being troubled with a raging tooth, 

1 could not slc^p. 

'Inhere are a kind of men so loose of 
soul, 

That in their sleeps will mutter their 
affairs : 

One of this kind is Cassio : 

In sleep I heard him say ‘ Sweet Des- 
demona, 

Let us be wary, let us hide our loves;’ 

And then, sir, would he gripe and wring 
my hand. 

Cry ‘ O sweet creature ! ’ and then kiss 
me hard, • 

As if he pluck’d up kisses by the roots 

That grew upon my lips : then laid his 
leg 

Over my thigh, and sigh’d, and kiss’d; 
and then 

Cried ‘ Cursed fate that gave thee to the 
Moor !’ 

0th. O monstrous ! monstrous ! 

Lago. Nay, this was but his dream. 

Oih. But this denoted a foregone con- 
clusion : 

’Tis a shrewd doubt, though it be but a 
dream. 

Lago. And this may help to thicken 
other proofs 

That do demonstrate thinly. 

Olh. I ’ll tear her all to pieces. 

lago. Nay, but be wise : yet we see 
nothing done ; 

She may be honest yet. Tell me but 
this, 

Have you not sometimes seen a handker- 
chief 

Spotted with straw'berries in your wife’s 
hand ? 

0th, I gave her such a one; ’twas my 
first gift. 

hago. I know not that : but such a 
handkerchief — 

I am sure it was your wdfe’s — did I to- 
day 

See Cassio wdpe his beard with. 

0th. If it be that, — 

hdgo. If it be that, or any that was 
hers, 


It speaks against her wdth the other 
proofs. 

Oih. O, that the slave had forty 
thousand lives ! 

One is too poor, too w^eak for my re- 
venge. 

Now do I see ’tis true. Look here, 
lago; 

All my fond love thus do I blow" to 
heaven. 

’Tis gone. 

Arise, black vengeance, from thy hollow 
cell ! 

Yield up, O love, thy crown and hearted 
throne 

To tyrannous hate ! Sw^ell, bosom, with 
thy fraught. 

For ’tis of aspics’ tongues ! 

Lago, Yet be content. 

Oih. O blood, blood, blood! 

lago. Patience, I say ; your mind 
perhaps may change. 

0th. Never, lago. Like to the Pontic 
sea, 

Whose icy current and compulsive course 
Ne’er feels retiiing ebb, but keeps due 
on 

To the Proponlic and the Hellespont, 
Even so my bloody thoughts, with 
violent pace, 

Shall ne’er look back, ne’er ebb to 
humble love. 

Till that a capable and wdde levengc 
Sw"allow them up. Now, by yond 
marble heaven, 

[Eaoo/s] In the due reverence of a sacred 
vow 

I here engage my words. 

Lago. Do not rise yet. 

\K 72 ccIs\ Witness, you cvei -burning lights 
above, 

You elements that clip us round about, 
Witness that here lago doth give up 
The execution of his wit, hands, heart, 
To wiong’d Othello’s service! Let him 
command, 

And to obey shall be in me remorse. 
What bloody business ever. {They rise. 

0th. I greet thy love, 

Not with vain thanks, but with accept- 
ance bounteous, 
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And will upon the instant put thee to’t: 
AVithin these three days let me hear thee 
say 

That Cassio's not alive. 

lago, My friend is dead ; ’tis done at 
your request : 
l)Ut let her live. 

Oi/i. Damn her, lewd minx ! O, damn 
her ! 

Come, go with me apart ; I will with- 
draw, 

To furnish me wdth some swift means of 
death 

For the fair devil. Now art thou my 
lieutenant. 

la^o. I am your own for ever. 

\Excitni. 

Scene IV. Before the castle. 
A;/Av'Desl)EMONA, Emilia, andOXovexi. 

Des. Do you know, sirrah, w'here 
Lieutenant Cassio lies ? 

CIo, 1 dare not say he lies any where. 
Des, V'hy, man? 

CIo. lie’s a soldier, and for one to say 
a soldier lies, is stabbing. 

Des. Co to: where lodges he? 

CIo. To tell you wdiero he lodges, is to 
tell you where 1 lie. 

Des. Can any thing be made of this ? 
CIo. I know not where he lodges, and 
for me to devise a lodging and say he lies 
here or he lies there, were to he in mine 
owm throat. 

Des. Can you inquire him out, and be 
edified by report ? 

CIo. I w ill catechize the world for him ; 
that is, make questions, and by them 
answer. 

Des. Seek him, bid him come hithei : 
tell him I have moved my lord on his 
behalf, and hope all wdll be well. 

CIo. To do this is wdthin the compass 
of man’s wdt ; and therefore I will attempt 
the doing it. \Exit. 

Des. Where should I lose that hand- 
kerchief, Emilia ? 

Emil. I know not, madam. 

Des. believe me, I had rather have 
lost my purse 


Full of crusadoes : and, but my noble 
Moor 

Is true of mind and made of no such 
baseness 

As jealous creatures are, it were enough 

To put him to ill thinking. 

Emil. Is he not jealous ? 

Des. Who, he ? I think the sun wdiero 
he w'as born 

Drew all such humours from him. 

Emil. Look, where he comes. 

Des. I will not leave him now till 
Cassio 

Be call’d to him. 

Enter Otheli.o. 

How is’t with you, my lord? 

Ofh. Well, my good lady. {^Asidc'X O, 
hardness to dissemble ! — 

How do you, Desdemona ? 

Des. \\'ell, my good lord. 

0th. Give me your hand : this hand is 
moist, my lady. 

Des, it yet hath felt no age nor knowai 
no sorrow’. 

Olh. This argues fruitfulness and 
liberal heart : 

Hot, hot, and moist: this hand of youis 
requires 

A sequester from liberty, fasting and 
prayer, 

Aluch castigation, exercise devout; 

For here\ a young and sw^'eating devil 
here. 

That commonly rebels. ’Tis a good 
hand, 

A frank one. 

Des. You may, indeed, say so; 

Foi ’twas that hand that gave away my 
heart. 

0th. A liberal hand : the hearts of old 
gave hands ; 

But our new heraldiy is hands, not hearts. 

Des. I cannot speak of this. Come 
now', your promise. 

Ofh. What promise, chuck ? 

Des. I have sent to bid Cassio come 
speak w ith you. 

0th. I have a salt and sorry rheum 
ofifends me ; 

Lend me thy handkerchief 
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Des. Here, my lord. 

0th, That which I gave you. 

Des. I have it not about me. 

0th. Not? 

Des. No, indeed, my lord. 

0th. That is a fault. 

That handkerchief 

Did an Egyptian to my mother give; 

She was a charmer, and could almost 
read 

The thouglits of people: she told her, 
while she kept it, 

Twould make her amiable and subdue 
my father 

Entirely to her love, but if she lost it 

Oi made a gift of it, my father’s eye • 

Should hold her loatlied and his spirits 
should hunt 

After new fancies : she, dying, gave 
it me; 

And bid me, when my fate would have 
me wive. 

To give it her. I did so: and take heed 
on ’t ; 

Make it a darling like your precious eye ; 

'J’o lose’t or give’t away were such 
perdition 

As nothing else could match. 

Is’t jiossiblc ? 

0th . ’Tis true: there’s magic in the 
web of it : 

A sibyl, that had number’d in the woild 

The sun to course two hundied com- 
passes. 

In her prophetic fury sew’d the woik; 

The worms were hallow’d that did bleed 
the silk ; 

And it was dyed in mummy which the 
skilful 

('onserved of maidens’ hearts. 

Des. Indeed! is ’t true? 

0th. IVIost veritable; therefore look 
to't well. 

Des. Then would to God that I had 
never seen’t ! 

0th. Ha I wherefore ? 

Des. Why do you speak so startingly 
and rash? 

0th. Is't lost? is’t gone? speak, is it 
out o’ the way? 

Des. Heaven bless ’ 


Oih. Say you ? 

Des. It is not lost ; but what an if it 
were? 

0th. How ! 

Des. I say, it is not lost. 

0th. Fetch ’t, let me see’t. 

Des. Why, so I can, sir, but I will 
not now. 

This is a trick to put me from my 
suit : 

Pray you, let Cassio be received again. 

Oth. Fetch me the handkerchief : my 
mind misgives. 

Des. Come, come; 

You’ll never meet a more sufficient 
man. 

Oth. The handkerchief! 

Des. I pray, talk m.e of Cassio. 

Oth. The handkerchief! 

Des. A man that all his time 

Hath founded his good fortunes on your 
love. 

Shared dangers with you, — 

Oth. The handkerchief ! 

Des. In sooth, you are to blame. 

Oth. Away ! \Exii. 

Emil. Is not this man jealous ? 

Des. I ne’er saw this befoie. 

Sure, there’s some w^onder in this hand- 
kerchief : 

I am most unhappy in the loss of it. 

Emil. ’Tis not a year or two shows us 
a man : 

They are all but stomachs, and w^e all 
but food ; 

They eat us hungerly, and w'hen theyaie 
full. 

They belch us. Look you, Cassio and 
my husband ! 

Enter Cassto and Iago. 

logo. 7'here is no other way ; ’tis she 
must do ’t : 

And, lo, the happiness ! go, and impor- 
tune her. 

Des. How now, good Cassio ! what’s 
the news with you ? 

Cas. Madam, my former suit : I do 
beseech you 

That by your \irtuous means I may 
again 
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Exist, and be a member of his love 
Whom I with all the oliice of my heart 
Entirely honour; I would not be de- 
lay’d. 

If my offence be of such mortal kind 
That nor my service past, nor present 
sorrows, 

Nor purposed merit in futurity, 

Can ransom me into his love again, 
but to know so must be my benefit; 

So shall I clothe me in a forced con- 
tent, 

And shut myself up in some other 
course, 

To fortune’s alms. 

Des. Alas, thrice-gentle Cassio ! 

My advocation is not now in tune ; 

My lord is not my lord ; nor should I 
know him, 

Were he in favour as in humour alter’d. 
So help me every spirit sanctified, 

As I have spoken for you all my best 
And stood within the blank of his dis- 
pleasure 

For my free speech ! you must awhile be 
patient : 

What I can do I will ; and more I will 
Than for myself I dare : let that suffice 
you. 

lago. Is my lord angry ? 

Et7iil. He went lienee but now. 

And certainly in strange unquietness. 

lago. Can lie be angry ? I have seen 
the cannon, 

When it hath blown his ranks into the 
air. 

And, like the devil, from his very arm 
Puff’d his own brother : — and can he be 
angry ? 

Something of moment then : I will go 
meet him ; 

There’s matter in’t indeed, if he be 
angry. 

Des. I prithee, do so, \Exit lago. 

Something, sure, of state. 
Either from Venice, or some unhatch’d 
practice 

Made demonstrable here in Cyprus to 
him, 

Hath puddled his clear spirit ; and in 
such cases 


Men’s natures wrangle with inferioi 
things. 

Though great ones are their object. ’Tis 
even so ; 

For let our finger ache, and it indues 

Our other healthful members even to that 
sense 

Of pain : nay, we must think men arc 
not gods. 

Nor of them look for such observances 

As fit the bridal. Beshrew me much, 
Emilia, 

I was, unhandsome warrior as I am, 

Arraigning his unkindness with my 
soul ; 

Put now I find I had suborn’d the wit- 
ness. 

And he’s indicted falsely. 

Emil. Pray heaven it be state-matters, 
as you think, 

And no conception nor no jealous toy 

Concerning you. 

Des. Alas the day! I never gave him 
cause. 

Emil. But jealous souls wdll not be 
answer’d so ; 

They are not ever jealous for the cause, 

But jealous for they are jealous ; ’tis a 
monster 

Begot upon itself, born on itself. 

Des. Heaven keep that monster from 
Othello’s mind ! 

Emil. Lady, amen. 

Des. I will go seek him. Cassio, 
walk hereabout : 

If I do find him fit, I’ll move your 
suit 

And seek to effect it to my utter- 
most. 

Cas. I humbly thank your ladyshij^. 

\Exeitnt Desdemona mid Emilia. 

Enter Bianca. 

Bian. Save you, friend Cassio ! 

Cas. What make you from home ? 

How is it with you, my most fail 
Bianca ? 

I’ faith, sweet love, I was coming to your 
house. 

Bian. And I was going to your 
lodging, Cassio. 
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What, keep a week away? seven days 
and nights ? 

Eight score eight hours ? and lovers’ 
absent hou.s, 

More tedious than the dial eight score 
times ? 

0 weary reckoning ! 

Cas, Paidon me, Bianca : 

1 have this while with leaden thoughts 

been press’d ; 

But I shall, in a more continuate time, 

Strike off this score of absence. Sweet 
Bianca, {Giving her Desdemona' s 
handkerchief. 

lake me this work out. 

Bian. O Cassio, whence came this?* 

This is some token from a newer friend : 

To the felt absence now I feel a cause : 

Is’t come to this? Well, well. 

Cas. Go to, woman ! 

Throw your vile guesses in the devil’s 
teeth. 

From whence you have them. You are 
jealous now 

That this is from some mistress, some re- 
membrance : 

No, in good troth, Bianca. 

Bian. ^Vhy, n\ hose is it ? 

Cas. I know not, sweet : I found it in 
my chamber. 

I like the woik well: ere it be de- 
manded — 

As like enough it will — I ’Id have it 
copied : 

Take it, and do’t ; and leave me for this 
time. 

Bian. Leave you ! wherefore ? 

Cas. I do attend here on the general ; 

And think it no addition, nor my wish, 

To have him see me woman’d. 

Bian. Why, I pray you? 

Cas. Not that I love you not. 

Bian. But that you do not love me. 

I jiray you, bung me on the way a 
little, 

And say if I shall see you soon at night. 

Cas. ’Tis but a little way that I can 
bring you ; 

For I attend here : but I ’ll see you soon. 

Bian. ’Tis very good; I must be 
circumstanced. \ Exeunt. 


ACT IV. 

Scene I. Cyprus. Before the castle. 

Enter Othello and lAGO. 

la^o. Will you think so ? 

0th. Think so, lago ! 

lago. What, 

To kiss in private ? 

0th. An unauthorized kiss. 

lago. Or to be naked wdth her friend 
m bed 

An hour or more, not meaning any harm? 
0th. Naked in bed, lago, and not 
mean harm ! 

It is hypocrisy against the devil : 

They that mean virtuously, and yet do so, 

The devil their virtue tempts, and they 
tempt heaven. 

Lie,o. So they do nothing, ’tis a venial 
slip ; 

But if I give my w ife a handkerchief, — 
0th. What then ? 

lago. Why, then, ’tis hers, my lord ; 
and, being hers, 

She may, I think, bestow ’t on any 
man. 

0th. She is protectress <.)f her honour 
too : 

May she give that ? 

lago. Iler honour is an essence that's 
not seen ; 

I'hey have it very oft that have it not : 

But, for the liandkerchief, — 

Oth. By heaven, I would most gladly 
have forgot it. 

Thou said’st — O, it comes o’er my 
memory, 

As doth the raven o’er the infected house. 

Boding to all — he had my handkerchief. 
lago. Ay, w hat of that ? 

6th. That ’s not so good now. 

lago. What, 

If I had said I had seen him do you 
WTong ? 

Or heard him say, — as knaves be such 
abroad. 

Who having, by their own importunate 
suit, 

Or voluntary dotage of some mistress, 
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Convinced or sui^piied them, cannot 
choose 

But they must blab — 

0th. Hath he said any thing? 

lago. He hath, my lord; but be you 
well assured, 

No more than he’ll unswear. 

Olh. What hath he said ? 

lago. ’Faith, that he did — I know not 
what he did. 

0th. What ? what ? 
la^S^o. Lie — 

0th. With her ? 

Jago. With her, on her ; what you will. 
0th. Lie with her ! lie on her ! We 
*say lie on her, when they belie her. Lie 
with her! that’s fulsome. — Handkerchief 
— confessions — handkerchief ! — To con- 
fess, and be hanged for his labour; — 
first, to be hanged, and then to confess. 
— I tremble at it. Nature would not 
invest heiself in such shadowing passion 
without some instruction. It is not 
words that shake me thus. Pisli ! Noses, 
ears, and lips. — Is’t possible? — Confess 
— handkerchief! — O devil! 

[Falls in a trance. 

lafi^o. Work on. 

My medicine, work ! Thus credulous 
fools aie caught ; 

And many worthy and chaste dames 
even thus, 

All guiltless, meet reproach. What, ho! 
my lord ! 

hly lord, 1 say ! Othello ! 

Enter Cassio. 

How now, Cassio ! 
Cas. What’s the matter? 
lago. INIy lord is fall’n into an epilepsy : 
This is his second fit; he had one 
yesterday. 

Cas. Rub him about the temples. 
lago. No, forbear ; 

The lethargy must have his quiet course ; 
If not, he foams at mouth and by and by 
Bleaks out to savage madness. Look, 
he stirs : 

Do you withdraw yourself a little while, 
He will recover stiaight: when he is 
gone, 


I would on great occasion speak with you. 

[Exit Cassio. 

How is it, general? have you not hurt 
your head ? 

0th. Dost thou mock me ? 

lago. I mock you ! no, by heaven. 
Would you w'ould bear your fortune like 
a man ! 

0th. A horned man’s a monster and a 
beast. 

lago. There's many a beast then in a 
populous city, 

And many a civil monster. 

0th. Did he confess it ? 

Ii\cio. Good sir, be a man ; 

Think every bearded fellow that’s but 
yoked 

May draw with you: tliere’s millions 
now alive 

That nightly he in thoe improper beds 
Which they daie swear licculiar: yom 
case is better. 

O, ’tis the spite of hell, the fiend’s arch- 
mock, 

To lip a wanton in a secure couch. 

And to suppose her chaste ! No, let me 
know ; 

And knowing what I am, I know what 
she shall be. 

Otli. O, thou art wise; ’tis certain. 

lago. Stand you awhile apart ; 

Confine yourself but in a patient list. 
Whilst you were here o’erwhelmed with 
your grief — 

A passion most unsuiting such a man — 
Cassio came hithei : I shifted him away, 
And laid good ’sense upon your ecstasy, 
Bade him anon return and here speak 
with me ; 

The which he promised. Do but encave 
youiself, 

And mark the fleers, the .gibes, and 
notable scorns. 

That dwell in every region of his face ; 
For I will make him tell the tale anew. 
Where, how, how oft, how long ago, 
and when 

He hath, and is again to cope your 
wife : 

I say, but mark his gesture. Marry, 
jiatience ; 
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Or I shall say you are all in all in spleen, 
And nothing of a man. 

0th. Dost thou hear, lago ? 

I will be founn most cunning in my 
patience ; 

but — dost thou hear ? — most bloody. 

lai^o. That ’s not amii>s ; 

but yet keep time in all. Will you 
withdraw ? [ Othello retn-es. 

Now will I question Cassio of Bianca, 

A housewife that by selling her desires 
buys herself bread and clothes: it is a 
creature 

That dotes on Cassio; as ’tis the 
strumpet's plague 

To beguile many and be beguiled by 
one : 

He, when he hears of her, cannot re- 
frain 

Trorn the excess of laughter. Here he 
comes : 

Re-enter Cassio. 

As he shall smile, Othello shall go 

mad ; 

And his unbookish jealousy must con- 
strue 

boor Cassio’s smiles, gestures and light 
behaviour, 

(luite in the wrong. How do you now^, 
lieutenant ? 

Cas. The worser that you give me the 
addition 

Whose want even kills me. 

Ia^e,o. Ply Desdernona w^ell, arrd you 
are sure on’t. 

\Speaking loiver'\ Now, if this suit lay in 
Bianca’s powder, 

How quickly should you speed I 

Cas. Alas, poor caitiff! 

Oth. Took, how he laughs already! 

Lago. I never knew woman love man 
so. 

Cas. Alas, poor rogue ! I think, i’ 
faith, she loves me. 

Oth. Now^ he denies it faintly, and 
laughs it out. 

Logo. Do you hear, Cassio ? 

Oth. Now' he im]rortunes him 

fo tell it o’er: go to; w'ell said, well 
said. 


lago. She gives it out that you shall 
marry her : 

Do you intend it ? 

Cas. Ha, ha, ha! 

Oth. Do you triumph, Roman? do 
you triumph ? 

Cas. I marry her! wdiat ? a customer ! 
T’rithee, bear some charily to niy wot ; do 
not think it so unwholesome. Ha, ha, 
ha! 

Oth. So, so, so, so : they laugh that 
win. 

lago. ’Faith, the cry goes that you 
shall marry her. 

Cas. Prithee, say true. 

Lago. I am a very villain else. 

Oth. Have you scored me ? Well. 

Cas. This is the monkey’s own giving 
out : she is persuaded I wdll marry her, 
out of her own love and flattery, not out 
of my promise. 

Oth. lago beckons me ; now he begins 
the story. 

Cu^. She was here even now'; she 
haunts me in every irlace. I W'as the 
other day talking on the oca-bank with 
certain Venetians; and thither comes 
the bauble, and, by this hand, she falls 
me thus about my neck — 

Oth. Crying ‘O dear Cassio!’ as it 
were; hi^ gesture imports it. 

Cas. So hangs, and lolls, and w^eeps 
upon me ; so hales, and pulls me : ha, 
ha, ha! 

Oth. Now' he tells how' she plucked 
him to my chamber. O, T see that nose 
of yours-, but not that dog I shall throw 
it to. 

Cas. Well, I must lea\e her company. 

lago. Bcfoie me! look, w'here she 
comes. 

Cas. ’Tis such another fitchew ! marry, 
a perfumed one. 

E liter Bianca. 

What do you mean by this haunting of 
me ? 

Itian. Let the devil and hib dam haunt 
you ! AVhat did you mean by that same 
handkerchief you gave me even now'? I was 
a fine fool to take it. I must take out the 
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work? — A likely piece of work, that you 
should find it in your chamber, and not 
know who left it there ! This is some 
minx’s token, and T must take out the 
work ? Thci e ; give it your hobby-horse : 
wlicresoevei you had it, I’ll take out no 
work on’t. 

Cas. Ilow now, my sweet Bianca! 
how now! how now! 

OtJi. By heaven, that should be my 
handkerchief! 

Jh'au. An you ’ll come to supper to- 
night, you may; an you wall not, come 
when you are next prepared foi. \Exit. 

Idgo. After her, after hei. 

Cas, ’Faith, I mu^t; she’ll rail in the 
bticet else. 

lago, Will you sup theie? 

Cas, ’P'aith, 1 intend so. 

la^^o. Well, 1 may chance to see y^ou; 
for I would very fain speak with you. 

Cas. Britheo, come; will you? 

la^o. (jo to ; say no more. 

[TTa// Cassia, 

0th. [JJvanciniil How shall I minder 
him, lago? 

Jai^o. Did you perceive how' he laughed 
at his vice ? 

0th. O lago ! 

And did you sec the handker- 
chief? 

Oth. Was that mine ? 

Yours, liy this hand : and to see 
how he jirizes the foolish woman your 
wdfe ! she gave it him, and he hath given 
it his whore. 

Oth. I ivould have him nine years a- 
killing. A fine w'oman ! a fair woman ! 
a sweet w’oman 1 

las^o. Nay, you must forget that. 

Oth. Ay, let her rot, and perish, and 
lie damned tonight; for she shall not 
live: no, my heart is turned to stone; I 
strike it, and it hurts my hand. O, the 
w’orld hath not a sweeter creature : she 
might lie by an emperor’s side and com- 
mand him tasks. 

lago. Nay, that’s not your way. 

Oth. Hang her I I do but say what 
she is : so delicate with her needle : an 
admirable musician : O ! she will sing 


the savageness out of a bear : of so high 
and plenteous wdt and invention : — 
lago. She’s the worse for all this. 

Oth. O, a thousand thousand times: 
and then, of so gentle a condition ! 
lago. Ay, too gentle. 

Oth. Nay, that's certain: but yet the 
pity of it, lago ! O lago, the j^iity of it, 
lago ! 

lago. If y'^ou are so fond over hei 
iniquity, give her patent to offend ; F)r, 
if It touch not you, it comes near no- 
body. 

Oth, I will chop her into messes: 
cuckold me ! 

laii^o. O, ’tis foul in her. 

Oth. With mine officer! 
lago. 'I'hat’s fouler. 

Oth. Get me some poison, lago; this 
night: I’ll not expostulate with her, lest 
her body and beauty improvidc my mind 
ngain : this night, lago. 

lago. Do it not with poison, strangle 
her in hei bed, even the bed she hath 
contaminated. 

Oth. Gooil, good: the justice of it 
pleases: very good. 

lago. And for Cassio, let me be his 
undertaker: you shall hear more by mid- 
night. 

Oth. Excellent good. {A trumpet 
7c>ithi/i.] What trumpet is that same ? 
/ago. .Something from Venice, sure. 
’Tis Lodovico 

Come from the duke : and, see, your wife 
is with him. 

Enter Lodovico, Desdemona, a7td 
Attendants. 

Lod. Save you, worthy general ! 

Oth. With all my heart, sir. 

Lod. The duke and senators of Venice 
greet you. \Gives hiui a letter. 
Oth. I kiss the instrument of their 
pleasures. 

\Opens the letter, and reads. 
Des. And what’s the news, good 
cousin Lodovico ? 

/ago. I am very glad to see you, 
signior ; 

Welcome to Cyprus. 
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Lod. I thank you. How does Lieu- 
tenant Cassio? 

lago. Lives, sir. 

Des. Cousin, iherc ’s fall’n between him 
and my lord 

An unkind breach : but you shall make 
all well. 

0th. Are you sure of that ? 

Dcs. JVIy lord ? 

0th. [Eeads] ‘ This fail you not to do, 

as you will — ’ 

Lod. He did not call ; he ’s busy in the 
paper. 

Is there division 'twixt my lord and 
Cassio ? 

Des. A most unhappy one : I wouVl 
do much 

To atone them, for the love I bear to 
Cassio. 

0th. Fire and brimstone! 

Des. IVIy lord ? 

0th. Are you wdse ? 

Des. What, is he angiy ? 

Lod. I\Iay be the letter moved him ; 

For, as I think, they do command him 
home, 

Deputing Cassio in his government. 

Dcs. Trust me, I am glad on’t. 

0th. Indeed! 

Des. IVly lord ? 

0th. I am glad to see you mad. 

Dcs. by, sweet Othello, — 

0th. \St7'ikii2g hcj'A^ Devil ! 

Des. I have not deseivcd this. 

Lod. My lord, this would not be be- 
lieved in Venice, 

Though I should swear I saw’t : 'tis very 
much : 

Make her amends ; she weeps. 

0th. O devil, devil ! 

If that the earth could teem with woman’s 
tears. 

Each drop she falls would prove a croco- 
dile. 

Out of my sight ! 

Des. I will not stay to offend you. 

{Going. 

Lod. Truly, an obedient lady : 

I do beseech your lordship, call her 
back. 

0th. Mistress ! 

VOL. JJI. 


Des. My lord ? 

0th. What would you with her, sir ? 

Lod. Who, I, my lord ? 

0th. Ay; you did wish that I would 
make her turn : 

Sir, she can turn, and turn, and yet go 
on. 

And turn again ; and she can weep, sir, 
weep ; 

And she’s obedient, as you say, obedient. 

Very obedient. Proceed you in your 
tears. 

Concerning this, sir, — O well -painted pas- 
sion ! — 

1 am commanded home. Gel you away; 

I’ll send for you anon. Sir, I obey the 
mandote, 

And will return to Venice. Hence, 
avaunt ! {E xit Desdemona. 

Cas'iio shall have my place. And, sir, 
to-night, 

I do entreat that we may sup to- 
gether : 

Vou arc welcome, sir, to Cyprus. — Goats 
and monkeys ! [Exit. 

Lod. Is this the noble Iv^oor whom our 
full senate 

Call all in all sufficient ? Is this the nature 

Whom passion could not shake? whose 
solid viilue 

The shot of accident, nor dart of chance, 

Could neither graze nor pierce ? 

/ago. He is much changed. 

Lod. Aie his wits safe ? is he not light 
of brain ? 

dago. He’s that he is: I may not 
breathe my censure 

What he might be : if wLat he might he 
is not, 

I would to heaven he w^ere ! 

Lod. What, strike his wife! 

dago, ’f’aith, that w\as not so well ; yet 
w'ould I knew 

That stroke would prove the worst ! 

Lod. Is it his use ? 

Or did the letters work upon his blood, 

And new-create this fault ? 

dago. Alas, alas ! 

It is not honesty in me to speak 

What I have seen and known. You shall 
observe him, 

Y 
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And his own course.-, w.'ll denote him so j 

That I may save my speech : do but go 
after, 

And maik how he continues. 

I.od. I am sorry that I am deceived in 
him. \Exetint. 

Scene tl. A room in the castle. 
Enter Otiieet.o and Emilia. 

Oth, You have seen nothing then? 

Emil. Nor ever heard, nor ever did 
suspect. 

Olh. Yes, you have seen Cassio and 
she together. 

Emil. But then I saw no harm, and 
then I heard 

Each syllable that breath made up be- 
tween them. 

Oth. \Yhat, did they never whispei ? 

Emil. Never, my lord. 

Oth. Nor send you out o’ the way ? 

Emil. Never. 

Oth. To fetch her fan, her gloves, her 
masls, nor nothing? 

Emil. Never, my lord. 

Oth. That’s strange. 

Emil. I durst, my lord, to wager she 
is honest, 

Lay down my soul at stake : if you tliink 
other, 

Remove your thought ; it doth abuse your 
] 30 som. 

If any wretch hath put this in your 
head, 

Let heaven requite it with the ser^^nt’s 
curse ! 

For, if she be not honest, chaste, and 
true, 

There’s no man happy; the purest of 
their wives 

Is foul as slander. 

Oth. Bid her come hither : go. 

{Exit Emilia. 

She says enough; yet she’s a simple 
bawd 

That cannot say as much. This is a 
subtle whore, 

A closet lock and key of villanous secrets : 

And yet she’ll kneel and pray; I have 
seen her do’t. 


Enter Desdemona with Emilia. 

Des. ]\Iy lord, what is your will ? 

Oth. Pray, chuck, come hither. 

Des. What is your pleasure ? 

Oth. Let me see your eyes; 

Look in my face. 

Des. What horrible fancy’s this? 

Oth. {To Emilia] Some of your func- 
tion, mistress; 

Leave procreants alone and shut the 
door ; 

Cough, or cry ‘ hem,’ if any body come : 
Your mystery, your mystery : nay, dis- 
patch. {Exit Emilia. 

. Des. Ui:)on my knees, what doth your 
speech import ? 

I understand a fury in your words. 

But not the words. 

Oth. Why, what art thou ? 

Des. Your wife, my lord ; your true 
And loyal wife. 

Oth. Come, swear it, damn thyself; 
Lest, being like one of heaven, the devils 
themselves 

Should fear to seize thee : therefore be 
double damn’d : 

Swear thou art honest. 

Des. Heaven doth truly know it. 

Oth. Heaven truly knows that thou art 
false as hell. 

Des. To whom, my lord ? with whom ? 
how am I false ? 

Oth. O Desdemona ! away ! away ! 
away ! 

Des. Alas the heavy day! Why do 
you weep ? 

Am I the motive of these tears, my 
lord ? 

If haply you my father do suspect 
An instrument of this your calling back, 
Lay not your blame on me : if you have 
lost him, 

Why, I have lost him too. 

Oth. Had it pleased heaven 

To try me with affliction ; had they rain’d 
All kinds of sores and shames on my bare 
head, 

Steep’d me in poverty to the very lips. 
Given to captivity me and my utmost 
hopes. 
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I should have found in some place of my 
soul 

A drop of patience : but, alas, to make me 
A fixed figure foi the lime of scorn 
To point his slow immoving finger at ! 

Vet could I bear that too ; well, very well : 
but there, where I have garner’d up my 
heart, 

Where cither I must live, or bear no life ; 
The fountain from the which my current 
runs. 

Or else dries up; to be discarded thence! 
Or keep it as a cistern for foul toads 
To knot and gender in! Turn thy com- 
plexion there, 

Patience, thou young and rose-lipi^’i! 
cherubin, — 

Ay, there, look grim as hell ! 

Des. I hope my noble lord esteems me 
honest. 

0th. O, ay ; as summer flies arc in the 
shambles, 

That quicken even wdth blowing. O thou 
weed. 

Who art so lovely fair and smell’s! so 
sweet 

That the sense aches at thee, would thou 
hadst ne'er lieen born ! 

Dcs. Alas, what ignorant sin have I 
committed ? 

0th. Was this fair paper, this most 
goodly book. 

Made to write ‘ w'horc ’ upon ? What 
committed ! 

Committed ! O thou public commoner ! 
I should make very forges of my cheeks, 
That w^ould to cinders burn up modesty, 
Did I but speak thy deeds. What com- 
mitted ! 

Heaven stops the nose at it and the moon 
winks. 

The bawdy wdnd that kisses all it meets 
Is hush’d within the hollow mine of earth. 
And will not hear it. What committed ! 
Impudent strumpet ! 

Des. By heaven, you do me wrong. 

0th. Are not you a strumpet ? 

Des. No, as I am a Christian : 

If to preserve this vessel for my lord 
Brom any other foul unlawful touch 
He not to be a strumpet, I am none. 


0th. What, not a whore ? 

Dc<:. No, as I shall be saved. 

0th. Is ’t possildc ? 

Des. O, heaven forgive U'. ! 

Oih. I cry you mercy, then : 

I took you for that cunning whore of 
Venice 

Tliat married w ith Othello. ^Raising his 
votcc\ You, mistress. 

That have the office opposite to Saint 
Tetei, 

And keep the gate of hell ! 

Re-enter Emilia. 

You, you, ay, you ! 

We have done our course; there's money 
for your pains : 

I pray you, turn the key and keep our 
counsel. {Exit. 

Evnl. Alas, what docs this gentleman 
conceive ? 

How do you, madam? how do you, my 
good lady? 

De^. 'Faith, half asleep. 

En/R. Good madam, what’s the matter 
with my lord ? 

Des. With who? 

Emil. Why, with my lord, madam. 

Des. Who is thy lord ? 

Emil. He that is yours, sweet lady. 

Des. I have none : do not talk to me, 
Emilia ; 

I cannot weep ; nor answer have I none, 

But what should go by water. Piithee, 
to-night 

Lay on my bed my w^edding sheets : re- 
member ; 

And call thy husband hither. 

Emil. Here’s a change indeed ! 

{Exit. 

Dcs. ’Tis meet 1 should be used so, 
very meet. 

How' have I been behav^ed, that he might 
stick 

The small ’st opinion on my least misuse ? 

Re-enter Emilia unth Iago. 

Ias;o. What is your pleasure, madam ? 
How is’t with you ? 

Dcs. I cannot tell. Those that do 
teach young babes 
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Do it with gentle means r.nd easy tasks : 

He might have chid me so ; for, in good 
faith, 

I am a child to chiding. 

Ia<^o. What ’s the matter, lady ? 

EmiL Alas, lago, my lord hath so 
hewhored her, 

Tlirown such despite and heavy terms 
upon her, 

As true hearts cannot bear. 

Dcs. Am I that name, lago? 

lai^o. What name, fair lady? 

Dci^. Such as she says my lord did say 
I was. 

EmiL He call’d her whore : a beggat 
in his diink 

Could not have laid such terms u 2 )on his 
call at. 

lago. Why did he so ? 

Dcs. I do not know ; I am sure I am 
none such. 

lago. Do not weep, do not weep. 
Alas the day! 

Emil. I'lnth she forsook so many noble 
matches. 

Her father and her country and herfriends, 

To be call’d whore? would it not make 
one wcej:) ? 

Dcs. It is my wretched foitime. 

lago. lleshrew him for’t ! 

How comes this trick ui>on him ? 

Dc^. Nay, heaven doth know. 

Emil. T will be hang'd, if some eternal 
villain, 

Some busy and insinuating rogue, 

Some cogging, cozening slave, to get some 
office. 

Have not devised this slander; I'll be 
hang’d else. 

lago. Fie, there is no such man ; it is 
impossible. 

Des. If any such there be, heaven 
pardon him ! 

Emil. A halter pardon him ! and hell 
gnaw his bones 1 

Wliy should he call her whore ? who kcei^s 
her company ? 

What place ? what time ? what form ? 
what likelihood? 

The Moor’s abused by some most vil- 
lanous knave, 


Some base notorious knave, some scurvy 
fellow. 

0 heaven, that such comi:>anions thou’ldst 

unfold. 

And put in eveiy honest hand a wdiip 
To lash the rascals naked through the 
world 

Even from the east to the west ! 

lago. Speak within door. 

EmiL O, fie upon them ! Some such 
squire he was 

That tu i n’d your wit th e seamy side withou t , 
And made you to susjiect me with the 
Moor. 

lago. You are a fool; go to. 

» Dcs. O good lago, 

What shall I do to win my lord again ? 
Good friend, go to him; for, by this light 
of heaven, 

1 know not how I lost him. Here I kneel : 
If e’er my will did trespass ’gainst his love, 
Either in discourse of thought or actual 

deed, 

Oi that mine eyes, mine ear.s, or any sense, 
Delighted them in any other form ; 

Or that I do not yet, and ever did, 

And ever will — though he do shake me off 
To beggarly divorcement — love him 
dearly. 

Comfort forswear me! Unkindness may 
do much; 

And his unkindness may defeat my life, 
Tut never taint my love. I cannot say 
‘ whore 

It doth abhor me now I speak the word ; 
To do the act that might the addition earn 
Not the woild’s mass of vanity could 
make me. 

lago. I pray you, be content ; ’tis but 
his humour : 

The business of the state docs him offence. 
And he does chide with youi 
Des^ If ’twere no other, — 
lago. ’Tis but so, I warrant. 

\Trumpets within. 
Hark, how these instruments summon to 
supper ! 

The messengers of Venice stay the meat : 
Go in, and weep not ; all things shall be 
well. [Exeunt Desdemona and 

Emilia. 
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Enter Roderigo. 

How now, Roderigo ! 

Rod. I do not find that thou dealest 
justly with me. 

lago. What in the contrary ? 

Rod. Every day thou daffest me with 
some device, lago ; and rather, as it 
seems to me now, keepest from me all 
conveniency than siippliest me with the 
least advantage of hope, I will indeed 
no longer endure it, nor am 1 yet per- 
suaded to put up in peace what already 
I have foolishly suffered, 

Ii\^o. Will you hear me, Roderigo? 

Rod. ’Faith, I have heard too muct, 
for your words and performances are no 
kin together. 

lago. You charge me most unjustly. 

Rod. With nought but truth. I have 
wasted myself out of my means. The 
jewels you have had fiom me to deliver 
to Desdemona would half have corrupted 
a votaiist : you have told me she hath 
received them and returned me expecta- 
tions and comforts of sudden respect and 
acquaintance, but I find none. 

Lago. Well ; go to ; very well. 

Rod. Very well ! go to ! I cannot go 
to, man; nor ’tis not very well: nay, I 
think it is scurvy, and Vjegin to find my- 
self fopped in it. 

laoo. Very well. 

Rod. I tell you ’tis not vejy well. I 
will make myself known to Desdemona : 
if she will return me my jewels, I will 
give over my suit and repent my unlaw- 
ful solicitation ; if not, assure yourself I 
will seek satisfaction of you. 

lago. You have said now. 

Rod. Ay, and said nothing but what I 
protest intendment of doing. 

Lago. Why, now I see there’s mettle 
in thee, and even from this instant do 
build on thee a better opinion than ever 
before. Give me thy hand, Roderigo: 
thou hast taken against me a most just 
exception ; but yet, I protest, I have dealt 
most directly in thy affair. 

Rod. It hath not appeared. 

Lago, I grant indeed it hath not ap- 


peared, and your suspicion is not without 
wit and judgement. But, Roderigo, if 
thou hast that in thee indeed, which I 
have greater reason to believe now than 
ever, I mean purpose, courage and valour, 
this night show it : if thou the next night 
following enjoy not Desdemona, take me 
from this world with treachery and devise 
engines for my life. 

Rod. Well, what is it? is it wdthin 
reason and compass ? 

Lago. Sir, there is especial commission 
come from Venice to depute Cassio in 
Othello’s place. 

Rod. Is that true ? why, then Othello 
and Desdemona return again to Venice. 

la^^o. O, no; he goes into Mauritania 
and takes away with him the fair Desde- 
mona, unless his abode be lingered here 
by some accident: wherein none can be 
so determinate as the removing of Cassio. 

7vW. Flow do you mean, removing of 
him ? 

lai^o. Why, by making him uncapable 
of Othello’s place ; knockingouthisbrains. 
Rod. And that you w’ould have me to do? 
lago. Ay, if you dare do yourself a 
profit and a nght. He sujis to-night 
with a harlotry, and thither will I go to 
him : he knows not yet of his honourable 
fortune. If you will w'atch his going 
thence, which 1 will fashion to fall out 
betw’cen twehe and one, you may take 
him at your pleasure : 1 w ill be near to 
second your attempt, and he shall fall 
betw'een us. Come, stand not amazed 
at it, but go along wdth me ; I wdll show you 
such a necessity in his death that you 
shall think yourself bound to put it on 
him. It is now" high supper-time, and 
the night grows to w'aste ; about it. 
l\od. I will hear further leason for this. 
lago. And you shall be satisfied. 

[Exennt. 

Scene III. Another room m the castle. 

Enter Othello, Lodovico, Desde- 
mona, Emilia, and Attendants. 

Lod. I do beseech you, sir, trouble your- 
self no further. 
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0th. O, pardon me ; ’ivvill do me good 
to walk. 

Lod. Madam, good night; I humbly 
thank your ladyship. 

Des. Your honour is most welcome. 

0th. Will you walk, sii ? 

O, — Dcsdemona, — 

My lord? 

Oth. Got you to bed on tlie instant; 

I will be returned forthwith : dismiss your 

attendant there: look it be done. 

L)es. I will, my lord. [Exeunt 

Othello^ I.odovico^ and Attendants. 

Emil. I- low goes it now? he looks 
gentler than he did. 

Des. lie says he will return incontinent : 

He hath commanded me to go to bed. 

And bade me to dismiss you. 

Emil. Dismiss me ! 

Des. It was his bidding; therefore, 
good Emilia, 

Give me my nightly wearing, and adieu: 

We must not now displease him. 

Emil. I w'ould you had never seen 
him! 

Des. So would not I : my love doth so 
approve him, 

That even his stubbornness, his checks, 
his fiowns, — 

Prithee, unpin me, — have grace and favour 
in them. 

Emil. I have laid those sheets you 
bade me on the bed. 

Des. All’s one. Good faith, how 
foolish are our minds ! 

If I do die before thee, prithee, shroud 
me 

In one of those same sheets. 

E?niL Come, come, you talk. 

Des. My mother had a maid call’d 
Barbara : 

She was in love, and he she loved pioved 
mad 

And did forsake her : she had a song of 
‘ W'illovv;’ 

An old thing ’twas, but it express’d her 
fortune. 

And she died singing it : that song to- 
night 

Will not go from my mind ; I have much 
to do, 


But to go hang my head all at one side, 
And sing it like poor Barbara. Prithee, 
dispatch. 

Einil. Shall I go fetch your night- 
gown ? 

Des. No, unpin me here. 

This Lodovico is a pioper man, 

Emil. A very handsome man. 

Des. He speaks well. 

Emil. I know a lady in Venice would 
have walked barefoot to Palestine for a 
touch of his nether lip. 

Des. [Singing The poor soul sat sigh- 
ing by a sycamore tree. 

Sing all a green willow; 

Hei hand on her bosom, her head on 
her knee, 

Sing willow, willow, willow' : 

The fresh streams ran by her, and 
murmur’d her moans; 
vSing willow, willow, willow ; 

Her salt tears fell from her, and soften’d 
the stones ; — 

Lay by these : — 

[Singing'l Sing willow, willow^, willow' ; 
Prithee, hie thee; he'll come anon: — 

[Singing Sing all a green w'illow must 
be my garland. 

Let nobody blame him; his scorn 1 
approve, — 

Nay, that’s not next. — Hark! who is’t 
that knocks? 

Emil. It’s the w'ind. 

Des. [Singnjg'\ I call’d my love false 
love ; but what said he then ? 
Sing wdllowr, willow, wnllow : 

If I couit moe women, you’ll couch 
W’ith moe men. — 

So, get thee gone; good night. Mine 
eyes do itch ; 

Doth that bode weeping ? 

Emil. ’Tis neither here nor there. 
Des. I have heard it said so. O, these 
men, these men ! 

Dost thou in conscience think, — tell me, 
Emilia, — 

That there be women do abuse their 
husbands 

In such gross kind ? 
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Emil. There be some such, no question. 
Des. Wouldst thou do such a deed for 
all the world ? 

Emil. Why, would not you ? 

Des. No, by this heavenly light ! 
Ei7iil. Nor I neither by this heavenly 
light ; 

I might do’t as well i’ the dark. 

Des. Wouldst thou do such a deed for 
all the world ? 

Emil. The world’s a huge thing: it is 
a great price 
For a small vice. 

Des. In troth, I think thou wouldst not. 
Emil. In troth, I think I should ; and 
undo ’t when I had done. Marr}^, I wo^Jd 
not do such a thing for a joint-iing, nor 
for measures of lawn, nor for gowns, 
petticoats, nor caps, nor any petty ex- 
hibition ; but, for the whole world, — why, 
who would not make her husband a 
cuckold to make him a monarch? I 
should venture purgatory for’t. 

Des. Beshrew me, if I w^ould do such 
a wrong 

For the whole world. 

Emil. Why, the wrong is but a wrong 
1 ’ the world; and having the world for 
your labour, ’tis a wrong in your owm 
world, and you might quickly make it 
right. 

Des. I do not think there is any such 
woman. 

Emil. Yes, a dozen; and as many to 
the vantage as would store the world they 
played for. 

But I do think it is their husbands’ faults 
If wives do fall : say that they slack their 
duties, 

And pour our treasures into foreign 
laps, 

Or else break out in peevish jealousies, 
Tlirowing restraint upon us ; or say they 
strike us. 

Or scant our former having in despite; 
Why, w'e have galls, and though we have 
some grace, 

Y et have we some revenge. Let husbands 
know 

Their wives have sense like them : they 
see and smell 


And have their palates both for sweet 
and sour, 

As husbands have. What is it that they do 

When tliey change us for others ? Is it 
sport ? 

I think it is : and doth affection breed 
it? 

I think it doth: is’t frailty that thus 
errs ? 

It is so too: and have not we affections, 

Desires foi sport, and frailty, as men 
have ? 

Then let them use us well : else let them 
know, 

The ills we do, their ills instruct us so. 

Des. Good night, good night : heaven 
me such uses send. 

Not to pick bad from bad, but by bad 
mend I {^Exetini. 

ACT V. 

Scene I. Cyprus. A street. 

Enter Iago and Roderigo. 

lago. Here, stand behind this bulk; 
straight will he come: 

Wear thy good rapier bare, and put it 
home: 

Quick, quick; fear nothing; I’ll be at 
thy elbow : 

It makes us, or it mars us ; think on that. 

And fix most firm thy resolution. 

Rod. Be near at hand ; I may miscarry 
in ’t. 

logo. Flere, at thy hand : be bold, 
and take thy stand. [Retires. 

Rod. I have no great devotion to the 
deed ; 

And yet he hath given me satisfying 
reasons : 

’Tis but a man gone. Forth, my sword : 
he dies. 

Iago. I have rubb’d this young quat 
almost to the sense, 

And he grows angry. Now', whether he 
kill Cassio, 

Or Cassio him, or each do kill the 
other. 

Every way makes my gain : live Roderigo, 

He calls me to a restitution large 
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Of gold and jewels lliat I bobb’d from 
him, 

As gifts to Desdemona; 

It must not be: if Cassio do remain, 

He hath a daily beauty in his life 

That makes me ugly; and, besides, the 
Moor 

May unfold me to him; there stand I in 
much peril : 

No, he must die. But so: I hear him 
coming. 

Enter Cassio. 

Rod. I know his gait, ’tis he. — Villain, 
thou dicst ! \I\lakes a pass at Cassio. 

Cas. That thrust had been mine enemy 
indeed, 

But 'that my coat is better than thou 
know'st : 

I will make proof of thine. 

[/^;'f?7cy, and ^aoiuids Rodcrigo. 

Rod. O, 1 am slain ! 

\_I< 2 go from behind ivoiimis Cassio 
in the and exit. 

Cas. I am maim’d for ever. Help, | 
ho ! murder ! murder ! \_Eaits. ' 

Enter Othello. 

Otk. The voice of Cassio : lago keeps 
his word. 

Rod. O, villain that I am ! 

Oth. It is even so. 

Cas. O, help, ho ! light ! a surgeon ! 

Oth. ’Tis he : — O brave lago, honest 
and just. 

That hast such noble sense of thy friend’s 
wrong ! 

Thou teachest me. Minion, youi deai 
lies dead, 

And your unblest fate hies : strumpet, I 
come. 

Forth of my heart those charms, thine 
eyes, are blotted ; 

Thy bed, lust -stain’d, shall with lust’s 
blood be spotted. {Exit. 

Enter Lodovico and Gratiano. 

Cas. What, ho! now^atch? no passage? 
murder ! murder ! 

Gra. ’Tis some mischance; the cry is 
very direful. 


Cas. O, help ! 

Lod. Hark ! 

Rod. O wretched villain ! 

Lod. Two or three groan : it is a heavy 
night : 

These may be counterfeits : let ’s think ’t 
unsafe 

To come in to the cry without more 
help. 

Rod. Nobody come ? then shall I bleed 
to death. 

Lod. Hark ! 

Rc-enter I AGO, ivith a h^ht. 

Gra. Here’s one comes in his shirt, 

, wdth light and weapons. 

Jago. Who’s there? whose noise is 
this that cries on murder ? 

I.od. We do not know. 

lago. Did not you hear a cry ? 

Cas. Here, here! for heaven’s sake, 
help me ! 

lago. What ’s the matter ? 

Gra. This is Othello’s ancient, as I 
take it. 

Lod. The same indeed ; a very valiant 
fellow. 

lago. What are you here that ciy so 
giievously ? 

Cas. lago? O, I am spoil’d, undone 
by villains ! 

Gi\e me some help. 

lago. O me, lieutenant ! what villains 
ha\ e done this ? 

Cas. I think that one of them is here- 
about, 

And cannot make away. 

/ago. O treacherous villains ! 

What are you there ? come in, and give 
some help. [To Lodovico and 

Gratiano. 

Rod. O, help me here ! 

Cas. That’s one of them. 

/ago. O murderous slave ! O villain ! 

[Stabs Roderigo. 

Rod. O damn’d lago ! O inhuman 
dog ! 

/ago. Kill men i’ the dark ! — Where 
be these bloody thieves ? — 

How silent is this town ! — Ho ! murder ! 
murder ! — 
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\Yhat may you be ? are you of good or 
evil ? 

Lod. As you shall prove us, praise us. 
lago. Signior Lodovico? 

J^od. He, sir. 

lago, I C17 you mercy. Here ’s Cassio 
hurt by villains. 

Gra. Cassio ! 

lago. How is ’t, brother ! 

Cas, My leg is cut in two. 

lago. Marry, heaven forbid ! 

Light, gentlemen: I’ll bind it with my 
shirt. 

Enter Bianca. 

Biaji. What is the mailer, ho? w?»o 
is’t that cued ? 
lago. Who is’t that cried ! 

Bian. O my dear Cassio ! my sweet 
Cassio ! 

0 Cassio, Cassio, Cassio ! 
lago. O notable strumpet ! Cassio, 
may you suspect 

Who they should be that have thus 
mangled you ? 

Cas. No. 

Gra. I am sorry to find you thus; I 
have been to seek you. 
dago. Lend me a garter. So. O, for 
a chair, 

To bear him easily hence ! 

Bian. Alas, he faints ! O Cassio, 
Cassio, Cassio! 

lago. Gentlemen all, I do suspect this 
trash 

To be a party in this injuiy. 

i’atience awhile, good Cassio. Come, 
cooie ; 

Lend me a light. Know we this face 
or no ? 

Alas, my friend and my dear countryman 

Roderigo ! no: — yes, sure; — O heaven! 
Roderigo. 

Gra. What, of Venice ? 
dago. Even he, sir : did you know him ? 
G7'a. Know him ! ay. 

dago. Signior Gratiano? I ciy you 
gentle pardon; 

These bloody accidents must excuse my 
manners, 

That so neglected you. 


Gi'a. I am glad to see you. 

dago. How do you, Cassio? O, a 
chair, a chair ! 

Gra. Roderigo ! 

dago. He, he, ’tis he. \^A chair bi'otight 
in.'\ O, that’s well said; the chair. 

Some good man bear him carefully from 
hence ; 

I'll fetch the general’s surgeon. \To 
Bianca] For you, mistress, 

Save you your labour. He that lies slain 
here, Cassio, 

Was my dear friend ; what malice was 
between you ? 

Cas. None in the world; nor do I 
know the m.an. 

dago. [ 7'o Btan.'] What, look you pale ? 
O, bear him out o’ the air. 

\^Cassto and Rodcidgo are boime off. 

Stay you, good gentlemen. Look you 
pale, mistress ? 

Do you perceive the gastness of her 
eye ? 

Nay, if you stare, w^e shall hear more 
anon. 

Behold her well ; I pray } ou, look upon 
her : 

Do you see, gentlemen ? nay, guiltiness 
will speak, 

Though tongues were out of use. 

Enter Emilia. 

EnnL ’Las, what ’s the matter ? what ’s 
the matter, husband ? 

dago. Cassio hath^here been set on in 
the dark 

By Roderigo and fellows that are scaped : 

He’s almost slain, and Roderigo dead. 

Emil. Alas, good gentleman! alas, 
good Cassio ! 

dago. This is the fruit of whoring. 
Prithee, Emilia, 

Go know of Cassio where he supp’d 
to-night. 

\To Bianca] What, do you shake at 
that? 

Bian. He supp’d at my house ; but I 
therefore shake not. 

dago. O, did he so? I charge you, 
go with me. 

Emil. Fie, fie upon thee, strumpet ! 
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Bian. I am no strumpet; but of life 
as honest 

As you that thus abuse me. 

E7nil. As I ! foh ! fie upon thee ! 
lago. Kind gentlemen, let’s go sec 
poor Cassio dress’d. 

Come, mistress, you must tell’s another 
talc. 

Emilia, run you to the citadel, 

And tell my lord and lady what hath 
happ’d. 

Will you go on? I pray. [AsuL] This 
is ihe night 

That either makes me or fordoes me 
quite. \Excunt. 

Scene II. A hcdihamhcr iu ihe castle’ 
Desdemoxa in bed asleep; a light 
hiu'ning, 

Entcj' OriiRLLO. 

0th. It is the cause, it is the cause, 
my soul, — 

Let me not name it to you, you chaste 
Stars ! — 

It is the cause. Yet I’ll not shed her 
blood ; 

Nor scar that whiter skin of hers than 
snow, 

And smooth as monumental alabaster. 

Yet she must die, else she’ll betray more 
men. 

Put out the light, and then put out the 
light: 

If I quench thee, thou flaming minister, 

I can again thy former light restore, 

Should I repent me: but once put out 
thy light, 

Thou cunning’s! pattern of excelling 
nature, 

I know not where is that Promethean 
heat 

That can thy light relume. When I have 
pluck’d the rose, 

I cannot give it vital growth again, 

It must needs wither : I ’ll smell it on the 
tree. \Kissing her. 

Ah, balmy breath, that dost almost 
persuade 

Justice to break her sword ! One more, 
one more. 


Be thus when thou art dead, and I will 
kill thee, 

And love thee after. One more, and 
this the last : 

So sw'eet was ne’er so fatal. I must weep, 

But they are cruel tears: this sorrow’s 
heavenly ; 

It strikes where it doth love. .She wakes. 

Des. Who’s there? Othello? 

0th. Ay, Desdemona? 

Des. Will you come to bed, my lord ? 

0th. Have you pray’d to-night, Desde- 
mona ? 

Des. Ay, my lord. 

0th. If you bethink yourself of any 
* Clime 

Unreconciled as yet to heaven and grace. 

Solicit for it straight. 

Des. Alas, my lord, what do you mean 
by that? 

0th. Well, do it, and be brief ; I will 
walk by : 

I would not kill thy unpreparec! spirit ; 

No ; heaven forfend ! I would not kill 
thy soul. 

Dei.. Talk you of killing ? 

0th. Ay, I do. 

Des. Then heaven 

Have meicy on me ! 

0th, Amen, with all my heart ! 

Des. If you say so, I hope you will 
not kill rne. 

0th. Hum! 

Des. And yet I fear you ; for you are 
fatal then 

W^hen your eyes roll so : why I should 
fear I know not. 

Since guiltiness I know not; but yet 1 
feel I fear. 

0th. Think on thy sins. 

Des. They are loves I bear to you. 

0th. Ay, and for that thou diest. 

Des. That death’s unnatural that kills 
for loving. 

Alas, why gnaw you so your nethei 
lip ? 

Some bloody passion shakes your very 
frame : 

These are portents; but yet I hope, I 
hope. 

They do not point on me. 
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0th. Peace, and be still ! 

Des. I will so. What’s the matter.'* 
0th. That handkerchief which I so 
loved and gave thee 
Thou gavest to Cassio. 

Des. N o, by my life and soul ! 

Send for the man, and ask him. 

0th. Sweet soul, take heed. 

Take heed of perjury; thou art on thy 
death-bed. 

Des. Ay, but not yet to die. 

0th. Yes, presently: 

Theiefore confess thee freely of thy sin; 
For to deny each article with oath 
Cannot remove nor choke the strong 
conception % 

That I do groan withal. Thou art to die. 
Des. Then Lord have mercy on me ! 
0th. I say, amen. 

Des. And have you mercy too! I 
never did 

Offend you in my life ; never loved Cassio 
But with such general warranty of heaven 
As 1 might love ; I never gave him token. 
0th By heaven, 1 saw my handkerchief 
in’s hand. 

0 perjured woman ! thou dost stone my 

heart, 

And makest me call what I intend to do 
A murder, which I thought a sacrifice : 

1 saw^ the handkerchief. 

Des, He found it then; 

I never gave it him : send for him hither ; 
Let him confess a truth. 

0th. He hath confess’d. 

De'i. What, my lord ? 

0th. That he hath used thee. 

Des. . How ? unlawfully ? 

0th. Ay. 

Des. Pie will not say so. 

0th. No, his mouth is stopp’d; 

Honest lago hath ta’en order for’t. 

Des. O 1 my fear interprets : what, is 
he dead ? 

0th. Had all his hairs been lives, my 
great revenge 
Had stomach for them all. 

Des. Alas ! he is betray’d and I un- 
done. 

0th. Out, strumpet! w^eep’st thou for 
him to my face ? 


Des. O, banish me, my lord, but kill 
me not ! 

0th. Down, strumpet! 

Des. Kill me to-morrow : let me live 
to-night ! 

0th, Nay, if you strive, — 

Des. But half an hour ! 

0th. Being done, there is no pause. 

Des. But while I say one prayer ! 

0th, It is too late. 

\IIc stifles her. 

Emil. llVithin^ My lord, my lord ! 
what, ho! my lord, my lord! 

0th. What noise is this ? Not dead? 
not yet quite dead ? 

I that am cruel am yet merciful ; 

I would not have thee linger in thy pain : 
i So, so. 

! Emil. \}Vithh{\ What, hoimyloid, 
my lord ! 

0th. Who’s theie? 

Evnl. [IP^ithin] O, good my lord, I 
would speak a word with you ! 

0th. Yes: ’tis Emilia. By and by. 
She’s dead. 

’Tis like she comes to speak of Cassio’s 
death. — 

The noise was heie. Ha! no more 
moving ? 

Still as the grave. Shall she come in ? 
w ere ’t good ? — 

I think she stirs again : — no. What’s 
best to do ? 

If she come in, she’ll sure speak to my 
wife : 

My wife ! my wdfe ! what wife ? I have 
no wife. 

O, insupportable ! O heavy hour ! 

Methinks it should be now a huge 
eclipse 

Of sun and moon, and that the affiighted 
globe 

Should yawn at alteration. 

Emil. [IFithin] I do beseech you 

That I may speak wdth you, O, good 
my lord ! 

0th. I had forgot thee : O, come in, 
Emilia : 

Soft; by and by. Let me the curtains 
draw\ 

Where art thou ? {Unlocks the door. 
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Enter Emilia. 

What’s the matter with thee now’? 

Emil. O, my good lord, yonder’s 
foul murdeis done! 

0th. What, now’? 

Emil. Ihit now’, my lord. 

Oih. It is the very error of the 
moon ; 

She comes more nearer earth than she 
w’as wont, 

And makes men mad. 

Emil. Cassio, my loid, hath kill’d a 
young Venetian 

Call’d Roderigo. 

Ofh. Roderigo kill’d ! 

And Cassio kill’d ! 

Emil. No, Cassio is not kill’d. 

0th. Not Cassio kill’d! then murder’s 
out of tune, 

And sweet revenge grow’S harsh. 

Des. O, falsely, falsely muider’d ! 

Emil. Alas, what cry is that ? 

0th. That ! what ? 

Emil. Out, and alas! that w'as my 
lady’s voice. 

Help ! help, ho ! help ! O lady, speak 
again ! 

Sw^eet Desdemona ! O sw’eet mistress, 
speak ! 

Des. A gudtless death I die. 

Emil. O, who hath done this deed? 

Des. Nobody; I myself. Farewell: 

Commend me to my kind lord : O, fare- 
well ! \Dies. 

0th. Why, how should she be mur- 
der’d ? 

Emil. Alas, who know’s? 

0th. You heard her say herself, it was 
not I. 

Emil. She said so: I must needs 
report the truth. 

0th. She’s, like a liar, gone to burn- 
ing hell : 

’Tvvas I that kill’d her. 

Emil. O, the more angel she, 

And you the blacker devil ! 

0th. She turn’d to folly, and she w’as 
a whore. 

Emil. Thou dost belie her, and thou 
art a devil. 


0th. She W’as false as water. 

Emil. Thou art rash as fire, to say 

That she was false : O, she was heavenly 
true ! 

0th. Cassio did top her; ask thy 
husband else. 

O, I were damn’d beneath all depth in 
hell. 

But that I did proceed upon just grounds 

To this extremity. Thy husband knew 
it all. 

Emil, hly husband ! 

0th. Thy husband. 

Emil. That she was false to w’edlock I 

Oth. Ay. with Cassio. Nay, had she 
/■ been true, 

If heaven w’ould make me such another 
world 

Of one entire and perfect chrysolite, 

I ’Id not have sold her for it. 

Emil. My husband ! 

Oth. Ay, ’twas he that told me first : 

An honest man he is, and hates the slime 

That sticks on filthy deeds. 

Emil. My husband! 

Oth. What needs this iteration, woman? 
I say thy husband. 

Emil. O mistress, villany hath made 
mocks with love ! 

My husband say that she was false ! 

Oth. He, woman ; 

I say thy husband : dost understand the 
word ? 

My friend, thy husband, honest, honest 
lago. 

Emil. If he say so, may his pernicious 
soul 

Rot half a grain a day! he lies to the 
heart : 

She was too fond of her most filthy 
bargain. 

Oth. Ha! 

Emil. Do thy worst : 

This deed of thine is no more worthy 
heaven 

Than thou wast worthy her. 

Oth. Peace, you were best. 

Emil. Thou hast not half that power 
to do me harm 

As I have to be hurt. O gull ! O 
dolt ! 
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As ignorant as dirt! thou hast done a 
deed — 

I care not for thy sword ; I ’ll make thee 
known, 

Though I lost twenty lives. — Help! 
help, ho ! help ! 

The Moor hath kill’d my mistress! 
IMurder! murder! 

Enter Montano, Gratiano, I ago, 
and others. 

Mon. What is the matter ? I low now, 
general ! 

Emil. O, are you come, lago? you 
have done well. 

That men must lay their murders on y^.^tir 
neck. 

Gra. What is the matter ? 

Emil. Disprove this villain, if thou 
be’st a man : 

lie says thou told’st him that his wife 
was false : 

I know thou didst not, thou’ri not such a 
villain ; 

Speak, for my heart is full. 

lago. I told him what I thought, and 
told no more 

Than what he found himself was apt and 
true. 

Emil. But did you ever tell him she 
was false ? 

lago. I did. 

E77iiL You told a lie; an odious, 
damned lie; 

Upon my soul, a lie, a wdeked lie. 

She false with Cassio ! — did you say with 
Cassio ? 

lago. With Cassio, mistress. Go to, 
charm your tongue. 

Eijiil. I will not charm my tongue; 
I am bound to speak : 

My mistress here lies murder’d in her 
bed, — 

All. O heavens forfend ! 

Einil. And your reports have set the 
murder on. 

0th. Nay, stare not, masters: it is 
true, indeed. 

Gra. ’Tis a strange truth. 

Mon. O monstrous act ! 

Emil. Villany, villany, villany ! 


I thin.k upon’t, I think: I smell ’t: O 
villany ! — 

I thought so then: — I’ll kill myself for 
grief:— 

0 villany, villany ! 

lago. What, are you mad? I charge 
you, get 3^ou home. 

Emil. Good gentlemen, let me have 
leave to speak : 

’Tis propel I obey him, but not now. 

Berchanre, lago, I will ne’er go home. 

0th. O ! O ! O ! \_Hc falls on the bed. 

Emil. Nay, lay thee down and 
roar; 

For thou hast kill’d the sweetest inno- 
cent 

That e’er did lift up eye. 

0th. \^Rising'\ O, she v^as foul ! 

1 scarce did know you, uncle : there lies 

your niece. 

Whose breath, indeed, these hands have 
newly stopp'd : 

I know this act shows horrible and 
grim. 

Gf'a. Poor Desdemona ! I am glad thy 
father’s dead: 

Thy match was mortal to him, and pure 
grief 

Shore his old thread in twain: did he 
live now. 

This sight w’ould make him do a desperate 
turn, 

Yea, curse his better angel from his side, 

And fall to reprobation. 

Ofh. ’Tis pitiful ; but yet lago know^s 

That she with Cassio hath the act of 
shame 

A thousand times committed; Cassio 
confess’d it : 

And she did gratify his amorous works 

With that recognizance and pledge of 
love 

AVhich I first gave her ; I saw it in his 
hand : 

It was a handkerchief, an antique token 

My father gave my mother. 

E7nil. O heaven ! O heavenly powers ! 

/ago. Come, hold your peace. 

E77iil. ’Twill out, ’twill out : I peace ! 

No, I will speak as liberal as the 
north : 
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Let heaven and men and devils, let them 
all, 

All, all, cry shame against me, yet I’ll 
speak. 

lago. Be wise, and get you home. 

Emil. I will not. 

\Lago qffei'S to stab Emilia. 

Gra. Fie ! 

Your sword upon a woman ? 

Emil. O thou dull Moor ! that hand- 
kerchief thou speak’st of 

I found by fortune and did give my 
husband ; 

For often, with a solemn earnestness, 

More than indeed belong’d to such a 
trifle, 

He begg’d of me to steal it. 

lago. Villanous whore ! 

Emil. She give it Cassio ! no, alas ! I 
found it, 

And I did give’t my husband. 

lago. Filth, thou best ! 

Emil. By heaven, I do not, I do not, 
gentlemen. 

O murderous coxcomb ! what should 
such a fool 

Do with so good a woman ? 

Oih. Are there no stones in heaven 

But what serve for the thunder ? — 
Precious villain ! \Ile runs at lago : 

lago, from behind, stabs 
Emiha, and exit 

Gra. The woman falls; sure, he hath 
kill’d his \vife. 

Emil. Ay, ay : O, lay me by my 
mistress’ side. 

Gra. He’s gone, but his wife’s 
kill’d. 

Mon. ’Tis a notorious villain. Take 
you this weapon, 

Which I have here recover’d from the 
Moor : 

Come, guard the door without; let him 
not pass. 

But kill him rather. I ’ll after that same 
villain. 

For ’tis a damned slave. 

\Exeunt Montano and Gratiano. 

0th. I am not valiant neither, 

But every puny whipster gets my 
sword : 


But why should honour outlive honesty ? 

Let it go all. 

Emil. What did thy song bode, lady ? 

Hark, cans! thou hear me ? I will play 
the swan, 

And die in music. \_Singing\ Willow, 
willow, wdllow. — 

Moor, she was chaste ; she loved thee, 
cruel Moor; 

So come my soul to bliss, as I speak 
tiue ; 

So speaking as I think, I die, I die. 

\^Dies. 

0th. I have another weapon in this 
chamber ; 

Ir is a sword of Spain, the ice-brook’s 
temper : — 

O, here it is. Uncle, I must come 
forth. 

Gra. [JVifhin] If thou attempt it, it 
will cost thee dear : 

Thou hast no weapon, and perforce must 
suffer. 

0th. Look in upon me then and speak 
with me. 

Or, naked as I am, I will assault thee. 

Re-enter Gra'ITANO. 

G)a. What is the matter ? 

0th. Behold, I have a weapon ; 

A better never did itself sustain 

Upon a soldier’s thigh : I have seen the 
day. 

That, with this little arm and this good 
swoid, 

I have made my way through more im- 
pediments 

Than twenty times your stop:* but, O 
vain boast ! 

Who can control his fate? ’tis not so 
now. 

Be not afraid, though you do see me 
w'eapon’d ; 

Here is my journey’s end, here is my 
butt, 

And very sea-mark of my utmost sail. 

Do you go back dismay’d ? ’tis a lost 
fear; 

Man but a rush against Othello’s breast. 

And he retires. Where should Othello 
go? 
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Now, how dost thou look now ? O ill- 
starr’d wench ! 

Pale as thy smock ! when we shall meet 
at compt, 

This look of thine will hurl my soul from 
heaven, 

And fiends will snatch at it. Cold, cold, 
my girl ! 

Even like thy chastity. O cursed slave ! 

Whip me, ye devils, 

Erom the possession of this heavenly 
sight ! 

Blow me about in winds ! roast me in 
sulphur !• 

Wash me in steep-down gulfs of liquid 
fire ! t 

O Desdemona ! Desdemona ! dead ! 

Oh ! Oh ! Oh ! 

Enter Lodovico, Montano, Cassio 

carried in a chair ^ and Officers with 

Iago, prisoner, 

I^od, Where is this rash and most un- 
fortunate man? 

0th. That’s he that was Othello ; heie 

I am. 

Lod. Where is that viper? bring the 
villain forth. 

0th. I look down towards his feet; 
but that ’s a fable. 

If that thou be’st a devil, I cannot kill 
thee. {^IVonnds Iago. 

Lod. Wrench his sword fiom him. 

dago. I bleed, sir; but not kill’d. 

0th. I am not sorry neither: I ’Id 
have thee live ; 

For, in my sense, ’tis happiness to 
die. 

Lod. O thou Othello, that wert once 
so good, 

Fall’n in ftie practice of a damned 
slave. 

What shall be said to thee ? 

0th. Why, any thing: 

An honourable murderer, if you will ; 

For nought I did in hate, but all in 
honour. 

Lod. This wretch hath part confess’d 
his villany: 

F>id you and he consent in Cassio’s death? 

0th. Ay. 


Cas. Dear general, I never gave you 
cause. 

Oih. I do believe it, and I ask you 
pardon. 

Will you, I pray, demand that demi- 
devil 

Why he hath thus ensnared my soul and 
body ? 

Iago. Demand me nothing : what you 
know, you know : 

From this time forth I never will speak 
word. 

Lod. What, not to pray ? 

Gra. Torments will ope your lips. 

Oth. Well, thou dost best. 

Lod. Sir, you shall understand what 
hath befall’n. 

Which, as I think, you know not. Here 
is a letter 

Found in the pocket of the slain 
Roderigo ; 

And here another : the one of them 
imports 

The death of Cassio to be undertook 

By Roderigo. 

Oth. O villain ! 

Cas. Most heathenish and most gross ! 

Lod. Now here’s another discontented 
paper. 

Found in his pocket too ; and this, it 
seems, 

Roderigo meant to have sent this damned 
villain ; 

But that belike Iago in the interim 

Came in and satisfied him. 

Oth. O the pernicious caitiff! 

How came you, Cassio, by that handker- 
chief 

That was my wife’s ? 

Cas. I found it in my chamber : 

And he himself conless’d but even now 

That there he dropp’d it for a special 
purpose 

Which wrought to his desire. 

Oth. O fool ! fool ! fool ! 

Cas, There is besides in Roderigo’s 
letter, 

How he upbraids Iago, that he made 
him 

Brave me upon the watch ; whereon it 
came 
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That I was cast : and e\ en but now he 
spake, 

After Ions; seeming dead, lago hurt him, 

lago set him on. 

Lod. must forsake this room, and 
go with us : 

Your j^ower and your command is taken 
off, 

And Cassio rules in Cyprus. For this 
slave, 

If there be any cunning cruelty 

That can torment him much and hold 
him long, 

It shall be his. You shall close prisoner 
rest, 

Till that the nature of your fault be 
known 

To the Venetian state. Come, bring him 
away. 

OtJi, Soft you ; a word or two before 
you go. 

I have done the state some service, and 
they know’t. 

No more of that. I pray you, in year 
letters, 

When you shall these unlucky deeds 
relate. 

Speak of me as I am ; nothing exten- 
uate. 

Nor set down aught in malice : then 
must you speak 

Of one that loved not wisely but too 
well ; 

Of one not easily jealous, but being 
wrought 

Perplex’d in the extreme ; of one whose 
hand, 

Like the base Indian, threw a pearl 
away 


Richer than all his tribe ; of one whose 
subdued eyes. 

Albeit unused to the melting mood, 

Diop tears as fast as the Arabian trees 
Their medicinal gum. Set you down 
this ; 

And say besides, that in Aleppo once. 
Where a malignant and a turban’d Turk 
Beat a Venetian and traduced the state, 

I took by the throat the circumcised 
dog, 

And smote him, thus. \Slahs himself, 
Lod» O bloody period ! 

Gra. All that’s spoke is marr’d. 
0/h. I kiss’d thee ere I kill’d thee : no 
’ way but this ; 

Killing myself, to die upon a kiss. 

[Falls on ihe kd, and dies, 
Ca^, This did I fear, but thought he 
had no weapon ; 

For he was great of heart. 

Lod. [ To lago] O Spartan dog, 
More fell than anguish, hunger, or the 
sea 1 

Look on the tragic loading of this bed ; 
This is thy work : the object poisons 
sight ; 

Lei it be hid. Giatiano, keep the house, 
And seize upon the foi tunes of the Moor, 
For they succeed on you. To you, lord 
governor, 

Remains the censure of this hellish 
villain ; 

The time, the place, the torture : 0, en- 
force it ! 

Myself will straight aboard ; and to the 
state 

This heavy act with heavy heart relate. 

[Exetmt, 
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ACT I. 

Scene I. Alexa7idria, A room in 
Cleopah'cP s palace. 

Enter Demetrius and Philo. 

Phi, Nay, but this dotage of our 
general’s 

O’erflows the measure ; those his goodly 
eyes, 

That o’er the files and musters of the 
war 

Plave glow’d like plated Mars, now 
bend, now turn, 

The office and devotion of their view 

Upon a tawny front : his captain’s heart, 

^Vfiich in the scuffles of great fights bath 
burst 

The buckles on his breast, reneges all 
temper, 

VOL. III. 


And is become the bellows and the fan 

To cool a gipsy’s lust. 

Flourish. Enter Antony, Cleopatra, 

her Ladies.^ the Train^ 7oitk Eunuchi 
fanning her. 

Look, where they come : 

Take but good note, and you shall see in 
him 

The triple pillar of the world transform’d 

Into a strumpet’s fool : behold and see. 

Cleo. If irte love indeed, tell me how 
much. 

Ant, There’s beggary in the love^that 
can be reckon’d. 1a ‘ v . 

Cleo. I’ll set a bourn how far to be 
beloved. 

Afit. Then must thou needs find out 
new heaven, new earth. 

Z 
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Enter ati Attendant. 

Atf, News, my good lord, from Rome. 

Aitt. Grates me: the sum. 

Cteo, Nay, hear* them, Antony : 

Fulvia perchance is angry ; or, who 
knows 

If the scarce-bearded Caesar have not sent 

His powerful mandate to you, ‘ Do this, 
or this ; 

Take in that kingdom, and enfranchise 
that ; 

Perform 't, or else we damn thee.’ 

Ant. How, my love ! 

Cho. Perchance ! nay, and most like : 

You must not stay here longer, your 
dismission 

Is come from Cresar; therefore hear it, 
Antony. 

Where’s Fulvia’s process? Caesar’s I 
would say ? both ? 

Call in the messengers. As I am Egypt’s 
queen. 

Thou Ijlu^est, Antony ; and that blood 
of thine 

Is Caesar’s homager : else so thy cheek 
pays sliame 

When shrill-tongued Fulvia scolds. The 
messengers ! 

Ant. Let Rom^ in Tiber melt, and 
the wide arch 

Of the ranged empire fall ! Here is my 
space. 

Kingdoms are clay : our dungy earth alike 

Feeds beast as man : the nobleness of life 

Is to do thus ; when such a mutual pair 
\Embi'achig. 

And such a twain can do’t, in which I 
bind, 

On pain of punishment, the w^orld to w;cet 

We stand up peerless. 

Cleo. Excellent falsehood ! 

Why did he marry Fulvia, and not love 
her? 

I’ll seem the fool I am not; Antony 

Will be himself. * 

Ant. But stirr’d by Cleopatra. 

Now, for the love of Love and her soft 
hours, 

Let’s not confound the time with con- 
ference harsh : 


There’s not a minute of our lives should 
stretch 

Without some pleasure now. What spon 
to-night ? 

Cleo. Hear the ambassadors. 

Ant. Fie, wrangling queen ! 

Whom every thing becomes, to chide, to 
laugh, 

To weep ; whose every passion fully strives 
To make itself, in thee, fair and admired! 
No messenger, but thine; and all alone 
To-night we’ll wander through the streets 
and note 

The qualities of people. Come, my queen; 
Last night you did desire it : speak not 
r to us. \Exeunt Ant. and Cleo. 

until their train. 
Deni. Is Csesar with Antonius prized 
so slight ? 

Phi. Sir, sometimes, when he is not 
Antony, 

He comes too short of that great proper!) 
Which still should go with Antony. 

Deni. I am full son) 

That he approves the common liar, who 
Thus speaks of him at Rome : but I will hope 
Of better deeds to-morrow. Rest you 
happy ! [Excun/. 

Scene II. The same. Another room. 

Enter Charmian, Iras, Alexas, and u 
Soothsayer. 

Char. Lord Alexas, sweet Alexas 
most any thing Alexas, almost most abso 
lute Alexas, where’s the soothsayer tha 
)ou praised so to the queen? 0, that ' 
knew this husband, which, you say, mns 
^charge his horns with garlands ! 

Alex. Soothsayer ! 

Sooth. Your will ? 

Char. Is this the man ? Is ’t you, sir 
that know things ? 

Sooth. In nature’s infinite book ofsecrec; 
A little I can read. 

Alex. Show him your hand- 

Enter Enobarbus. 

Eno. Bring in the banquet quickly 
wine enough 

Cleopatra’s health to drink. 
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Char. Good sir, give me good fortune. 

Sooth. I make not, but foresee. 

Char. Pray, then, foresee me one. 

Sooth. You shall be yet far fairer than 
you are. 

Char. He means in flesh. 

Iras. No, you shall paint when you 
are old. 

Char. ^Yrinkles forbid ! 

< Alex, Vex not his prescience; be at- 
tentive. 

Char. Hush! 

Sooth. You shall be more beloving than 
beloved. 

Char. I had rather heat my liver \\ith 
drinking. • 

Alex. Nay, hear him. 

Char. Good now, some excellent for- 
tune ! Let me be married to three kings 
ia a forenoon, and widow them all : let 
me have a child at fifty, to whom Herod 
of Jewry may do homage: find me to 
marry me with Octavius Caesar, and com- 
panion me with my mistress. 

Sooth. You shall outli^ the lady whom 
you serve. 

Char. O excellent ! I love long life 
better than figs. 

Sooth. You have seen and proved a 
fairer former fortune 
Than that which is to approach. 

Char. Then belike my children shall 
have no names: prithee, how many boys 
Ynd wenches must I have ? 

Soot/iTXi every of your wishes had a 
womb. 

And fertile every wi'^h, a million. 

Char. Out, fool ! I forgive thee for a 
^vitch. 

Alex. You think none but your sheets 
are privy to your washes. 

Char. Nay, come, tell Iras hers. 

Alex. We’ll know all our fortunes. 

Elio. Mine, and most of our fortunes, v 
to-night, shall be — drunk to bed.^i*^^^ 

Iras. There’s a palm presses chastity, 
if nothing else. ^ ' 

Char. E’en as the o’erflowing Nilus 
presageth famine. 

Iras. Go, you wild bedfellow, you can- 
not soothsay. 


Char. Nay, if an oily palm be not a 
fruitful progno stica tion, I cannot scratch 
mine car. Prithee, tell her but a worky- 
day fortune. 

Sooth. Your fortunes are alike. 

Iras. But how, but how? give me 
particulars. 

Sooth. I have said. 

has. Am I not an inch of fortune 
better than she ? 

Char. Well, if you were but an inch 
of fortune better than I, where would you 
choose it ? 

Iras. Not in my husband’s nose. 

Char. Our worser thoughts heavens 
mend ! Alexas, — come, his fortune, his 
fortune ! O, let him marry a woman that 
cannot go, sweet Isis, I beseech thee ! 
and let her die too, and give him a w'orse ! 
and let worse follow worse, till the worst 
of all follow him laughing to his grave, 
fifty-fold a cuckold ! Good Isis, hear me 
this prayer, though thou deny me a matter 
of more weight; good Isis, I beseech 
thee ! 

Iras. Amen. Dear goddes=!, hear that 
prayer of the people ! for, as it is a heart- 
breaking to see a handsome man loose - 
wived, so it is a deadly sorrow to behold 
a foul knave uncuckolded ; therefore, dear 
Isis, keep decorum, and fortune him ac- 
cordingly ! 

Char. Amen. 

Alex. Lo, now, if it lay in their hands 
to make me a cuckold, they would make 
themselves whores, but they ’Id do't! 

Eno. Hush 1 here comes Antony. 

Char. Not he; the queen. 

Enter Cleopatra. 

Clco. Saw you my lord ? 

Eno. No, lady. 

Cleo. Was he not here ? 

Char. No, madam. 

Cleo, He was disposed to mirth; but 
on the sudden 

A Roman thought hath struck him. 
Enobarbus ! 

Eno. Madam ? 

Clco. Seek him, and bring him hither. 
Where’s Alexas? 
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Akx. Here, at your service. My lord 
approaches. 

Cleo. We will not look upon him : c[o 
with us. {ExeiinL 

Enter Antony ivith a Messenger and 
Attendants. 

Mess. Fulvia thy wife first came into 
the field. 

Ant. Against my brother Lucius? 

I\Iess, Ay : 

But soon that war had end, and the 
time’s state 

Made friends of them, jointing their force 
’gainst Caesar; 

Whose better issue in the war, from Italy, 

Upon the first encounter, drave them. 

Ant, Well, what worbt? 

Mess. The nature of bad news infects 
the teller. 

Ant. When it concerns the fool or 
coward. On : 

Things that are past arc done with me. 
’Tis thus; 

Who tells me true, though in his tale lie 
death, 

I hear him as he flatter’d. 

Mess. Labi en us — 

This is stiff news — hath, with his Parthian 
force. 

Extended Asia from Eujihrates ; 

His conquering bannei shook from Syria 

To Lydia and to Ionia; 

Whilst— 

Aid. Antony, thou wouldst .say, — 

Mess. O, my lord ! 

Ant. Speak to me home, mince not 
the geneial tongue: 

Name Cleopatra as she is call'd in Rome; 

Rail thou in Fulvia’s phrase ; and taunt 
my faults 

With such full license as both truth and 
malice 

Have power to utter. O, then we bring 
forth weeds. 

When our quick minds lie still ; and our 
ills told us 

Is as our earing. Fare thee well awhile. 

Mess. At your noble pleasure. {Exit. 

Ant. From Sicyon, ho, the news! 
Speak there ! 


FiiA Att. The man from Sicyon, — is 
there such an one ? 

Sec. Att. He stays upon your will. 
Ant. Let him appear. 

These strong Egyptian fetters I must break, 
Or lose inybclf in dotage. 

Enter another Messenger. 

What are you ^ 

Sec. Mess. Fulvia thy wife is dead. 
Ant. Where died she ? 

Sec. Mess. In Sicyon : 

Her length of sickness, with what else 
moie serious 

Importeth thee to know, this bears. 

^ [Owes a letter. 

Ant. Forbear me. 

\Exit Sec. u\Icsscnger. 

There ’s a great spirit gone ! Thus did 1 
desire it : 

What our contempt doth often hurl from 
us. 

We wish it ours again ; the present 
pleasure. 

By revolution lowering, does become 
The opposite of itself: she’s good, being 
gone; 

The hand could pluck her back that 

shoved her on. 

I must from this enchanting queen break 
off: 

Ten thousand harms, more than the ilk 
I know. 

My idleness doth hatch. How now ! 
Enobarbus ! 

Re-enter Enobaruus. 

Eno. What ’s your pleasure, sir ? 

Ant. I must with haste from hence. 
Eno. Why, then, we kill all our women : 
we sec how mortal an unkindness is to 
them ; if they suffer our de23arture, death 
the Avord. 

Ant. I must be gone. 

Eno, Under a compelling occasion, let 
women die: it were pity to cast them 
away for nothing ; though, between them 
and a great cause, they should be esteemed 
nothing. Cleopatra, catching but the 
least noise of this, dies instantly ; I have 
seen her die tw^enty times upon far j^oorer 
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I )o strongly speak to us ; but the letters 
too 

Of many our contriving friends in Rome 

Petition us at home : Sextus lk)mpeius 

Hath given the dare to Ccesar, and com- 
mands 

The em])irc of the sea : our slipjDcry 
people, 

Whose lo\e is never link’d to the deserver 

Till his deserts aie past, Ijegin to throw 

Pompey the Great and all his dignities 

rpon his son; v^ho, high in name and 
power, 

Higher than both in blood and life, stands 

For the main soldier : whose quality, 
going on, 

The sides o’ the world may danger : much 
is breeding, 

Which, like the courser’s hair, hath yet 
but life. 

And not a serpent’s poison. Say, our 
pleasure, 

To such whose place is under us, re- 
quires 

Oui quick remove from hence 

Eno. I shall do’t. \Exeiint. 

Scene HI. The same. Another room. 

Enter Cleopatra, Ciiarmian, Iras, 
amt Alexas. 

Clco. Where is he ? 

Char. I did not see him since. 


moment: I do think there is mettle in 
death, which commits some losing act 
upon her, she hath such a celeiity in 
dying. 

Ant. Sheis cunning past man’s thought. 

Eno. Alack, sir, no; her passions aie 
made of nothing but the finest part of 
juire love : we cannot call her winds and 
waters sighs and tears ; they are greater 
storms and tempests than almanacs can 
repoit : tliis cannot be cunning in her ; if 
it be, she makes a shower of rain as well 
as Jove. 

Ant. Would I had never seen her! 

Eno. O, sir, you had then left unseen 
a wonderful piece of work ; which not to. 
have been blest withal would have dis- 
credited your travel. 

Ant. Fulvia is dead. 

Eno. Sir? 

Ant. Pktlvia is dead. 

Eno. Fulvia! 

Atit. Dead. 

Eno. Why, sir, give the gods a thank- 
ful sacrifice. When it pleaseth their 
deities to take the wife of a man from him, 
It shows to man the tailors of the earth ; 
comforting therein, that when old lobes 
are worn out, there are members to make 
new. If there w^eie no more women 
but Fulvia, then had you indeed a cut, 
and the case to lie lamented : this grief is 
crowned with consolation ; your old smock 
brings forth a new petticoat : and indeed 
the teais live in an onion that should 
water this soirow. 

Ant. The bubiness she hath broached 
in the state 

Cannot endure my absence. 

Eno. And the business you have 
broached here cannot be without you; 
especially that of Cleopatra's, which 
wholly depends on your abode. 

A7it. No more light answers. Let our 
officers 

Plave notice what w'e j^urpose. I shall 
break 

The cause of our expedience to the queen, 
And get her leave to part. For not alone 
The death of Fulvia, with more urgent 
touches, 


Clco. See where he is, wdio’s with 
him, w'hat he docs : 

I did not send you : if you find him sad, 
wSay I am dancing; if in mirth, report 
That I am sudden sick : quick, and 
return. \Exit Alexas. 

Char. Madam, methinks, if you did 
love him dearly, 

You do not hold the method to enforce 
The like from him. 

Cleo. What should I do, I do not ? 

Char. In each thing give him way, 
cross him in nothing. 

Cleo. Tliou teachest like a fool; the 
w^ay to lose him. 

Cha7\ Tempt him not so too far; I 
wish, forbear: 
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In time we hate that which we often fear. 

But here comes Antony. 

Enta' Antony. 

Clco. I am sick and sullen. 

AiA. I am sorry to give breathing to 
my purpose, — 

C/co. llcl]) me away, dear Charmian ; 
I shall fall : 

It cannot be thus long, the sides of 
nature 

Will not sustain it. 

An/. Now, my dearest queen, — 

C/co. Pray you, stand farther froin me. 

An/. What ’s the matter ? 

C/co. I know, by that same eye, 
there’s some good news. 

What says the married woman? You 
may go : 

Would she had never given you leave to 
come ! 

Let her not say ’tis I that keep you here : 

I have no ]jower upon you ; hers you are. 

Aji/. The gods best know, — 

C/co. O, never was there queen 

So mightily betray’d ! yet at the first 

I saw the treasons planted. 

An/. Cleopatra, — 

C/co. Why should T think you can be 
mine and true, 

Though you in swearing shake the 
throned gods, 

Who have been false to Fulvia ? Riotou'> 
madness, 

To be entangled with those mouth-made 
vows. 

Which break themselves in swearing ! 

Aji/. Most sweet queen, — 

C/co. Nay, pray you, seek no colour 
for your going, 

But bid farewell, and go : when you sued 
staying, 

Then was the time for words : no going 
then ; 

ITernity was in our lips and eyes. 

Bliss in our brows’ bent ; none our parts 
so poor, 

But was a race of heaven : they are so 
still, 

Or thou, the greatest soldier of the world, 

Art turn’d the greatest liar. 


A7i/. How now, lady ! 

C/co. I would I had thy inches ; thou 
shouldst know 

There were a heart in Egypt. 

A72/. Hear me, queen : 

The strong necessity of time commands 
Our services awhile ; but my full heart 
Remains in use with you. Our Italy 
Shines o’er with civil swords: Sextus 
Pompeius 

Makes his approaches to the port of 
Rome : 

Equality of two domestic powers 
Breed scrupulous faction : the hated, 
grown to strength. 

Are newly grown to love : the condemn’d 
Pompey, 

Rich in his father’s honour, creeps apace 
Into the hearts of such as have not 
thrived 

Upon the present state, whose numbeis 
threaten ; 

And quietness, grown sick of rest, would 
purge 

By any despeiate change : my more 
particular. 

And that which most with you should 
safe my going. 

Is Fulvia’-s death. 

C/eo. Though age from folly could not 
give me freedom, 

It does fiom childishness: can Fulvia 
die ? 

A 77/. She’s dead, my queen: 

Look here, and at thy sovereign leisure 
read 

The garboils she awaked; at the last, 
best : 

Sec when and where she died. 

C/co. O most false love ! 

Where be tlie sacred vials thou shouldst 
fill 

With sorrowful water? Now I see, I 
see, 

In Fulvia's death, how mine receiv'cd 
shall be. 

A77/. Quarrel no more, but be prepared 
to know 

The purposes I bear ; which are, or cease, 
As you shall give the ad\ice. By the 
fire 
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That quickens Nilus’ slime, I go from 
hence 

Thy soldier, servant ; making peace or 
war 

As thou affect’st. 

Cleo. Cut my lace, Charmian, come ; 
But let it be : I am quickly ill, and well, 
So Antony loves. 

Aiit. My precious queen, forbear; 
And give true evidence to his love, which 
stands 

An honourable trial. 

Cleo. So Fulvia told me. 

I piithee, turn aside and weep for her; 
Then bid adieu to me, and say the tears 
Belong to Egypt: good now, play or^ 
scene 

Of excellent dissembling; and let it look 
Like perfect honour. 

Ant. You'll heat my blood : no more. 

Cleo. You can do better yet; but this 
is meetly. 

Ant. Now, by my swoid, — 

Cleo. And target. Still he mends; 
But this is not the best. Look, prithee, 
Charmian, 

How this Herculean Roman docs become 
The carriage of his cliafe. 

A77t. I’ll leave you, lady. 

Cleo. Courteous lord, one word. 
Sir, you and I must part, but that’s 
not it : 

Sir, you and I have loved, but there’s 
not it; 

That you know^ well : something it is I 
would, — 

O, my oblivion is a very Antony, 

And I am all forgotten. 

Ant. But that your royalty 

Holds idleness your subject, I should 
take you 

For idleness itself. 

Cleo. ’Tis sweating labour 

To bear such idleness so near the heart 
As Cleopatra this. But, sir, forgive 
me; 

Since my becomings kill me, when they 
do not 

Eye well to you : your honour calls yon 
hence ; 

Therefore be deaf to my unpitied folly. 


And all the gods go with you ! upon your 
sword 

Sit laurel victory ! and smooth success 
Be strew^’d before your feet ! 

Ant. Let us go. Come ; 

Our separation so abides, and flies. 

That thou, residing here, go’st yet with 
me, 

And I, hence fleeting, here remain wdth 
thee. 

Away ! [Exeunt. 

Scene IV. Rome. CirsaYs house. 

Octavius C-(Esar, i-eadin^^ a letter^ 
I>EriDUS, and their Train. 

C(€s. You may see, Lepidus, and 
henceforth know, 

It is not Cresar’s natural vice to hate 
Our gicat competitoi : fiom Alexandria 
This is the news : he fishes, drinks, and 
w'astes 

The lamps of night in revel ; is not more 
manlike 

Than Cleopatra ; nor the queen of 
Ptolemy 

More womanly than he ; hardly gave 
audience, or 

Vouchsafed to think he had paitncrs: 
you shall find thci c 

A man wdio is the abstract of all faults 
That all men follow. 

ZqA. I must not think there are 

E\ils enow” to darken all his goodness: 
His faults in him seem as the spots of 
heaven. 

More fiery by night’s blackness ; heredi- 
tary, 

Rather than purchased ; what he cannot 
change. 

Than w’hat he chooses. 

Cces. You are too indulgent. Let us 
grant, it is not 

Amiss to tumble on the bed of Ptolemy; 
To give a kingdom for a mirtli ; to sit 
And keep the turn of tippling with a 
slave ; 

To reel the streets at noon, and stand the 
buffet 

With knaves that smell of sweat: say 
this becomes him, — 
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As his composure must be rare indeed 

Whom these things cannot blemish, — 
yet must Antony 

No way excuse his soils, when we do 
bear 

So great weight in his lightness. If he 
fill’d 

His vacancy with his voluptuousness, ' 

Full surfeits, and the dryness of his 
bones, 

Call on him for’t: bui to confound such 
time, 

That drums him from his spoil, and 
speaks as loud 

As his own state and ours, — 'tis to be 
chid 

As we rate boys, who, being mature in 
knowledge, 

Pawn their experience to their present 
pleasure, 

And so lebel to judgement. 

Euter a Messenger. 

Lep. Here’s more news. 

Mess. Tliy biddings have been done ; 
and every hour, 

IMost noble C.esar, shall thou have re- 
port 

How ’tis abroad, rompey is strong at 
sea ; 

And it appears he is beloved of those 

That only have fear’d Coesar : to the 
poi ts 

The discontents repair, and men's re- 
ports 

Give him much wrong'd. 

CiPS. I should have known no less. 

It hath been taught us from the primal 
state, 

That he which is was wish’d until he 
were ; 

And the ebb’d man, ne’er loved till ne’er 
worth love, 

Comes dear’d by being lack’d. This 
common body, 

Like to a vagabond flag upon the stream. 

Goes to and back, lackeying the vaiying 
tide. 

To rot itself with motion. 

Mess. Ctesar, I bring thee word, 

Meneci*ates and Menas, famous pirates, 


Make the sea serve them, which they ear 
and wound 

With keels of every kind : many hot 
inroads 

They make in Italy ; the borders mari- 
time 

Lack blood to think on’t, and flush youth 
revolt : 

No vessel can peep forth, but ’tis as 
soon 

Taken as seen ; for Pompey’s name 
strikes more 

Than could his war resisted. 

C(Ts, Antony, 

T.eave thy lascivious wassails. When thou 
» once 

Wast beaten from Modena, where thou 
slew'st 

Hirtiiis and Pansa, consuls, at thy heel 
Did famine follow ; whom thou fought'st 
against, 

Though daintily brought up, with patience 
more 

Than savages could suffer: thou didst 
diink 

The stale of horses, and the gilded 
puddle 

Mliich beasts would cough at : thy palate 
then did deign 

The roughest berry on the rudest hedge ; 
Yea, like the stag, when snow the pasture 
sheets, 

The barks of trees thou browsed’st ; on 
the Alps 

It is reported thou didst cat strange 
flesh, 

Which some did die to look on : and all 
this — 

It wounds thine honour that I speak it 
now — 

Was borne so like a soldiei, that thy 
cheek 

So much as lank’d not. 

Lep. ’Tis pity of him. 

Cess. Let his shames quickly 
Drive him to Rome : ’tis time we twain 
Did show ourselves i’ the field ; and to 
that end 

Assemble we immediate council : Pompey 
Thrives in our idleness. 

Lep. To-morrow, Ctesar, 



SCENE IV 


ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA 


345 


I shall be furnish’d to inform you rightly 
Both what by sea and land I can be 
able 

To front this present time. 

C(TS. Till which encounter, 

It is my business too. Farewell. 

Lep. Farewell, my lord : what you 
shall know meantime 
Of stirs abroad, I shall beseech yon, 
sir, 

To let me be partaker. 

CiVs. Doubt not, sir; 

I knew it for my bond. \Iixeitnt. 

Scene V. A/exanLr/a. Cleopatra's 
palace. * 

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, 
and Mardian. 

Clco. Charmian ! 

Char. Madam ? 

Cleo. Ha, ha! 

Give me to drink mandragora. 

Char. Why, madam? 

Cleo. That I might sleep out this great 
gap of time 
hly Antony is away. 

Char. You think of him too much. 
Clco. O, ’tis treason ! 

Char. Madam, I trust, not so. 

Clco. Thou, eunuch Maidian! 

Mar. Wliat ’s your highness’ pleasure ? 
Clco. Not now to hear thee sing; I take 
no pleasure 

In aught an eunuch has : ’tis \vell for thee, 
Thatjbeingunseminar’d, thy freer thoughts 
iMay not fly forth of Fgypt. Hast thou 
affections ? 

Mar. Yes, gracious madam. 

Clco. Indeed! 

Mar. Not in deed, madam; for I can 
do nothing 

But what indeed is honest to be done : 
Yet have I fierce affections, and think 
What Venus did with Mars. 

Clco. O Charmian, 

Where think’st thou he is now ? Stands 
he, or sits he ? 

Or does he walk ? or is he on his horse ? 
0 happy horse, to bear the weight of 
Antony ! 


Do bravely, horse ! for wot’st thou whom 
thou movest ? 

The demi- Atlas of this earth, the arm 
And Imrgonet of men. He’s speaking 
now. 

Or murmuring ‘ Where ’s my serpent of 
old Nile ?’ 

For so he calls me : now I feed myself 
With most delicious poison. Think on 
me, 

That am with Pheebus’ amoious pinches 
black. 

And wrinkled deep in time? Broad- 
fronted C.Tsar, 

When thou wast here above the ground, 
I w^as 

Amorsel for a monarch : and great Pompey 
Would stand and make his eyes grow in 
my, brow ; 

There w'ould he anchor his aspect and die 
With looking on his life. 

Enter Ai.exas. 

Alex. Sovereign of Egypt, hail ! 

Clco. How much unlike art thou Mark 
Antony ! 

Yet, coming from him, that great medicine 
hath 

With his tinct gilded thee. 

How goes it with my brave Mark Antony ? 

Alex. Last tiling he did, dear queen, 
He kiss’d, — the la>t of many doubled 
kisses, — 

This orient pearl. His speech sticks in 
my heart. 

Cleo. Mine car must pluck it thence. 

Alex. ‘ Good fiicnd,’ cpioth he, 

‘ Say, the firm Roman to great Egypt 
sends 

This treasuie of an oyster ; at w^hose foot, 
To mend the petty present, I will piece 
Her opulent throne with kingdoms; all 
the east, 

Say thou, shall call her mistress.’ So he 
nodded, 

fAnd soberly did mount an arm-gaunt 
j steed, 

I YTio neigh’d so high, that what I would 
have spoke 

Was beastly dumb’d by him. 

Cleo. What, was he sad or meny ? 
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Alex, Like to the time o’ the year be- 
tween the e\t] ernes 

Of hot and cold, he was nor sad noi 
merry. 

Cleo. O well -divided disposition ! 
Note him, 

Note him, good Charmian, ’tis the man; 
but note him : 

lie was not sad, for he would shine on 
those 

That make their looks by his ; he was not 
merry. 

Which seem’dto tell them his remembrance 
lay 

In Egypt with his joy ; but between 
both : 

0 heavenly mingle ! Be’st thou sad oi 

mei ry, 

The violence of either thee becomes, 

So does it no man else. Met'st thou my 
posts ? 

Alex, Ay, madam, twenty several 
messengers : 

Why do you send so thick ? 

Clco. Who's born that day 

When I forget to send to Antony, 

Shall die a beggai. Ink and j^^^per, 
Charmian. 

Welcome, my good Alexas. Did I, 
Charmian, 

Ever love Civsar so ? 

Char, O that brave Ciesarl 

Clco, Be choked with such anothei 
emphasis I 

Say, the brave Antony. 

Char. The valiant Ccesar ! 

Clco. By li-ii^, I will give thee bloody 
teeth, 

If thou with Caisar paragon again 

My man of men. 

Char. By your most gracious paidon, 

1 sing but after you. 

Cleo, My salad days, 

\Wien I was green in judgement : cold in 
blood, 

To say as I said then ! But, come, 
away ; 

Get me ink and paper : 

lie shall have every day a several greet- 
ing, 

Or I’ll unpeople Egypt. [JCxeufit. 


ACT 11. 

Scene I. Messina, rompers house. 

Enter Pompey, Mexecrates, and 
Menas, in ix.m7'likc nia7incr. 

ro7n. If the great gods be just, they 
shall assist 

The deeds of justest men. 

Mc7ic. Know, worthy Pompey, 
d'hat what they do delay, they not 
deny. 

Pom. Whiles we are suitors to their 
throne, decays 
The thing we sue foi. 

Mc7ic. We, ignorant of ourselves. 
Beg often our own harms, which the wise 
powcis 

Deny us foi our good ; .so find we profit 
By losing of our prayers. 

Po/n. I .shall do well : 

The people love me, and the sea is 
mine ; 

]\Iy poweis are crescent, and my auguring 
hope 

Says it w ill come to the full. Mark Antony 
In Egypt sits at dinner, and will make 
No wars without doors : Ccesar gets money 
where 

lie loses hearts : Lepidus flatters both. 
Of both is flatter’d; but he neither loves, 
Nor either cares for him. 

Men. Ccesar and Lepidus 

Arc in the field : a mighty strength they 
carry. 

Po77i. Where have you this ? ’tis false. 

]\len. From Silvius, sir. 

Po7n. lie dreams : I know they are in 
Rome together. 

Looking for Antony. But all the charms 
of love. 

Salt Cleopatra, soften thy waned lip ! 

Let witchcraft join with beauty, lust with 
both ! 

Tic up the libertine in a field of feasts, 
Keep his brain fuming; Epicurean cooks 
Sharpen with cloyless sauce his appetite ; 
That sleep and feeding may prologue his 
honour 

Even till a Lethe’d dulne.ss ! 
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Enter Varrius. 

I low now, Varrius! 

Var. This is most certain that I shall 
deliver ; 

Mark Antony is every hour in Rome 
hApccted : since he went from Egypt ’tis 
A space for further travel. 

Pom. I could have given less matter 
A better ear. Menas, I did not think 
This amorous surfeiter would have donn’d 
his helm 

For such a petty war : his soldiership 
Is twice the other twain : but let us 
rear 

The higher our opinion, that our stirring 
(an fiom the lap of Egypt's widow 
pluck 

The nc’er-lust-wearied Antony. 

Men. I cannot hope 

Ccesar and Antony shall well greet to- 
gether : 

llis wife that’s dead did trespasses to 
Cjesar ; 

His brother warr’d upon him; although, 
I think, 

Not moved by Antony. 

Pom. 1 know not, Menas, 

llow lesser enmities may give way to 
greater. 

Were’t not that we stand up against 
them all, 

’Twere pregnant they should squaie be- 
tween themselves; 

For they have entei tamed cause enough 
To draw their swords: but how the fear 
of us 

May cement their divisions and bind up 
The petty difference, we yet not know. 
Be’t as our gods will have’t! It only 
stands 

Our lives upon to use our strongest 
hands. 

Come, Menas. \Excimt. 

Scene II. Rofne. The house of 
Lepidns. 

E7der Enobarbus and Lepidus. 

Lep. Good Enobarbus, ’tis a w^orthy 
deed. 


And shall become you well, to entreat 
your captain 

To soft and gentle speech. 

E710. 1 shall entreat him 

To answer like himself : if Ciesar move 
him, 

Let Antony look over Caesar’s head 
And speak as loud as ^Nlars. By 
Jupiter, 

Were I the wearer of Antonins’ beard, 

I would not shave 't to-day. 

Lep. ’Tis not a time 

For private stomaching. 

Eno. Every time 

Serves for the matter that is then born 
in’t. 

I^cp. But small to greater matters 
must give way. 

E7w. Not if the small come first. 

Lep. Your speech is passion : 

But, pray you, stir ho embers up. Here 
comes 

The noble Antony. 

Enter Antony and Ventidius. 

Eno. And yonder, Cresar. 

E7ittr C/ESAr, MeC/ENAs, Agrippa. 

A7if. If we compose well here, to 
Barthia : 

Haik, Ventidius. 

I do not know, 
^lecxnas; ask Agrippa. 

Lep. . Noble friends. 

That which combined us was most great, 
and let not 

A leaner action rend us. What's amiss. 
May it be gently heard: when we de- 
bate 

Our trivial difference loud, we do com- 
mit 

Murder in healing wounds : then, noble 
partners. 

The rather, for I earnestly beseech. 
Touch you the sourest points with sweet- 
est terms, 

Nor curstnesb grow to the matter. 

A7it. ’Tis spoken well. 

Were we before our armies, and to fight, 
I should do thus. {Floindsh. 

Cces. Welcome to Rome. 
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Ant. Thank you. 

Cics. Sit, 

Ant. Sit, sir. 

Cm. Nay, then. 

Anf, T learn, you take things ill 
whicli arc not so, 

Or hcing, concern you not. 

Cu'^. I must l>c laugh’d at, 

If, or for nothing or a little, I 

Should say myself offended, and with 
you 

Chiefly i’ the world; more laugh’d at, 
that 1 should 

Once name you dcrogately, when to 
sound your name 

It not concern'd me. 

Ant. ]\Iy being in Egypt, Cicsar, 

What was ’t to you ? 

CiVs. No more than my residing here 
at Rome 

Might be to you in Egyjit : yet, if you 
there 

Did practise on my state, your being in 
Egypt 

Might be my cpiestion. 

Ant. llow intend you, piactiscd ? 

Cm. You may be jileascd to catch at 
mine intent 

By what did heie befal me. Your wife 
and brother 

Made wai s upon me ; and theii contesta- 
tion 

Was theme for you, you were the w'ord of 
war. 

Ant. You do mistake your business; 
my brother never 

Did urge me in his act : I did inquire it ; 

And have my learning from some true 
reports, 

That drew their swords with you. Did 
he not rather 

Discredit my authority with yours; 

And make the WMrs alike against my 
stomach. 

Having alike your cause? Of this my 
letters 

Before did satisfy you. If you ’ll patch a 
quarrel, 

As matter whole you have not to make 
it with, 

It must not be with this. 


Cm. You praise yourself 

By laying defects of judgement to me ; 
but 

You patch’d up your excuses. 

Anf. Not so, not so ; 

I know you could not lack, I am certain 
on’t, 

Ycry necessity of tins thought, that I, 
Your partner in the cause ’gainst which 
he fought, 

Could not wuth graceful eyes attend those 
w'ai s 

Which fionted mine owm peace. As for 
my wdfe, 

1 w'ould you had her spirit in such an- 

» othei : 

The third o’ the w'orld is yours; which 
with a snaffle 

You may pace easy, but not such a wife. 

Eno. Would we had all such waves, 
that the men might go to w^ars with the 
women ! 

Anf. So much uncurbablc, her gar- 
boils, Cajsar, 

]Made out of her iinjiatience, which not 
wanted 

.Slirewalncss of policy too, I grieving 
giant 

Did you too much disf|uiet : for that you 
must 

But .say, I could not help it. 

Ca's. I wrote to you 

When rioting in Alexandria; you 
Did pocket up my letters, and wdth 
taunts 

Did gibe my missive out of audience. 

Anf. Sir, 

He fell upon me ere admitted: then 
Thice kings I had newly feasted, and 
did want 

Of wdiat I was i’ the morning ; but next 
day 

T told him of myself ; which w^as as much 
As to have- ask’d him pardon. Let this 
fellow 

Be nothing of our strife; if w^e contend. 
Out of our question wupe him. 

Cm. You have broken 

The article of your oath ; which you 
shall never 

Have tongue to charge me with. 
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Lep, Soft, Caesar ! 

A fit. No, 

Lcpidus, let him speak : 

The lionour is sacied which he talks on 
now, 

Supposing that I lack’d it. But, on, 
Caesar ; 

The article of my oath. 

Cii's. To lend me arms and aid when 
1 required them ; 

The which you both denied. 

A/it. Neglected, rather; 

And then when poison’d hours had bound 
me up 

h’lom mine own knowledge. As nearly 
as I ma)q , 

I ’ll play the penitent to you : but mine 
honesty 

Shall not make poor my greatness, nor 
my power 

"Work without it. I'ruth is, that Fulvia, 
To have me out of Egypt, made w'ars 
here ; 

For which myself, the ignorant motive, 
do 

So far ask pardon as befits mine honour 
To stoop in such a case. 

Lep. ’Tis noble spoken. 

]\lec. If it might please you, to enforce 
no further 

The griefs between \ e : to forget them 
quite 

Were to remember that tlie present need 
Speaks to atone you. 

J^cp. AVorthily spoken, Mecaenas. 

Eno. Or, if you borrow one another’s 
love for the instant, you may, w^hen you 
hear no more w'ords of Pompey, return 
it again : you shall have time to wTangle 
in when you have nothing else to do. 

Ant. Thou art a soldier only : speak 
no more. 

Eno. That truth should be silent I 
had almost forgot. 

Ant. You wrong this presence ; there- 
fore speak no more. 

Eno. Go to, then ; your considerate 
stone. 

CiVs. I do not much dislike the matter, 
but 

The manner of his speech ; for ’t cannot be 


We shall remain in friendship, our con- 
ditions 

vSo differing in their acts. Yet, if I knew 
What hoop should hold us stanch, fiom 
edge to edge 

O’ the w^orld I would pursue it. 

Agr. Give me lea\e, Caesar, — 

Ca’f. Speak, Agrippa. 

Agr. Thou hast a sister by the mother’s 
side. 

Admired Octavia : great IMark Antony 
Is now a wddower. 

Cces. Say not so, Agrippa : 

If Cleopatra heard you, your lepioof 
Were w'ell deserved of rashness. 

Ant. I am not married, Crnsar: let 
me hear Agrippa further speak. 

Agr. To liold you in perpetual amity, 
To make you brothers, and to knit your 
hearts 

With an unslipping knot, take Antony 
Octavia to his wdfe; whose beauty claims 
No w’^orse a husband than the best of 
men ; 

Whose viitue and whose general graces 
speak 

That which none else can utter. By this 
marriage, 

All little jealousies, w’hich now seem great. 
And all great fears, which now import 
their dangers. 

Would then be nothing: truths would be 
tales. 

Where now half talcs be truths : her love 
to both 

Would, eacli to other and all loves to 
both, 

Draw after her. Pardon wFat 1 have 
spoke; 

For ’tis a studied, not a present thought, 
By duty luminated. 

Ant. Will Ciesar sjieak ? 

C(cs. Not till he hears how Antony is 
touch’d 

With w'hat !'•> spoke already. 

Ant. What pow'cr is in Agiippa, 

If I would say, ‘ Agrippa, be it so,’ 

To make this good ? 

CiPs. The power of Caesar, and 

His powder unto Octavia. 

Ant. May I never 
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To this good purpose, that so fairly 
shows, 

Dream of impediment ! Let me have 
thy hand : 

Further this act of grace; and from this 
liour 

The heart of brothers govern in our 
loves 

And sway our great designs ! 

C<£s. There is my hand. 

A sister I bequeath you, whom no 
brother 

Did ever love so dearly : let her live 

To join our kingdoms and our hearts; 
and never 

Fly off our loves again ! 

Lep, Happily, amen ! 

Ant. I did not think to draw my 
sword ’gainst Pompey; 

For he hath laid strange courtesies and 
great 

Of late upon me : I must thank him 
only, 

Lest my remembrance suffer ill report ; 

At heel of that, defy him. 

I.tp. Time calls upon’s: 

Of us must Pompey presently be sought, 

Or else he seeks out us. 

Anf. Wheie lies he ? 

Ccss. About the mount IMisenum. 

Ant. What is Ills stiength by land? 

Ctcs. Great and increasing : but by 
sea 

He is an absolute master. 

A7it. So is the fame. 

Would we had spoke together ! Haste 
we for it: 

Yet, ere we put ourselves in arms, dis- 
patch we 

The business we have talk’d of. 

Cces. With most gladness; 

And do invite you to my sister’s view, 

Whither straight I’ll lead you. 

Ant. Let us, Lepidus, 

Not lack your company. 

Lep. Noble Antony, 

Not sickness should detain me. 

\Floiti'ish. Exeiiiit Casar, Antony^ 
and Lepidus. 

JlLee. Welcome from Egypt, sir. 

E710. Half the heart of C<esar, worthy 


Meccenas! My honourable friend, 
Agrippa ! 

Aif7'. Good Enobarbus! 

J/ec. We have cause to be glad that 
matters are so well digested. You 
stayed well by’t in Egypt. 

Eno. Ay, sir ; we did sleep day out of 
countenance, and made the night light 
with drinking. 

Mcc. Eight wild -boars roasted wLolc 
at a breakfast, and but twelve persons 
there; is this true? 

Eno. This was but as a fly by an eagle : 
w^e had much more monstious matter of 
feast, which worthily deserved noting. 

Mcc. She’s a most triumphant lady, if 
report be square to her. 

Eno. When she first met Mark Antony, 
she pursed up his heait, upon the river 
of Cydnus. 

Ag}\ There she appeared indeed ; or 
my reporter devised w’ell for her. 

Eno. I will tell you. 

The barge she sat in, like a burnish’d 
throne, 

Burn'd on the water : the poop was beaten 
gold ; 

Purple the sails, and so perfumed that 
The winds were love-sick with them ; the 
oars w'cre silver, 

Which to the tune of flutes kept stroke, 
and made 

The w'ater which they beat to follow faster, 
As amorous of their strokes. For her 
own person, 

It beggar’d all description : she did lie 
In her pavilion — cloth-of-gold of tissue — 
O’er-pictuiing that Venus where w^e see 
The fancy outwork nature : on each side 
her 

Stood pretty dimpled boys, like smiling 
Cupids, 

With diveis-colour'd fans, whose wind did 
seem 

To glow" the delicate cheeks which they 
did cool. 

And w"hat they undid did. 

Agr. O, rare for Antony ! 

Eno. Her gentlew^omen, like the Ne- 
reides, 

So many mermaids, tended her i’ the eyes. 
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And made their bends adornings : at the 
helm I 

A seeming mermaid steers : the silken 
tackle 

Swell with tlie loiiclies of those flower- 
soft hands, 

That yarely fiame the office. From the 
barge 

A strange invisible perfume hits the sense 
Of the adjacent wharfs. The city cast 
Her people out upon her; and Antony, 
I'in throned i’ the market-place, did sit 
alone, 

^Vhistling to the air ; which, but for 
vacancy, 

Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra too ^ 
And made a gap in nature. 

Ag}\ Rare Egyptian! 

Eno. Upon her landing, Antony sent 
to her. 

Invited her to supper : she leplied. 

It should be better he became her guest ; 
Which she entreated : our courteous An- 
tony, 

Whom ne'er the word of ‘Ko' wmman 
heard speak, 

being barber’d ten times o'er, goes to the 
feast. 

And for his ordinary pays his heart 
For what his eyes eat only. 

A or. Royal vN'ench ! 

She made great Cxsar lay his sword to 
bed : 

He plough’d her, and she ciopp’d. 

Eiw. I saw her once 

Hop forty paces through the public street ; 
And having lost her breath, she spiokc, 
and panted. 

That she did make defect perfection. 

And, breathless, power breathe forth. 

Mcc. Now Antony must leave her 
utterly. 

Eno. Never; he wall not : 

Age cannot wdthcr her, nor custom stale 
Her infinite variety: other women cloy 
The appetites they feed ; but she makes 
hungry 

Where most she satisfies : for vilest things 
Become themselves in her ; that the holy 
priests 

Bless her when she is riggish. 


Mec. If beauty, wisdom, modesty, can 
settle 

The heart of Antony, Octavia is 
A blessed lotteiy to him. 

Agr. Let us go. 

Cood Enobarbus, make yourself my guest 
Whilst you abide here. 

Eno. Humbly, sir, I thank you. 

{Exettnf. 

Scene III. The same. Cersar'^s house. 

Enter Antony, C^^esar, Octavia 
between the?n^ and Attendants. 

Ant. The w'orld and my great office 
will sometimes 
Divide me from your bosom. 

Octa. All wEich time 

Before the gods my knee shall bow my 
piayers 

To them for you. 

Ant. Good night, sir. My Octavia, 
Read not my blemishes in the woild’s 
report : 

I have not kept my squaie; but that to 
come 

Shall all be done by the rule. Good 
night, dear lady. 

Good night, ^ii. 

ClCs. Goodnight. {Exeunt Cecsar and 
Octavia. 

Enter Soothsayer. 

Ant. Now, sirrah; you do wish your- 
self in Egypt ? 

Sooth. ^Vould I had never come from 
thence, nor you 
Thither ! 

Ant. If you can, youi reason? 

Sooth. I see it in 

My motion, have it not in my tongue: 
but yet 

Hie you to Egypt again. 

Ant. Say to me, 

Whose fortunes shall rise higher, Ccesar’s 
or mine ? 

Sooth. Cmsar’s. 

Therefore, O Antony, stay not by his side : 
Thy demon, that 's thy spirit wEich keeps 
thee, is 

Noble, courageous, high, unmatchable. 
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Where C?csar’s is not ; but, near him, thy 
angel 

Becomes a fear, as being o’erpower’d ; 
therefore 

Mabc space enough between you. 

Ant, Spealv this no more. 

Sooth , To none but thee; no more. 
but when to thee. 

If thou dost play with him at any game, 

Thou art sure to lose ; and, of that natural 
luck, 

He beats thee ’gainst the odds : thy lustre 
thickens, 

When he shines by ; I say again, thy spirit 

Is all afrttld to govern thee ncai him ; 

But, he away, ’tis noble. 

Ant. Get thee gone : 

Say to Ventidius I w ould speak with him : 

[ Extt Soothsayer. 

lie shall to Parthia. Be it art or hap, 

He hath spoken true: the very dice obey 
him ; 

And in our spoits my belter cunning faint'i 

Under his chance ; if we draw lots, he 
speeds ; 

His cocks do win the battle still of 
mine, 

When it is all to nought ; and his quails 
ever 

Beat mine, inhoop \1, at odds. I will to 
Egypt : 

And though I make this marriage for my 
peace, 

r the east my pleasure lies. 

Enter Vlntidius. 

O, come, Ventidius, 

You must to Parthia: your commission’s 


Lep. Till I shall see you in your 
soldier’s dress, 

Which will become you both, farewell. 

J/ee. We shall. 

As I conceive the journey, be at the 
Mount 

Before you, Lepidus. 

Lep. Your way is shorter : 

My purposes do draw me much about : 

You ’ll win two days upon me. 

Mec. } L” ^ I 

j vSir, good success ! 

Lep. Farewell. \Exeunt. 

Scene V. Alexandria. Cleopatra" i, 

• palace. 

Enter Cleopa'i ra, Charmian, Iras, 
and Alexas. 

Clco. Give me some music ; music, 
moody food 

Of us that trade in love. 

Attend. The music, ho ! 

Enter Mardian the Eunuch. 

Clco. Let it alone ; let ’s to billiards : 
come, Charmian. 

Char. IMy arm is sore; best play with 
Maidian. 

Cleo. As well a woman with an eunuch 
play’d 

As with a woman. Come, you’ll play 
w'lth me, sir ? 

Mar. As well as I can, madam. 

Cleo. And when good will is show’d, 
though ’t come too short, 

The actor may plead pardon. I’ll none 
now : 


ready ; 

Follow^ me, and receive’!. {Exeunt. 

Scene I^'. The same. A street. 

Enter Lepidus, Mec.'enas, and 
Agrippa. 

Ixp. Trouble yourselves no’ further: 
pray you, hasten 
Your generals after. 

A^gr. Sir, ISIark Antony 

Will e’en but kiss Octavia, and we'll 
follow\ 


Give me mine angle ; w^e ’ll to the river : 
there, 

My music playing far off, I will be- 
tray 

Tawny -finn’d fishes; my bended hook 
shall pierce 

Their slimy jaw^s; and, as I draw them 
up, 

I’ll think them every one an Antony, 

And say ‘ Ah, ha ! you ’re caught. ’ 

Char. ’Twas merry when 

You wager’d on your angling ; when 
your diver 
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Did hang a salt-fish on his hook, which 
he 

With fervency drew up. 

Cleo, That time, — O times ! — 

I laugh’d him out of patience ; and that 
night 

I laugh’d him into patience : and next 
morn, 

Eic the ninth hour, I drunk him to his 
bed ; 

Then put my tires and mantles on him, 
whilst 

I wore his sw’ord Philippan. 

Enter a Messenger. 

O, from Italy! ^ 
Ram thou thy fruitful tidings in mine ears. 
That long time have been barren. 

Mess. Madam, madam, — 

Cho. Antonius dead! — If thou say so, 
villain. 

Thou kill’s! thy mistress : but well and 
free. 

If thou so yield him, there is gold, and 
here 

My bluest veins to kiss ; a hand that kings 
Have lipp’d, and trembled kissing. 

Mess. First, madam, he is well. 

Cleo. Why, there’s more gold. 

But, sirrah, mark, we use 
To say the dead are well : bring it to 
that, 

The gold I give thee will I melt and 
pour 

Down thy ill-uttering throat. 

Mess. Good madam, hear me. 

Cleo. Well, go to, I will; 

But there’s no goodness in thy face : if 
Antony 

Be free and healthful, — so tart a favour 
To trumpet such good tidings ! If not 
well. 

Thou shouldst come like a Fury crown’d 
with snakes. 

Not like a formal man. 

Mess. Will ’t please you hear me ? 

Cleo. I have a mind to strike thee ere 
thou speak’st : 

Yet, if thou say Antony lives, is well. 

Or friends with Coesar, or not captive to 
him, 

VOL. III. 


I’ll set thee in a shower of gold, and hail 
Rich pearls upon thee. 

Mc^s. Madam, he’s well. 

Cleo. Well said. 

Mess. And friends with Cresar. 

Cleo. Thou’rt an honest man. 

Mc’i'i. Cn^sar and he are greater friends 
than ever. 

Cleo. Make thee a fortune from me. 

J^Less. But yet, madam, — 

Cleo. I do not like ‘ But yet,’ it doe? 
allay 

The good precedence ; fie upon ‘ But 
yet ’ ! 

‘ But yet ’ is as a gaoler to bring forth 
Some monstrous malefactor. Prithee, 
friend. 

Pour out the pack of matter to mine ear. 
The good and bad together: he’s friends 
wdth Cresar; 

In state of health thou say’st; and thou 
say'st free. 

Me<^s. F'ree, madam! no; I made no 
such report : 

He’s bound unto Octavia. 

Cleo. For what good turn? 

Me^s. For the best turn i’ the bed. 

Cleo. I am pale, Charmian. 

Jl/ess. INTadam, he ’s married to Octavia. 

Cleo. The most infectious pestilence 
upon thee ! [Strll’es him down. 

Mess. Good madam, patience. 

Cleo. What say you ? Hence, 

{Strikes him again. 
Horrible villain 1 or I 'll spurn thine eyes 
Like balls before me ; I ’ll unhair thy 
head : {She hales him np and down. 
Thou shalt be whipp’d with wire, and 
stew’d in brine. 

Smarting in lingering pickle. 

Mess. Giacious madam, 

I that do bring the news made not the 
match. 

Cleo. Say ’tis not so, a province I will 
give thee, 

And make thy fortunes proud : the blow 
thou hadst 

Shall make thy peace for moving me to 
rage; 

And I will boot thee with what gift beside 
Thy modesty can beg. 


2 A 
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Mess, He’s married, madam. 

Cleo, Rogue, thou hast lived too long. 

\Draio^ a knife. 

Mc^iS. then I’ll run. 

What mean yon, madam? I have made 
no fault. \Ejci1. 

Char. Ciood madam, keep yourself 
within yourself: 

The man is innocent. 

Cleo. Some innocents ’scape not the 
thunderbolt. 

^ i\Ielt Rgypt into Kile ! and kindly 
creatures 

Turn all to serpents ! Call the slave 
again : 

Though I am mad, 1 will not bite him : 
call. 

Char. He is afeard to come. 

Cleo. J will not hurt him. 

{Exit Charmian. 

These hands do lack nobility, that they 
stiike 

A meaner than myself ; since I myself 

Have given myself the cause. 

Re-enter Charmian ami Messenger. 

Come hither, sir. 

Though it be honest, it is nevei good 

To biing bad news: give to a gracious 
message 

An host of tongues; but let ill tidings 
tell 

Themselves when they be felt. 

Mess. I have done my duty. 

Cleo. Is he married ? 

I cannot hate thee worser than I do, 

If thou again say ‘ Yes.’ 

Mess. lie’s mairied, madam. 

Cleo. The gods confound thee! dost 
thou hold there still ? 

Mess. Should I lie, madam ? 

Cleo. O, I would thou didst, 

So half my Egypt were submerged and 
made 

A cistern for scaled snakes ! Go, get thee 
hence : 

Hadst thou Narcissus in thy face, to me 

Thou wouldst appear most ugly. He is 
married ? 

Mess. I crave your highness’ pardon. 

Cleo. He is married ? 


Mess. Take no offence that I would 
not offend you : 

To punish me for what you make me do 

Seems much unequal he ’s married to 
Octavia. 

Cleo. O, that his fault should make a 
knave of thee, 

That ait not what thou’rt sure of! Get 
thee hence : 

The merchandise which thou hast brought 
from Rome 

Are all too dear for me : lie they upon 
thy hand, 

And be undone by ’em ! 

{Exit Messenger. 
Char. Good your highness, patience. 
Cleo. In praising Antony, I have dis- 
praised Ciesar. 

Char. Many times, madam. 

Cleo. I am paid for’t now. 

Lead me from hence ; 

I faint : O Iras, Charmian ! ’tis no 
matter. 

Go to the fellow, good Alexas ; bid 

him 

Report the feature of Octavia, her years, 

Her inclination, let him not leave out 

The colour of her hair: bring me word 
quickly. {E.\i( Alexas. 

Let him for ever go : — let him not — 
Charmian, 

Though he be painted one way like a 
Gorgon, 

The other way’s a Mars. Bid you 
Alexas {To Mardian. 

Bring me word how tall she is. Pity 

me, Charmian, 

But do not speak to me. Lead me to 
my chamber. {Exeunt. 

Scene VI. Ehear Misenum. 

Flourish. Enter Pompey and Menas 
at one sidc^ with drum and trumpet: 
at another, Ci^iSAR, Antony, Lepidus, 
Enobarbus, Mechlnas, with Soldiers 
marching. 

Pom. Your hostages I have, so have 
you mine ; 

And we shall talk before we fight. 

Cas. Most meet 
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That first we come to words ; and there- 
fore have wc 

Our written purposes before us sent; 
Which, if thou hast consider’d, let us 
know 

If ’twill tie up thy discontented sword, 
And carry back to Sicily much tall youth 
That else must perish here. 

Pom. To you all three, 

The senators alone of this great world, 
Chief factors for the gods, I do not know 
Wherefore my father should levengers 
want, 

Having a son and friends; since Julius 
Ca;sar, 

Who at Philippi the good Brutus ghosted. 
There saw you labouring for him. What 
was’t 

That moved pale Cassius to conspire; 
and what 

Made the all-honour’d, honest Roman, 
Brutus, 

With the arm’d rest, courtiers of beauteous 
freedom, 

To drench the Capitol; but that they 
would 

Have one man but a man? And that 
is it 

Hath made me rig my navy ; at whose 
burthen 

The anger’d ocean foams; with which I 
meant 

To scourge the ingratitude that despiteful 
Rome 

Cast on my noble father. 

C(cs. Take your time. 

Ant. Thou canst not fear us, Pompey, 
with thy sails; 

We’ll speak with thee at sea: at land, 
thou know’st 

I low’ much we do o’er-count thee. 

Pofn. At land, indeed. 

Thou dost o’er-count me of my father’s 
house : 

But, since the cuckoo builds not for him- 
self, 

Remain in’t as thou mayst. 

L^ep. Be pleased to tell us — 

For this is from the present — how^ you 
take 

The offers we have sent you. 


C(ES, There’s the point. 

Ant. Which do not be entreated to, 
but weigh 

What it is worth embraced. 

Ccls. And wdiat may follow’, 

To try a larger foitune. 

l\nn. You have made me offer 

Of Sicily, Sardinia; and I must 
Rid all the sea of pirates; then, to 
send 

Measiues of w’heat to Rome; this ’greed 
upon, 

To part wdth unhack’d edges, and bear 
back 

Our targes undinted. 

Ca:s. Ant. I.cp. That’s our offer. 

1^0771. Know, then, 

I came before you here a man prepared 
To take this offer : but Mark Antony 
Put me to some impatience: though I 
lose 

The praise of it by telling, you must 
know, 

When Caesar and your brother were at 
blows. 

Your mother came to Sicil) and did find 
Her welcome friendly. 

A7tt. I have heard it, Pompey ; 
And am well studied for a liberal thanks 
Which I do ow^e you. 

l^m. Let me have your hand : 

I did not think, sir, to have met you 
here. 

Aftt. The beds i’ the east are soft; 
and thanks to you. 

That call’d me timelier than my purpose 
hither ; 

For I have gain’d by’t. 

Ct€S. Since I saw you last, 

There is a change upon you. 

Po 77 U Well, I know not 

What counts harsh fortune casts upon 
my face ; 

But in my bosom shall she never come. 
To make my heart her vassal. 

I_.ep. Well met here. 

Pom. I hope so, Lepidus. Thus we 
are agreed : 

I crave our composition may be written, 
And seal’d betw’een us. 

Civs. That's the next to do. 
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Pom. AYe’ll feast each other ere we 
part; and let’s 
Draw lot» who shall begin. 

Af/L That will I, Pompey. 

Pom. No, Antony, take the lot : but, 
first 

Or last, your fine Egyptian cookery 
bhall have the fame. I have heard that 
Julius C?ei>ar 

Grew fat with feasting there. 

Afii. You have heard much. 

Pom. I have fair meanings, sir. 

Anf. And fair words to them. 

Pom. Then so much have I heard : 
And 1 have heard, Apollodorus carried — 
Efio. No more of that : he did so. 
Pom. What, I pray you ? 

Eno. A certain queen to Caesar in a 
mattress. 

/bw. I know thee now : how farest 
thou, soldier? 

Ew. Well ; 

And well am like to do; for, I peiceive. 
Four feasts aie toward. 

Pom. Let me shake thy hand; 

I never hated thee : I have seen thee 
fight, 

When I have envied thy behaviour. 

E/to. Sir, 

I never loved you much ; but I ha’ 
praised ye, 

When you have well deserved ten times 
as much 

As I have said you did. 

Po//t. Enjoy thy plainness, 

It nothing ill becomes thee. 

Aboard my galley I invite you all : 

Will you lead, lords ? 

Qos. A /it. Lef. Show us the way, sir. 
Pof/i. Come. 

\Excn7it all hut Jle/ias a/id Enobarbus. 
Me/t. \AAde\ Thy fathei, Pompey, 
would ne’er have made this treaty. — You 
and I have known, sir. 

Euo. At sea, I think. 

Men. We have, sir. 

Eno. You have done well by water. 
Men. And you by land. 

Eno. I will praise any man that will 
praise me; though it cannot be denied 
what I have done by land. 


Men. Nor what I have done by water. 

E/to. Yes, something you can deny for 
your owm safety : you have been a great 
thief by sea. 

Men. And you by land. 

E/io. There I deny my land service. 
But give me your hand, Menas; if our 
eyes had authority, here they might take 
two thieves kissing. 

Men. All men’s faces are true, what- 
some’er their hands are. 

E/w. But there is never a fair woman 
has a true face. 

Men. No slander; they steal hearts. 

Eno. We came hither to fight with 
you. 

Me/i. For my part, I am sorry it is 
turned to a drinking. Pompey doth this 
day laugh away his fortune. 

Eno. If he do, sure, he cannot weep’i 
back again. 

Men. You’ve said, sir. We looked 
not for ISIark Antony here: pray you, is 
he mariied to Cleopatra ? 

Eno. Cx'sar’s sister is called Octavia. 

Alen. True, sir; she was the wife of 
Caius Marcellus. 

E/to. But she is now the wife of 
Marcus Antonius. 

Men. Pray ye, sir ? 

Eno. ’Tis true. 

Men. Then is Ccesar and* he for evei 
knit together. 

Eno. If I w’ere bound to divine of this 
unity, I Avould not prophesy so. 

Me/i. I think the policy of that purpose 
made more in the marriage than the love 
of the parties. 

Eno. I think so too. But you shall 
find, the band that seems to tie theii 
friendship together will be the very 
strangler of their amity : Octavia is of a 
holy, cold, and still conversation. 

Men. Who would not have his wife so? 

Eno. Not he that himself is not so; 
which is Mark Antony. He will to 
Egyptian dish again : then shall the sighb 
of Octavia blow the fire up in Csesai ; 
and, as I said before, that which is the 
strength of their amity shall prove the 
immediate author of their variance. 
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Antony will use his affection where it is: 
he married but his occasion heie. 

And thus it may be. Come, sir, 
will you aboard ? I have a health for you. 

Bno. I shall take it, sir : we have used 
our throats in Egypt. 

JIB;!. Come, let’s away. \E.\eu;!t. 

Scene VII, On hoard Pompey's galley., 
off 

Music' plays. Euler I'joo or three Servants 
'loith a banquet. 

First Serv. Here they’ll be, man. 
vSome o’ their plants aie ill-rooted already ; 
the least wind i’ the world will blow thepi 
down. 

Sec, Serv. Lepidus is high-coloured. 
77rsi Sc;-v. "fhey have made him drink 
alms-drink. 

Sec. Sen;. As they pinch one another 
by the disposition, he cries out ‘ No 
more;’ reconciles them to his cntieaty, 
and himself to the dunk. 

Ei;‘st Serv. But it raises the greater 
war between him and his discretion. 

Sec. So'v. Why, this it is to have a name 
in great men’s fellowsliij) : I had as lief 
have a reed that will do mo no seivice as 
a partisan I could not heave. 

First Serv. To be called into a huge 
sphere, and not to be seen to move in’t, 
aie the holes where eyes should be, v liich 
pitifully disaster the cheeks. 

A sennet sounded. F.ntcr C/Esar, An- 
tony, Lepjous, Pompey, AORn’T’A, 
Mpx/Enas, Enoeareus, Menas, 'laith 
other captains. 

Ant. [7h C(€sa)''\ Thus do they, sir: 
they take the flow o’ the Nile 
By certain scales i’ the pyramid ; they 
know, 

By the height, the lowness, or the mean, 
if dearth 

Or foison follow : the higher Nilus swells. 
The more it promises : as it ebbs, the 
seedsman 

Upon the slime and ooze scatters his grain, 
And shortly comes to harvest. 

Lep, You’ve strange serpents there. 


Anf. Ay, Lepidus. 

Lep. Your serpent of Egypt is bred 
now of your mud by the operation of 
your sun : so is ycnir crocodile. 

Ant. They are so. 

Poni. Sit, — and some wine ! A health 
to i.epidus ! 

Lep. I am not so wrell as I should be, 
but I’ll ne'er out. 

Eno. Not till you have slept ; I fear 
me you’ll be in till then. 

I^cp. Nay, certainly, I have heard the 
Ptolemies’ })yramises are very goodly 
things ; wdthout contradiction, I have 
heard that. 

Men. {Aside to Po?n.\ Pompey, a w ord. 

Poui. [Aside to JJ/en.] Say in mine ear ; 
what is't ? 

Men. [Aside to Pom. ] Forsake thy seat, 
I do beseech thee, captain, 

And hear me speak a word. 

Pom. [Aside to Men.'] Foibear me till 
anon. 

This wine for Leiiidus ! 

Lep. What manner o’ thing is your 
crocodile ? 

Ant. It is shaped, sir, like itself ; and 
it is as broad as it hath breadth: it is 
just so high as it is, and moves with 
it owm oigans ; it lives by that which 
nouiisheth it ; and the elements once out 
of it, it transmigrates. 

Lep. What coloui is it of? 

Ant. Of it owm colour too. 

I.ep' ’Tis a stiange serpent. 

Anf. ’Tis so. And the tears of it are w’et. 

Cics, Will this description satisfy him ? 

Ant. With the health that Pompey 
gives him, else he is a veiy epicure. 

Pom. [Aside to Men.] Go hang, sir, 
hang! Tell me of that? away! 

Do as I bid you. Where’s this cup I 
call’d for? 

Men. [Aside to Potn.] If for the sake 
of merit thou w ilt hear me. 

Rise from thy stool. 

Pom. [Aside to J hen.] I think thou’rt 
mad, Tlie matter? 

[yt'Ac.s, and walks aside. 

Mtn. I have ever held my cap off to 
thy fortunes. 
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Po7n. Thou hast served me with much 
faith. What ’& else to say ? 

Be jolly, lords. 

Ant. These quick-sands, Lepidus, 

Keep oft' them, for you sink. 

Men, Wilt thou be lord of all the world? 

PofTi. What say’st thou ? 

Men. Wilt thou be lord of the whole 
world? That’s twice. 

Potn, How should that be ? 

Men, But entertain it. 

And, though thou think me poor, I am 
the man 

Will give thee all the world. 

Pom. Hast tiiou drunk well ? 

Meii. No, Pompey, I have kept me 
from the cup. 

Thou art, if thoudarestbe, the earthly Jove: 

Whate’er the ocean pales, or sky inclips. 

Is thine, if thou wilt ha’t. 

Pom. Show me which way. 

Men, These three world-sharers, these 
competitors, 

Are in thy vessel : let me cut the cable ; 

And, when we are put off, fall to their 
thioats : 

All there is thine. 

Pom. Ah, this thou shouldst have done, 

And not have spoke on ’t ! In me ’tis villany ; 

In thee’t had been good service. Thou 
must know, 

’Tis not my profit that does lead mine 
honour ; 

Mine honour, it. Repent that e’er thy 
tongue 

Plath so betray’d thine act: being done 
unknown, 

I should have found it afterwards well done; 

But must condemn it now. Desist, and 
drink. 

Men. \Aside'\ For this, 

I ’ll never follow thy pall’d fortunes more. 

Who seeks, and will not take when once 
’tis offer’d, 

Shall never find it more. 

Pom. This health to Lepidus ! 

Ant. Bear him ashore. I’ll pledge it 
for him, Pompey. 

Rno. Here’s to thee, Menas! 

A/en. Enobarbus, welcome ! 

Pom. Fill till the cup be hid. 


Eno. There’s a strong fellow, Menas. 
[Pomfzng to the Attendant who 
carries off Lepidus. 

Men. Why? 

Eno. A’ bears the third part of the 
world, man ; see’st not ? 

Men. The third part, then, is diunk: 
would it were all, 

That it might go on wheels ! 

Eno. Drink thou; increase the reels. 
Men. Come. 

Pom. This is not yet an Alexandrian 
feast. 

Ant. It ripens towards it. Strike the 
vessels, ho ! 

Here is to Caesar ! 

Cces. I could well forbear ’t. 

It’s monstrous labour, when 1 wash my 
brain. 

And it grows fouler. 

Ant. Be a child o’ the time. 

Cics, Possess it, I’ll make answer: 

But I had rather fast from all four days 
Than drink so much in one. 

Eno, Ila, my brave emperor! 

[ To Aritony. 

Shall we dance now the Egyptian Bac- 
chanals, 

And celebrate our drink ? 

Pom. Let’s ha’t, good soldier. 

Ant. Come, let’s all take hands, 

Till that the conquering wine hath steep’d 
our sense 

In soft and delicate Lethe. 

Eno. All lake hands. 

i\Iak^ battery to our cars with the loud 
music : 

The while I ’ll place you : then the boy 
shall sing; 

The holding every man shall bear as loud 
As his strong sides can volley. 

[Music plays. Enobarbus places 
them hand in hand. 

The Song. 

Come, thou monarch of the vine, 
Plumpy Bacchus with pink eyne ! 

In thy fats our cares be drown’d. 

With thy grapes our hairs be crown’d : 
Cup us, till the world go round, 

Cup us, till the world go round ! 
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Ccus. What would you more? Pompey, 
good night. Good brother, 

Let me request you off : our graver 
business 

Frowns at this levity. Gentle lords, let’s 
part ; 

You see we have burnt our cheeks : strong 
Enobarb 

Is weaker than the wine ; and mine own 
tongue 

Splits Mdiat it speaks : the wild disguise 
hath almost 

Antick’d us all. What needs more words ? 
Good night. 

Good Antony, your hand. 

Po7Ji. I ’ll try you on the shore. • 
Ant, And shall, sir : give’s your hand. 
Pom. O Antony, 

You have my father’s house, — But, what ? 
we are friends. 

Come, down into the boat. 

Eno. Take heed you fall not. 

\Exettnt all but Euoharbus and Menas. 

Menas, I’ll not on shore. 

Men. No, to my cabin. 

These drums ! these trumpets, flutes ! 
what ! 

Let Neptune hear we bid a loud fare- 
well 

To these great fellows : sound and be 
hang’d, sound out ! {Sound a 

flourish^ until drums. 
Eno. Ho ! says a’. There’s my 
cap. 

Men. IIo! Noble captain, come. 

{Exeunt, 

ACT III. 

Scene I. A plain in Syfda. 

Efiter Ventidius as it ivei'e hi Unumphy 
%vith SlLilTs, and other Romans, 
Officers, and Soldiers ; the dead body of 
Pacoeus borne before him. 

Ven. Now, darting Parthia, art thou 
struck; and now 

Pleased fortune does of Marcus Crassus’ 
death 

Make me revenger. Bear the king’s son’s 
body 


Before our army. Thy Pacorus, Orodes, 
I’ays this for Marcus Ciassus. 

Sil. Noble Ventidius, 

Whilst yet with Parthian blood thy sword 
is warm, 

The fugitive Parthians follow ; spur 
through Media, 

^Mesopotamia, and the shelters whither 
The routed fly : so thy grand captain 
Antony 

Shall set thee on triumphant chariots and 
Put garlands on thy head. 

Vcn. O Silius, Siliiis, 

I have done enough ; a lower place, note 
well, 

May make too great an act : for learn 
this, Silius; 

Better to leave undone, than by our deed 
Acquire too high a fame when him wc 
serve's away. 

Cmsar and Antony have ever won 
More in their officer than person : Sossius, 
One of my jilace in Syria, his lieutenant, 
P'or quick accumulation of renown, 
Which he achieved by the minute, lost 
his favour. 

Who does i’ the wars more than his 
captain can 

Becomes his captain’s captain ; and am- 
bition. 

The soldier’s virtue, rather makes choice 
of loss. 

Than gain which darkens him. 

I could do more to do Antonins good. 
But 'twould offend him ; and in his offence 
Should my performance perish. 

Sil. Thou hast, Ventidius, that 
Without the which a soldier, and his sword, 
Grants scarce distinction. Thou wilt 
write to Antony ? 

Ven. I’ll humbly signify wffiat in his 
name. 

That magical w^ord of war, we have 
effected ; 

How, with his banners and his well-paid 
ranks. 

The ne’er -yet-beaten horse of Parthia 
We have jaded out o’ the field. 

Sil. Where is he now ? 

Ven. He purposeth to Athens: whither, 
with what haste 
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The weight we must convey w'ith’s will 
permit, 

We shall appear before him. On, there ; 
pass along ! {Exeunt, 

\ 

Scene 11. Rome. An ante'Chainber in 
CccsaYs house. 

Enter Agrippa at one door, Enobarbus 

at a7tothc7'. 

A ^^9'. What, are the brothers parted ? 

Eno. They have dispatch’d with 
Pompey, he is gone ; 

The other three are sealing. Octavia 
weeps 

To part from Rome; Coesar is sad; and 
Lepidus, 

Since Pompey’s feast, as Menas says, is 
troubled 

With the green sickness. 

Agr. ’Tis a noble Lepidus. 

Eno. A very fine one : O, how he 
loves Cccsar ! 

Agr. Nay, but how dearly he adores 
Mark Antony ! 

Eno. Cxsar? Why, he’s the Jupiter 
of men. 

Agr. What’s Antony? The god of 
Jupiter. 

Eno. Spake you of Caesar ? How ! 
the nonpareil ! 

Agr. O Antony ! O thou Arabian bird ! 

Eno. Would you praise Caesar, say 
‘ Caesar : ’ go no further. 

Agr. Indeed, he plied them both with 
excellent praises. 

Eno. But he loves Caesar best ; yet he 
loves Antony ; 

IIo ! hearts, tongues, figures, scribes, 
bards, i^oets, cannot 

Think, speak, cast, write, sing, number, 
ho ! 

His love to Antony. But as for Caesar, 

Kneel down, kneel down, and wonder. 

Agr. Both he loves. 

Eno, They are his shards, and he their 
beetle. {Ti'twtpets within.^ So; 

This is to horse. Adieu, noble Agrippa. 

Agr. Good fortune, worthy soldier; 
and farewell. 


E^tter C^SAR, Antony, Lepidus, a9id 
Octavia. 

Ant, No further, sir. 

C(Bs, You take from me a great part 
of myself ; 

Use me well in’t. Sister, prove such a 
wife 

As my thoughts make thee, and as my 
farthest band 

Shall pass on thy approof. Most noble 
Antony, 

Let not the piece of virtue, which is set 
Betwixt us as the cement of our love. 

To keep it builded, be the ram to batter 
The fortress of it ; for better might we 
Have loved without this mean, if on 
both parts 

This be not cherish’d. 

Ant. Make me not offended 

In your distrust. 

Cirs. I have said. 

Ant, You shall not find, 

Though you be therein curious, the least 
cause 

For what you seem to fear : so, the gods 
keep you, 

And make the hearts of Romans serve 
your ends ! 

We will here part. 

Coes. Farewell, my dearest sister, fare 
thee well : 

The elements be kind to thee, and make 
Thy spirits all of comfort ! fare thee well. 

Oct. My noble brother ! 

Ant. The April’s in her eyes: it is 
love’s spring, 

And these the showers to bring it on. 
Be cheerful. 

Oct. Sir, look well to my husband’s 
house; and — 

Cas. What, 

Octavia ? 

Oct. I’ll tell you in your ear. 

Ant. Her tongue will not obey her 
heart, nor can 

Her heart inform her tongue, — the swan’s 
down-feather. 

That stands upon the swell at full of tide. 
And neither way inclines. 

Eno. {A side to Agr. ] Will Csesar weep ? 
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Agr. [Aside to Eno.l He has a cloud 
in’s face. 

Eno. [Asule to Agr.'\ He were the 
worse for that, were he a horse ; I 
So is he, being a man. 

Ag?'. [Aside to Eno.] Why, Enobarbus, 
When Antony found Julius Caesar dead, 
He cried almost to roaring ; and he wept 
When at Philippi he found Brutus slain. 
Eno. [Aside to Agr.] That year, in- 
deed, he was troubled with a rheum; 
What willingly he did confound he wail’d, 
Believe ’t, till I wept too. 

Cess. No, sweet Octavia, 

You shall hear from me still; the time 
shall not * 

Out-go my thinking on you. 

A7it. Come, sir, come; 

ril wrestle with you in my strength of 
love : 

Look, heie I h>ive you; thus I let you go, 
And give you tc the gods. 

Cccs. Adieu ; be happy ! 

Lep. Let all L'e number of the stars 
give light 
To thy fair way ! 

Cces. Farewcb, farewell! 

[ICisses Octavia, 

Ant. Farewell! 

[Trtwipets sound. Exeunt. 

Scene HI. Alexandria. Clcopati'dls 
palace. 

Enter Cleoeatra, Charmian, Iras, 
and Alexas. 

Cleo, Where is the fellow ? 

Alex. Half afeard to come. 

Cleo. Go to, go to. 

E^iter the Messenger as before. 

Come hither, sir. 

Alex. Good majesty, 

Herod of Jewry dare not look upon you 
But when you are well pleased. 

Cleo. That Plerod’s head 

I ’ll have : but how, when Antony is gone 
Through whom I might command it? 
Come thou near. 

Mess. Most gracious majesty, — 

Cleo. Didst thou behold Octavia ? 


Mess. Ay, dread queen. 

Cleo. Where? 

Mess. Madam, in Rome; 

I look’d her in the face, and saw her led 
Between her brother and Mark Antony. 
Cleo. Is she as tall as me ? 

Mess, She is not, madam. 

Cleo. Didst hear her speak ? is she 
shrill -tongued or low? 

Mess. Madam, T heard her speak ; she 
is low-voiced. 

Cleo. That’s not so good: he cannot 
like her long. 

Char. Like her! O Isis! ’tis impos- 
sible. 

Cleo. I think so, Charmian : dull of 
tongue, and dwarfish ! 

What majesty is in her gait ? Remember, 
If e’er thou look’dst on majesty. 

Mess. She creeps : 

Her motion and her station are as one ; 
She shows a body rather than a life, 

A statue than a breather. 

Cleo. Is this certain ? 

Mess. Or I have no obbcrvance. 

Char. Three in Egypt 

Cannot make better note. 

Cleo. He’s very knowfing; 

I do perceive ’t : there’s nothing in her 
yet : 

The fellow has good judgement. 

Char. Excellent. 

Cleo. Guess at her years, I prithee. 
Mess. Madam, 

She was a wfidow, — 

Cleo. Widow! Charmian, hark. 

Mess, And I do think she’s thirty. 
Cleo. Bear’st thou her face in mind? 

is ’t long or round ? 

Mess. Round even to faultiness. 

Cleo. For the most part, too, they are 
foolish that are so. 

Her hair, wiiat colour ? 

Mess. Blown, madam : and her fore- 
head 

As low as she w'ould wish it. 

Cleo. There ’s gold for thee. 

Thou must not take my former sharpness 
ill: 

I will employ thee back again; I find 
thee 
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Most fit for business : go make thee ready ; 

Our letters are prepared. 

\^Exit Messenger. 

Char. A proper man. 

Cleo. Indeed, he is so: I repent me 
much 

That so I harried him. Why, methinks, 
by him. 

This creature’s no such thing. 

Char. Nothing, madam. 

Cleo. The man hath seen some majesty, 
and should know. 

Char. Hath he seen majesty ? Isis else 
defend. 

And serving you so long ! 

Cleo. I have one thing more to ask 
him yet, good Charmian : 

But ’tis no matter; thou shalt bring him 
to me 

Where I will write. All may be well 
enough. 

Char. I warrant you, madam. 

{^Exeunt. 

Scene IV. Athens. A room in Antony's 
house. 

Enter Antony and Octavia. 

Ant. Nay, nay, Octavia, not only 
that, — 

That were excusable, that, and thousands 
more 

Of semblable import, — but he hath waged 

New wars ’gainst Pompey; made his 
will, and read it 

To public ear: 

Spoke scantly of me : when perforce he 
could not 

But pay me terms of honour, cold and 
sickly 

He vented them; most narrow measure 
lent me : 

When the best hint was given him, he 
not took’t, 

Or did it from his teeth. 

Oct. O my good lord. 

Believe not all ; or, if you must believe. 

Stomach not all. A more unhappy lady, 

I f this division chance, ne’er stood between. 

Praying for both parts : 

The good gods will mock me presently, 


When I shall pray, ‘O, bless my lord 
and husband ! ’ 

Undo that prayer, by crying out as loud, 

‘ O, bless my brother!’ Ilusband win, 
win brother, 

Prays, and destroys the prayer ; no midway 
’Twixt these extremes at all. 

Ant. Gentle Octavia, 

Let your best love draw to that point, 
which seeks 

Best to preserve it : if I lose mine honour, 
I lose myself: better I were not yours 
Than yours so branchless. But, as you 
requested. 

Yourself shall go between ’s: the mean 
' time, lady, 

I’ll raise the preparation of a war 
Shall stain your brother : make youi 
soonest haste; 

So your desires are yours. 

Oct. Thanks to my lord. 

The Jove of power make me most weak, 
most weak, 

Your leconcilei ! Wars ’twixt you twain 
would be 

As if the world should cleave, and that 
slain men 

Should solder up the rift. 

Ant. When it appears to you where 
this begins, 

Turn your displeasure that way; for our 
faults 

Can never be so equal, that your love 
Can equally move with them. Provide 
your going ; 

Choose your own company, and command 
what cost 

Your heart has mind to. \Exeunt. 

Scene V. The same. A^iother roo77i. 
Efiter Enobarbus aiid Eros, 77ieetmg. 

Eno. How now, friend Ero:. ! 

Eros. There’s strange news come, sii. 

E710. What, man? 

E7'os. Czesar and Lepidus have made 
wars upon Pompey. 

Efio. This is old : what is the success ? 

Ef'os. Ccesar, having made use of him 
in the wars ’gainst Pompey, presently 
denied him rivality; would not let him 
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partake in the glory of the action : and 
not resting here, accuses him of letters he 
had formerly wrote to Pompey ; upon his 
own appeal, seizes him : so the poor 
third is up, till death enlarge his confine. 

Eno. Then, world, thou hast a pair 
of chaps, no more ; 

And throw between them all the food 
thou hast. 

They’ll grind the one the other. Where ’s 
Antony ? 

Ei'os. lie’s walking in the garden — 
thus ; and spurns 

The rush that lies before him; cries, 
‘Fool Lepidus!’ 

And threats the throat of that his officer 
That murder’d Pompey. 

Eno. Our great navy’s rigg’d. 

Eros. For Italy and Caesar. More, 
Domitius ; 

My lord desires you presently: my news 
I might have told hereafter. 

Eno, ’Twill be naught: 

Put let it be. Bring me to Antony. 

Eros. Come, sir. \Exeunt. 

Scene VI. Rome. Ca-sar's honse. 
Enter CAESAR, Agrippa, ^w^MeC/ENAS. 

Cces. Contemning Rome, he has done 
all this, and more. 

In Alexandria: here’s the manner of’t: 

I’ the market-place, on a tribunal silver’d, 
Cleopatra and himself in chairs of gold 
Were publicly enthroned: at the feet sat 
Ceesarion, whom they call my father’s son. 
And all the unlawful issue that their lust 
Since then hath made between them. 
Unto her 

He gave the stablishment of Egypt ; made 
her 

Of lower Syria, Cyprus, Lydia, 

Absolute queen. 

]\Tec. This in the public eye ? 

Cces. I’ the common show-place, where 
they exercise. 

His sons he there proclaim’d the kings of 
kings : 

Great Media, Parthia, and Armenia, 

He gave to Alexander; to Ptolemy he 
assign’d 


Syria, Cilicia, and Phoenicia; she 
In the habiliments of the goddess Isis 
That day appear’d; and oft before gave 
audience. 

As ’tis reported, so. 

Mcc. Let Rome be thus 

Inform’d. 

Agr. Who, queasy with his insolence 
Already, will their good thoughts call 
from him. 

Cces, The people know it; and have 
now received 
His accusations. 

Agr. Who does he accuse ? 

Cces, Ceesar : and that, having m Sicily 
Sextus Pompeius sjDoil’d, we had not 
rated him 

His part o’ the isle : then does he say, 
he lent me 

Some shipping unrestored : lastly, he frets 
That Lepidus of the triumvirate 
Should be deposed ; and, being, that we 
detain 

All his revenue. 

Agr. Sir, this should be answer’d. 

Cces. ’Tis done already, and the mess- 
enger gone. 

I have told him, Lepidus was grown too 
cruel ; 

That he his high authority abused, 

And did deserve his change: for what 
I have conquer’d, 

I grant him part ; but then, in his Armenia, 
And other of his conquer’d kingdoms, I 
Demand the like. 

Mec. He’ll never yield to that. 

Cies. Nor must not then be yielded to 
in this. 

Enter Octavia loilli her train. 

Oct. Hail, Cccsar, and my loid! hail, 
most dear Cmsar ! 

Cces. That ever I should call thee cast- 
away ! 

Oct. You have not call’d me so, nor 
have you cause. 

Cies. Why have you stol’n upon us 
thus? You come not 
Like CtEsar’s sister : the wife of Antony 
Should have an army for an usher, and 
The neighs of horse to tell of her approach 
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Long ere she did appear; the trees by 
the way 

Should have borne men ; and expectation 
fainted, 

Longing for what it had not; nay, the 
dust 

Should have ascended to the roof of 
heaven, 

Raised by your populous troops : but you 
are come 

A market-maid to Rome ; and have pre- 
vented 

The ostentation of our love, which, left 
imshown, 

Is often left unloved : we should have 
met you 

By sea and land ; supplying every stage 
With an augmented greeting. 

Oct. Good my lord, 

To come thus was I not constrain’d, but 
did 

On my free will. My lord, Mark Antony, 
Hearing that you prepared for war, 
acquainted 

]\Iy grieved ear withal ; whereon, I beggVl 
His paidon for return. 

C(vs. Which soon he granted. 

Being an obstruct ’tween his lust and him. 

Oct. Do not say so, my lord. 

CcTs. I have eyes upon him, 

And his affairs come to me on the wind. 
Where is he now ? 

Oct. My lord, in Athens. 

Orv. No, my most wronged sister; 
Cleopatra 

Hath nodded him to her. He hath given 
his empire 

Up to a whore; who now are levying 
The kings o’ the earth for war: he hath 
assembled 

Bocchus, the king of Libya ; Archelaus, 
Of Cappadocia ; Philadelphos, king 
Of Paphlagonia ; the Thracian king, 
Adallas ; 

King Malchus of Arabia ; King of 
Pont ; 

Ileiod of Jewry; Mithridates, king 
Of Comagene ; Polemon and Amyntas, 
The kings of Mede and Lycaonia, 

With a more larger list of sceptres. 

Oct. Ay me, most wretched, 


That have my heart parted betwixt two 
friends 

That do afflict each other ! 

C(vs. Welcome hither: 

Your letters did withhold our breaking 
forth ; 

Till we perceived, both how you were 
wrong led, 

And we in negligent danger. Cheer your 
heart : 

Be you not troubled with the time, which 
drives 

O’er your content these strong necessities ; 

But let determined things to destiny 

Hold iinbewail’d their way. Welcome 
to Rome; 

Nothing more dear to me. You are 
abused 

Beyond the mark of thought : and the high 
gods, 

To do you justice, make them ministers 

Of us and those that love you. Best of 
comfort ; 

And ever welcome to us. 

Agr. Welcome, lady. 

Mcc. Welcome, dear madam. 

I£ach heart in Rome does love and pity you : 

Only the adulterous Antony, most large 

III his abominations, turns you off ; 

And gives his potent regiment to a trull, 

That noises it against us. 

Oct. Is it so, sir ? 

Cdcs. Most certain. Sister, welcome: 
pray you, 

Be ever known to patience : my dear’st 
sister ! ^Exeiint. 

vScENE VII. Near Actiitm. Antony's 
camp. 

Enter Cleotatra and Enobarbus. 

Cleo. I will be even with thee, doubt 
it not. 

Eno. But why, why, why ? 

Cleo. Thou hast forspoke my being in 
these wars. 

And say’st it is not fit. 

Eno. Well, is it, is it ? 

Cleo. If not denounced against us, why 
should not we 

Be there in person ? 
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Eno. \Aside\ Well, I could reply: 

If wc should serve with horse and mares 
together, 

The horse were merely lost ; the mares 
would bear 

A soldier and his horse. 

Cleo. What is’t you say? 

Ejw. Your presence needs must puzzle 
Antony; 

Take from his heart, take fiom his brain, 
fiom’s time, 

What should not then be spared. He is 
already 

Traduced for levity ; and His said in 
Rome 

That Photinus an eunuch and your maids 
Manage this war. 

Clco. Sink Rome, and their tongues 
lot 

H’hat speak against us ! A charge we 
bear i’ the war, 

And, as the president of my kingdom, 
will 

Appear there for a man. Speak not 
against it; 

I will not stay behind. 

Elio. ^Hiy, I have done. 

Ileie comes the empeior. 

Enter Antony and Canidius. 

Ant. Is It not strange, Canidius, 
That from Tarentum and Rrundusium 
lie could so quickly cut the Ionian sea. 
And take in Toryne? You have heard 
on’t, sweet? 

Cleo. Celerity is never more admired 
Than by the negligent. 

Ant. A good rebuke, 

Which might have well bccomed the best 
of men. 

To taunt at slackness. Canidius, we 
Will fight with him by sea» 

Cleo. I3y sea ! what else ? 

Can. Why will my lord do so ? 

Ant. For that he dares us toH. 

Eno. So hath my lord dared him to 
single fight. 

Can. Ay, and to wage this battle at 
Pharsalia, 

^^^lere Caesar fought with Pompey : but 
these offers. 


Which serve not for his vantage, he 
shakes off; 

And so should you. 

Eno. Your ships are not well mann’d; 

Your mariners are muleters, reapers, people 

Ingross’d by swift impress; in Caesar’s 
fleet 

Are those that often have ’gainst PomiDey 
fought : 

Their ships are yarc ; yours, heavy : no 
disgrace 

Shall fall you for refusing him at sea. 

Being prepared for land. 

Ant. By sea, by sea. 

Eno. Most worthy sir, you therein 
throw away 

The absolute soldiership you have by land ; 

Distract your army, w'hich doth most con- 
sist 

Of war-m.ark'd footmen; leave unexecuted 

Your own renowned knowledge; quite 
forego 

The way which promises assurance ; and 

Give up yourself merely to chance and 
hazard, 

PYom firm security. 

Ant. I ’ll fight at sea. 

Clco. I have sixty sails, Ca:sar none 
better. 

Ant. Our overplus of shipping v/ill we 
burn ; 

And, with the rest full-niann’d, from the 
head of xVetium 

Beat the approaching Coesar. But if we 
fail. 

We then can doH at land. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Thy business ? 

Mess. The news is true, my lord ; he 
is descried ; 

Cjesar has taken Toryne. 

Ant. Can he be there in person ? ’tis 
impossible ; 

Strange that his power should be. Cani- 
dius, 

I Our nineteen legions thou shalt hold by 
land, 

And our twelve thousand horse. We’ll 
to our ship : 

Away, my Thetis ! 
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Ente7‘ a Soldier. 

How now, worthy soldier ! 
Sold. O noble emperor, do not fight 
by sea ; 

Trust not to rotten planks: do you mis- 
doubt 

This sword and these my wounds ? Let 
the Eg}^ptians 

And the Phoenicians go a-ducking : we 
Have used to concpier, standing on the 
earth, 

And fighting foot to foot. 

Ant. Well, well; away! 

\Exeunt Antony^ Cleopatray and 
Enohaj'bns. 

Sold. By Hercules, I think I am i’ the 
right. 

Cajz. .Soldier, thou art : but his whole 
action grows 

Not in the power on't: .so our leader’s 
led. 

And we are women’s men. 

Sold. You kcej) by land 

The legions and the horse whole, do you 
not ? 

Can. Marcus Octavius, Marcus Justeius, 
Publicola, and Ccelius, are for sea : 

But we keep whole by land. This speed 
of Caesar’s 

Carries beyond belief. 

Sold. While he was yet in Rome, 
His power went out in such distractions as 
Beguiled all spies. 

Can. Who’s his lieutenant, hear you? 
Sold. They say, one Taurus. 

Cazi. Well I know the man. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. The emperor calls Canidius. 
Cazi. With news the time ’s with labour, 
and throes forth, 

Each minute, some. [Exeunt, 

Scene VIH. A plain ftear Actium. 

Enter CAESAR, and Taurus, with his 
army^ marching. 

Ccps. Taurus I 
Taur. My lord ? 

Cces. Strike not by land ; keep whole : 
provoke not battle. 


Till we have done at sea. Do not exceed 
The prescript of this scroll : our fortune 
lies 

Upon this jump. [Exeunt. 

Scene IX. Another paid of the plain. 
Enter Antonv and Enouarbus. 
Ant. Set we our squadrons on yond 
side o’ the hill. 

In eye of Cae.sar’s battle ; from which place 
We may the number of the ships behold. 
And so proceed accordingly. [Exeunt. 

.Scene X. Aziot her part of the plain. 

Canidius mazxhcth with his lazid anny 
one way over the stage; and Taurus, 
the lieutenant of C/ESAR, the other way. 
After their going ?«, is heaz’d the noise 
of a sea-fght. 

Alartnn. Enter En OB ARBUS. 

Eno. iMaught, naught, all naught ! I 
can behold no longer : 

The Antoniad, the Egyptian admiral. 
With all their sixty, fly and turn the 
rudder : 

To see’t mine eyes are blasted. 

Eziter SCARUS. 

Scar. Gods and goddesses, 

All the whole synod of them ! 

Eno. What ’s thy passion ? 

Scar. The greater cantle of the world 
is lost 

With very ignorance ; we have kiss’d away 
Kingdoms and provinces. 

Ezio. How appears the fight ? 

Scar. On our side like the token’d 
pestilence. 

Where death is sure. Yon ribaudred nag 
of Egypt,— 

AVhom leprosy o’ertake ! — i’ the midst o’ 
the fight. 

When vantage like apair of twins appear’d, 
Both as the same, or rather ours the elder. 
The breese upon her, like a cow in June, 
Hoists sails and flies. 

Ezio. That I beheld : 

Mine eyes did sicken at the sight, and 
could not 

Endure a further view. 
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Scan She once being loof’d, 

The noble ruin of her magic, Antony, 
Claps on his sea-wing, and, like a doting 
mallard, 

Leaving the fight in height, flies after 
her : 

I never saw an action of such shame ; 
Expel ience, manhood, honour, ne’er 
before 

Did violate so itself. 

Eno. Alack, alack ! 

Enter Canidius. 

Caft. Our fortune on the sea is out of 
breath, 

And sinks most lamentably. Had our 
general 

Been what he knew' himself, it had gone 
well : 

0, he has given example for our flight, 
^lost grossly, by his own ! 

Eno. Ay, are you thereabouts ? 

Why, then, good night indeed. 

Can. Tow'ard Peloponnesus are they 
fled. 

Scar. ’Tis easy to’t ; and there I will 
attend 

What further comes. 

Can. To Caesar will I render 

My legions and my horse; six kings 
already 

Show me the way of yielding. 

Eno. I’ll yet follow 

The wounded chance of Antony, though 
my reason 

Sits in the wind against me. \Exetmt. 

Scene XI. Alexajidria. Cleopatra! s 
palace. 

Enter Antony luith Attendants. 

Ant. Hark ! the land bids me tread 
no more upon ’t ; 

It is ashamed to bear me ! Friends, come 
hither : 

I am so lated in the world, that I 
Have lost my way for ever : I have a 
ship 

Laden with gold ; take that, divide it ; 
And make your peace with Caesar. 


All. Fly ! not we. 

Ant. I have fled myself ; and have in- 
structed cowards 

To run and show their shoulders. Friends, 
be gone ; 

I have myself resolved upon a course 

Which has no need of you ; be gone : 

My treasure’s in the harbour, take it. O, 

I follow’d that I blush to look upon : 

My very hairs do mutiny ; for the 
w'hite 

Reprove the brown for rashness, and 
they them 

For fear and doting. Friends, be gone: 
you shall 

Have letters from me to some friends 
that will 

Sweep your way for you. Pray you, 
look not sad. 

Nor make replies of loathness ; take the 
hint 

Which my despair proclaims j let that be 
left 

Which leaves itself: to the sea -side 
straightway : 

I will possess you of that ship and 
treasure. 

Leave me, I pray, a little: pray you 
now : 

hlay, do so ; for, indeed, I have lost 
command, 

Therefore I pray you: I’ll see you by 
and by. dorvn. 

Enter Cleopatra led by Charmian 
and Iras ; Eros following. 

Eros. Nay, gentle madam, to him, 
comfort him. 

Iras. Do, most dear queen. 

Char. Do ! why : what else ? 

Cleo. Let me sit down. O Juno ! 

Ant. No, no, no, no, no. 

Eros. See you here, sir ? 

A7tt. O fie, fie, fie ! 

Char. Madam ! 

Iras. Madam, O good empress ! 

Eros. Sir, sir, — 

Ant. Yes, my lord, yes ; he at Philippi 
kept 

His sword e’en like a dancer ; while 1 
struck 
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The lean and wrinkled Cassius ; and 
’twas I 

That the mad Brutus ended : he alone 

Dealt on lieutenantry, and no practice 
had 

In the brave squares of war: yet now — 
No matter. 

Cho. Ah, stand by. 

Ei'os, Tlie queen, my lord, the queen. 

Iras. Go to him, madam, speak to 
him : 

He is iinqualitied with very shame. 

Cleo. Well then, sustain me: O! 

Eros. Most noble sir, arise ; the queen 
approaches : 

Her head’s declined, and death will 
seize her, but 

Your comfort makes the rescue. 

Ai7t. I have offended reputation, 

A most unnoble swerving. 

Ei'os. Sir, the queen. 

Ant, O, whither hast thou led me, 
Egypt ? See, 

How I convey my shame out of thine 
eyes 

By looking back what I have left be- 
hind 

’Stroy’d in dishonour. 

Cleo. O my lord, my lord, 

Forgive my fearful sails ! I little thought 

You would have follow'd. 

Ant. Egypt, thou knew’st too well 

My heart was to thy rudder tied by the 
strings. 

And thou shouldst tow me after ; o’er my 
spirit 

Thy full supremacy thou knew’st, and 
that 

Thy beck might from the bidding of the 
gods 

Command me. 

Cleo. O, my pardon ! 

Ant. Now I must 

To the young man send humble treaties, 
dodge 

And palter in the shifts of lowness ; 
who 

With half the bulk o’ the world play’d 
as I pleased. 

Making and marring fortunes. You did 
know 


How much you were my conqueror ; and 
that 

My sword, made weak by my affection, 
would 

Obey it on all cause. 

Cleo. Pardon, pardon ! 

Aiit. Fall not a tear, I say ; one of 
them rates 

All that is won and lost : give me a 
kiss ; 

Even this repays me. We sent our 
schoolmaster ; 

Is he come back ? Love, I am full of 
lead. 

Some wine, within there, and our viands ! 

^ Fortune knows 

We scorn her most when most she offers 
blows. \Exeunt. 

Scene: XII. Eg)>pt. CcesaYs camp. 
Enter Dolabella, Thyreus, 

7vith othe7's. 

Cers. Let him appear that ’s come from 
Antony. 

Know you him ? 

Dot. Ccesar, ’tis his schoolmaster : 

An argument that he is pluck'd, when 
hither 

He sends so poor a pinion of his wing. 

Which had superfluous kings foi messengers 

Not many moons gone by. 

Enter Euphronius, ambassador from 
Aiitony. 

Cics. Approach, and speak. 

Euph. Such as I am, I come from 
Antony : 

I w^as of late as petty to his ends 

As is the morn-dew on the myrtle-leaf 

To his grand sea. 

Cces. Be’t so: declare thine office. 

Euph. Lord of his fortunes he salutes 
thee, and 

Requires to live in Egypt: which not 
granted. 

He lessens his requests; and to thee 
sues 

To let him breathe between the heavens 
and earth, 

A private man in Athens : this for him. 
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Next, Cleopatra does confess thy great- 
ness ; 

Submits her to thy might; and of thee 
craves 

The circle of the Ptolemies for her heiis, 
Now hazarded to thy giace. 

C(es. For Antony, 

I have no ears to his request. The queen 
Of audience nor desire shall fail, so she 
From Egypt drive her all -disgraced friend, 
Or take his life there : this if she perform. 
She shall not sue unheard. So to them 
both. 

Eiiph. Fortune pursue thee ! 

C(vs, Bring him thiough the bands. 

\Exit Eiiphroniu^^ 
\To Thyreiis\ To try thy eloquence, now 
’tis time : dispatch ; 

From Antony win Clcopatia: promise. 
And in our name, what she reipiires; 
add more, 

P'rom thine invention, offers : women aie 
not 

In their best fortunes strong; but want 
will perjuie 

The ne’er-touch’d vestal ; tiy thy cunning, 
Thyreus ; 

i\Iake thine own edict for thy pains, which 
we 

Will answer as a law. 

Thyr, Cicsar, I go. 

Ci£s. Observe how Antony becomes his 
flaw. 

And what thou think’st his veiy action 
speaks 

In every power that moves. 

Thyr, Ctesar, I shall. [ExeiuA, 

Scene XIII. Alexandria. Cleopati'ols 
palace. 

Enter Cleopatra, Enoearrus, 
Charmian, and Iras. 

Cleo. What shall we do, Enobarbus ? 

Eno, Think, and die. 

Cleo. Is Antony or wc in fault for this ? 

Eno. Antony only, that would make 
his will 

Lord of his reason. What though you fled 
^ rom that great face of war, whose several 
ranges 

VOL. III. 


Frighted each other? why should he 
follow? 

The itch of his affection should not then 

Have nick'd his captainship; at such a 
point, 

When half to half the world opposed, he 
being 

The tinecred question : 'twas a shame no 
less 

3'han was his loss, to course your flying 
flags, 

And leave his navy gazing. 

Cleo. Prithee, peace. 

Enter Antony 'ivitli EuriiKONius, the 
A mbassador. 

Ant. Is that his answer? 

Ettpli. Ay, my lord. 

Ant. The queen shall then have cour- 
tesy, so she 

Will yield us up. 

Etiph. He says so. 

Ant. Let her know’t. 

To the boy Ccesar send this grizzled head, 

.Vnd he will fill thy wishes to the brim 

With 2 '>rincipalities. 

Cleo. That head, my lord ? 

Ant. To him again : tell him he w^ears 
the rose 

Of youth upon him ; from which the world 
should note 

Something particular : his coin, ship^. 
legions, 

May be a coward’s ; wLose ministers 
w'ould prevail 

Under the service of a child as soon 

As i’ the command of Caesar : I dare him 
therefore 

To lay his gay comparisons apart, 

And answer me declined, sword against 
sw'ord. 

Ourselves alone. I ’ll wTite it : follow me. 

[Exeunt Antony and Etiphronius. 

Eno. [Aside] ^"es, like enough, high- 
battled Ciesar will 

Unstate his happiness, and be staged to 
the show. 

Against a sworder I I see men’s judge- 
ments are 

A parcel of their fortunes; and things 
outward 

2 B 
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Do draw the inward quality after them, 

To suffer all alike. That he should dream, 

Knowing all measures, the full Ccesar will 

Answer his emptiness ! Caesar, thou hast 
subdued 

His judgement too. 

Enter an Attendant. 

A ft. A messenger from Caesar. 

Clco. What, no more ceremony ? See, 
my women ! 

Against the blown rose may they stop 
their nose 

That kneel’d unto the buds. Admit him, 
sir. \Exit Attendant. 

Eno. \Aside\ Mine honesty and I be- 
gin to square. 

The loyally well held to fools does 
make 

Our faith mere folly ; yet he that can 
endure 

To follow with allegiance a fall’n lord 

Does conquer him that did his master 
conquer, 

And earns a place i’ the story. 

Enter Thyreus. 

Cleo. Caesar’s will ? 

Thyr. Hear it apart. 

Cleo. None but friends ; say boldly. 

Thyr. So, haply, are they friends to 
Antony. 

Eno. He needs as many, sir, as Caesar 
has ; 

Or needs not us. If Caesar please, our 
master 

Will leap to be his friend: for us, you 
know 

Whose he is we are, and that is, Caesar’s. 

Thyr. So. 

Thus then, thou most renown’d: Caesar 
entreats, 

Not to consider in what case thou stand’st. 

Further than he is Cmsar. 

Cleo. Go on : right royal. 

Thyr. He knows that you embrace not 
Antony 

As you did love, but as you fear’d him. 

Cleo. O ! 

Thyr. The scars upon your honour, 
therefore, he 


Does pity, as constrained blemishes, 

Not as deserved. 

Cleo. He is a god, and knows 

What is most right : mine honour was not 
yielded. 

But conquer’d merely. 

Eno. \Aside'\ To be sure of that, 

I will ask Antony. Sir, sir, thou art so 
leaky, 

That we must leave thee to thy sinking, 
for 

Thy dearest quit thee. \Exit. 

Thyr. Shall I say to Caesar 

What you require of him ? for he j^artly 
begs 

To be desired to give. It much would 
please him, 

That of his fortunes you should make a 
staff 

To lean upon : but it would warm his 
spirits, 

To hear from me you had left Antony, 
fAnd put yourself under his shrowd, 

The universal landlord. 

Cleo. What ’s your name ? 

Thyr. My name is Thyreus. 

Cleo. Most kind messenger, 

vSay to great Caesar this : in deputation 
I kiss his conquering hand : tell him, I 
am prompt 

To lay my crown at’s feet, and there to 
kneel : 

Tell him, from his all -obeying breath I 
hear 

The doom of Egypt. 

Thyr. ’Tis your noblest course. 
Wisdom and fortune combating together. 
If that the former dare but what it can. 
No chance may shake it. Give me grace 
to lay 

My duty on your hand. 

Cleo. Your Caesar’s father oft. 

When he hath mused of taking kingdoms 
in, 

Bestow’d his lips on that unworthy place, 
As it rain’d kisses. 

Re-enter Antony and Enobarbus. 

Ant. Favours, by Jove that thunders! 
What art thou, fellow? 

Thyr. One that but performs 
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The bidding of the fullest man, and 
worthiest 

To have command obey’d. 

Eno. [Aside] You will be whipp’d. 
yliit. Approach, there ! Ah, you kite! 
Now, gods and devils ! 

Authority melts from me : of late, when 
I cried ‘ Ho ! ’ 

Tike boys unto a muss, kings would start 
forth, 

And cry ‘ Your will ?’ Have you no ears ? 
I am 

Antony yet. 

Enicr Attendants. 

Take hence this Jack, and whip him. » 
Eno. [Aside] ’Tis better playing with 
a lion’s 's\help 

Than with an old one dying. 

AnL Moon and stars! 

Whip him. Were’! twenty of the great- 
est tributaries 

That do acknowledge Ctesar, should I 
find them 

So saucy with the hand of she here, — 
what’s hei name, 

Since she was Cleopatra? Whip him, 
fellows, 

Till, like a boy, you sec him cringe his 
face, 

And whine aloud for mercy: take him 
hence. 

Thyr. Mark Antony ! 

Ant. Tug him away: being whipp’d, 
bring him again: this Jack of Coesar’s 
shall 

bear us an errand to him. 

[Exeunt Attendants with Thyj'cus. 
^'ou were half blasted ere I knew you : 
ha ! 

Have I my pillow left impress’d in Rome, 
forborne the getting of a lawful race, 
And by a gem of women, to be abused 
by one that looks on feeders ? 

Cho. Good my lord, — 

Aiii. You have been a boggier ever : 
but when w^e in our viciousness grow 
hard — 

O misery on ’t ! — the wise gods seel our eyes 
In our own filth drop our clear judge- 
ments ; make us 


Adore our errors ; laugh at ’s, while we 
strut 

To our confusion. 

Cleo. O, is’t come to this? 

Ant. I found you as a morsel cold 
upon 

Dead CpesaTs trencher; nay, you were a 
fragment 

Of Cneius Pompey’s ; besides wTat hotter 
hours. 

Unregister’d in vulgar fame, you have 
Luxuriously pick'd out : for, I am sure, 
Though you can guess what temperance 
should be. 

You know not what it is. 

Clco. Wherefore is this? 

Ant. To let a fellow that will take re- 
wards 

^Vnd say ‘ God quit you ! ' be familiar wdth 
My idayfellow, your hand ; this kingly 
seal 

And plightcr of high hearts ! O, that 
I were 

Upon the hill of Basan, to out roar 
The horned herd ! for 1 have savage 
cause : 

And to proclaim it civilly, weie like 
xV halter’d neck which docs the hangman 
thank 

For being yare about him. 

Re-enter Attendants lAth Tiiyreus. 

Is he w'hipp’d ? 

Fii'st Att. Soundly, my lord. 

Ant. Cried he ? and begg’d a’ pardon ? 

First Alt. He did ask favour. 

Ant. If that thy father live, let him 
repent 

Thou w'ast not made his daughter; and 
be thou sorry 

To follow^ Cnesar in his triumph, since 
Thou hast been whipp’d for following him : 
henceforth 

The wrhite hami of a lady fever thee, 
Shake thou to look on’t. Get thee back 
to Caisar, 

Tell him thy entertainment: look, thou say 
He makes me angry with him; for he 
.seems 

Proud and disd^Wul, harping on what I 
am. 
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Not what he knew I was : he makes me 
angry; 

And at this time most easy ’tis to clo’t, 
When my good stars, that were my former 
guides, 

Have empty left their orbs, and shot their 
fires 

Into the abysm of hell. If he mislike 
My speech and what is done, tell him he 
has 

Hipparchus, my enfranched bondman, 
whom 

He may at pleasure whip, or hang, or 
torture. 

As he shall like, to quit me : urge it thou : 
Hence with thy stripes, begone ! 

{Exit Thy reus. 

Cleo. Have you done yet ? 

Ant. Alack, our terrene moon 

Is now eclipsed; and it portends alone 
The fall of Antony ! 

C/co. I must stay his time. 

Ant. To flatter Ciusar, would you 
mingle eyes 

With one that ties his points ? 

C/co, Not know me yet ? 

Ant. Cold-hearted toward me? 

C/eo. Ah, dear, if I Ire so, 

From my cold heart let heaven engender 
hail, 

And poison it in the source; and the 
first stone 

Drop in my neck : as it determines, so 
Dissolve my life ! The next Ccesarion 
smite ! 

Till by degrees the memory of my 
womb. 

Together with my brave Egyptians all. 
By the discandying of this pelleted storm, 
Lie gmveless, till the flies and gnats of 
Nile 

Have buried them for prey ! 

Ant. I am satisfied. 

Ca:sar sits down in Alexandria ; where 
I will oppose his fate. Our force by 
land 

Hath nobly held ; our sever’d navy too 
Have knit again, and fleet, threatening 
most sea-like. 

Where hast thou been, my heart ? Dost 
thou hear, lady ? 


If from the field I shall return once 
more 

To kiss these lips, I will appear in 
blood ; 

I and my sword will earn our chronicle : 

There’s hope in’t yet. 

C/eo. That’s my brave lord ! 

Ant. I will be treble-sine w’d, hearted, 
breathed, 

And fight maliciously : for when mine 
hours 

Were nice and lucky, men did ransom 
lives 

Of me for jests; but now I’ll set my 
teeth. 

And send to darkness all that stop me. 
Come, 

Let ’s have one other gaudy night : call 
to me 

All my sad captains ; fill our bowls once 
more ; 

Let’s mock the midnight bell. 

C/eo. It is my birth-day : 

I had thought to have held it poor; but, 
since my lord 

Is Antony again, I will be Cleopatra. 

Ant. We will yet do well. 

C/eo. Call all his noble caj^tains to my 
lord. 

Ant. Do so, we’ll speak to them ; and 
to-night I’ll force 

The wine peep through their scars. 
Come on, my queen ; 

There’s .sap in’t yet. The next time I 
do fight, 

I’ll make death love me; for I will 
contend 

Even with his pestilent scythe. 

{Exeunt a// but Enoharhus. 

Elio. Now he ’ll outstarc the lightning. 
To be furious. 

Is to be frighted out of fear; and in that 
mood 

The dove will peck the estridge; and I 
see still, 

A diminution in our captain’s brain 

Restores his heart ; when valour preys 
on reason, 

It eats the sword it fights with. I will 
seek 

Some way to leave him. {Exit. 
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ACT IV. 

Scene I. Befoi'c Alexandyia. Cccsar's 
camp. 

C.ESAR, Acrippa, rt-w/ ]\I ec.'Enas, 
'ivilh his Army ; CAESAR reading a 
letter, 

C(ps. He calls me boy; and chides, as 
he had power 

To beat me out of Egypt; my mess- 
enger 

He hath whipp’d with rods ; dares me to 
personal combat, 

Caisar to Antony : let the old ruffian 
know 

I have many other ways to die ; mean- 
time 

Laugh at his challenge. 

Mec. Cicsar must think. 

When one so great begins to rage, he’s 
hunted 

Even to falling. Give him no breath, 
but now 

Make boot of his distraction ; never 
anger 

Made good guard for itself. 

C(cs, Let our best heads 

Know, that to-morrow the last of many 
battles 

Wo mean to fight: within our files there 
arc, 

Of those that served Mark Antony but 
late. 

Enough to fetch him in. See it done : 

And feast the army; we have store to 
do ’t. 

And they have earn’d the waste. Poor 
Antony ! [Exeunt. 

Scene II. Alexandria. Cleopah'a's 
palace. 

Enter Antony, Cleopatra, Eno- 
BARiius, Ciiarmian, Iras, Alexas, 
7oith othei'S. 

Ant. He will not fight with me, 
Domitius. 

Eno. No. 

A nt. Why should he not ? 


Eno. He thinks, being twenty times 
of better fortune. 

He is twenty men to one. 

Ant. To-morrow, soldier, 

By sea and land I ’ll fight : or I will live. 
Or bathe my dying honour in the blood 
Shall make it live again. Woo’t thou 
fight well ? 

Eno. I’ll strike, and cry ‘Take all.’ 

Ant. Well said ; come on. 

Call forth my household seivants: let’s 
to-night 

Be bounteous at our meal. 

Enter three or four Servitors. 

Give me thy hand. 

Thou hast been rightly honest ; — so hast 
thou ; — 

Thou, — and thou, — and thou : — you have 
served me well, 

And kings have been your fellows. 

Cleo. [Aside to Eno. ] What means this ? 

Eno. [Aside to Cleo.] ’Tis one of those 
odd tricks which .sorrow shoots 
Out of the mind. 

Ant. And thou art honest too. 

I wish I could be made so many men. 
And all of you clapp’d up together in 
An Antony, that I might do you service 
So good as you have done. 

All. The gods forbid ! 

Ant. Well, my good fellows, wait on 
me to-night : 

Scant not my cups ; and make as much 
of me 

As when mine empire was your fellow 
too. 

And suffer’d my command. 

Cleo. [Aside to Eno.] What does he 
mean ? 

Eno. [Aside to Cleo.] To make his 
followers weep. 

Ant. Tend me to-night ; 

May be it is the period of your duty; 
Haply you shall not .see me more; or if, 
A mangled shadow : perchance to-morrow 
You’ll serve another master. I look on 
you 

As one that takes his leave. Mine 
honest friends, 

I turn you not away; but, like a master 
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Married to your good service, stay till 
death : 

Tend me to-night two hours, I ask no 
more. 

And the gods yield you for ’t ! 

E710. What mean you, sir, 

To give them this discomfort? Look, 
they weep; 

And I, an ass, am onion-eyed : for shame, 

Transform us not to women. 

Ant. Ho, ho, ho! 

Now the witch take me, if I meant it 
thus ! 

Gi ace grow where those drops fall ! My 
hearty friends. 

You take me in too dolorous a sense; 

P'or I spake to you for your comfort; did 
desire you 

To burn this night with torches: know, 
my hearts, 

I hope well of to-morrow; and will lead 
you 

Where rather I ’ll expect victorious life 

Than death and honour. Let’s to 
supper, come. 

And drowm consideration. [Exetmt. 

Scene III. The same. Before the palace. 

Enter two Soldiers to their guard. 


Thh‘d Sold. ’Tis a brave army. 
And full of purpose. \Music of the 

hautboys as under the stage. 
Fourth Sold. Peace ! what noise ? 
Fh'st Sold. List, list ! 

Sec. Sold. Hark ! 

First Sold. Music i’ the air. 

Third Sold. Under the earth. 

Fourth Sold. It signs well, does it not ? 
Third Sold. No. 

First Sold, Peace, I say ! 

What should this mean ? 

Sec. Sold. ’Tis the god Hercules, whom 
Antony loved, 

Now leaves him. 

^ First Sold. Walk; let’s see if other 
watchmen 

Do hear what we do ? 

\They advance to another post. 
Sec. Sold. How now% masters ! 

All, [Speaking together’] How now! 
How now ! do you hear this ? 

Fhst Sold. Ay; is ’t not strange ? 
ThU'd Sold. Do you hear, masters ? do 
you hear ? 

First Sold. Follow the noise so far as 
we have quarter; 

Let’s see how it will give off. 

All. Content. ’Tis strange. [Exeunt. 


First Sold. Brother, good night : to- 
morrow is the day. 

Sec. Sold. It will determine one way : 
fare you well. 

Heard you of nothing strange about the 
streets ? 

Fh'st Sold. Nothing. What news? 

Sec. Sold. Belike ’tis but a rumour. 
Good night to you. 

First Sold. Well, sir, good night. 

Enter two other Soldiers. 

Sec. Sold. Soldiers, have careful w^atch. 

Third Sold. And you. Good night, 
good night. [ They place them- 

selves in every corner of the stage. 

Fourth Sold. Here we : and if to- 
morrow 

Our navy thrive, I have an absolute 
hope 

Our landmen will stand up. 


Scene IV. The same. A room in the 
palace. 

Filter Antony aiid Cleopatra, Char- 
mi an, and othc7's atte7idi7ig. 

A7tt. Eros! mine armour, Eros! 

Cleo. Sleep a little. 

A77f. No, my chuck. Eros, come ; 
mine armour, Eros ! 

Enter Eros 7uith arjnour. 

Come, good fellow, put mine iron on : 

If fortune be not ours to-day, it is 
Because we brave her : come. 

Cleo. Nay, I ’ll help too. 

WTiat ’s this for ? 

A7tt. Ah, let be, let be ! thou art 
The armourer of my heart : false, false ; 
this, this. 

Cleo. Sooth, la, I ’ll help ; thus it must 
be. 
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Ant, Well, well; 

We shall thrive now. Seest thou, my 
good fellow ? 

Go put on thy defences. 

Eros, Briefly, sir. 

Cleo. Is not this buckled well ? 

Ant, Rarely, rarely : 

He that unbuckles this, till we do please 

To daff’t for our repose, shall hear a 
storm. 

Thou fumblest, Eros ; and my queen ’s a 
squire 

More tight at this than thou : dispatch. 
O love, 

That thou couldst see my wars to-day, 
and knew’st 

The royal occupation ! thou shouldst see 

A workman in’t. 

Enter an armed Soldier. 

Good morrow to thee; welcome: 

Thou look’st like him that knows a war- 
like charge : 

To business that we love we rise betime, 

And go to’t with delight. 

Sold, A thousand, sir. 

Early though ’t be, have on their riveted 
trim, 

And at the port expect you. 

\Shout, Trumpets flourish, 

Eitter Captains and Soldiers. 

Capt, The morn is fair. Good morrow, 
general. 

All, Good morrow, general. 

Ant, ’Tis well blown, lads; 

This morning, like the spirit of a youth 

That means to be of note, begins be- 
times. 

So, so; come, give me that: this way; 
well said. 

Fare thee well, dame, whatever becomes 
of me ; 

This is a soldier’s kiss ; rebukeable 

\Kisses her. 

And worthy shameful check it were, to 
stand 

On more mechanic compliment ; 1 ’ll 
leave thee 

Now, like a man of steel. You that will 
fight, 


Follow me close; I’ll bring you to’t. 
Adieu. \Exeu72t A7itofty, 

E7'0Si Captahis^ a7id Soldiers. 

Char, Please you, retire to your 
chamber. 

Cleo, Lead me. 

Pie goes forth gallantly. That he and 
Caesar might 

Determine this great war in single fight ! 

Then, Antony, — but now — Well, on. 

\Exeu7tt, 

Scene V. Alexa7idria. A7it07tfls catitp, 

Trmnpets sotmd, E7iter Antony a7id 
Eros ; a Soldier meetmg tlie7n. 

Sold, The gods make this a happy 
day to Antony ! 

A72t, Would thou and those thy scars 
had once prevail’d 

To make me fight at land ! 

Sold, Hadst thou done so, 

The kings that have revolted, and the 
soldier 

That has this morning left thee, would 
have still 

Follow’d thy heels. 

A7it, Who ’s gone this morning ? 

Sold, Who ! 

One ever near thee : call for Enobarbus, 

He shall not hear thee ; or from Coesar’s 
camp 

Say ‘ I am none of thine.’ 

Ant. What say ’st thou ? 

Sold. Sir, 

He is with Coesar. 

E7‘os. Sir, his chests and treasure 

He has not with him. 

A7it. Is he gone ? 

Sold. Most ceitain. 

A77t. Go, Eros, send his treasure 
after; do it; 

Detain no jot, I charge thee: write to 
him — 

I will subscribe — gentle adieus and 
greetings ; 

Say that I wish he never find more cause 

To change a master. O, my fortunes 
have 

Corrupted honest men! Dispatch. — 

Enobarbus ! \Exeu7it, 



376 


ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA 


ACT IV 


Scene VI. Alexandria. Cersads camp. 

Floitrish. Enter Oesar, Agripi’a, ivith 
ExobarruSj and others. 

Cips. Go forth, Agrippa, and begin 
the f'lglit : 

Our will is .\ntony be took alive; 

Make it so known. 

Ae^r. CiA'sar, I shall. {Exit. 

6Vr. The lime of universal peace is 
near : 

Prove this a prosperous day, the three- 
nook’d world 
Shall bear the olive freely. 

E7iier a Messenger. 

Mess. Antony 

Is come into the field. 

Cics. Go charge Agrippa 

Plant those that have revolted in the 
van, 

That Antony may seem to spend his 
fury 

Upon himself. 

{Excjint all lull Enoha^hiis. 

Etio. Alexas did revolt ; and w'ent to 
Jewry on 

Affairs of Antony ; there did persuade 
Great Herod to incline himself to 
Ciesar, 

And leave his master Antony: for this 
pains 

Ca?sar hath hang’d him. Canidius and 
the rest 

That fell away have entertainment, but 
No honourable trust. I have done ill; 
Of wdiich I do accuse myself so sorely, 
That I will joy no more. 

Enter a Soldier of C^^sar’s. 

Sold. Enobarbus, Antony 

Hath after thee sent all thy treasure, 
with 

His bounty overplus : the messenger 
Came on my guard; and at thy tent is 
now 

Unloading of his mules. 

Ejto. I give it you. 

Sold. Mock not, Enobarbus. 


I tell you true : best you safed the 
bringer 

Out of the host; 1 must attend mine 
office. 

Or would have done’t myself. Youi 
empeioi 

Continues still a Jove. {Exit. 

Eno. I am alone the villain of the 
earth, 

And feel I am so most. O Antony, 

Thou mine of bounty, how wouldst thou 
have paid 

My better service, w'hen my turpitude 

Thou dost so crowm with gold ! This 
blow'S my heart: 

If swift thought break it not, a swifter 
mean 

Shall outstrike thought : but thought wall 
doh, I feel. 

I fight against thee I No : I will go 
seek 

Some ditch w'herein to die; the foul’st 
best fits 

My latter part of life. {Exit, 

Scene VII. Field of battle between the 
camfs. 

Alarum. Drums and trumpets. Enter 
Agrippa and otluxs. 

A^^^r. Petire, w^e have engaged our- 
selves too far: 

Cmsar himself has work, and our op- 
pression 

Exceeds w^hat we expected. {Exeunt. 

.4larums. Enter Antony, and ScARUS 
woumied. 

Scar. O my brave emperor, this is 
fought indeed! 

Had w^e done so at first, we had droven 
them home 

With clouts about their heads. 

Ant. Thou bleed’ st apace. 

Sca7'. I had a wound here that W'as 
like a T, 

But now ’tis made an H. 

Ant. They do retire. 

Sl ar. We ’ll beat ’em into bench -holes : 
I have yet 

Room for six scotches more. 
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Enter Eros. 

Eros. They are beaten, sir; and our 
advantage serves 

For a fair victory. 

Scar. Let us score their backs, 

And snatch ’em up, as we take hares, 
behind : 

Tis sport to maul a iimner. 

Ant. I will reward thee 

Once for thy spritely comfort, and ten- 
fold 

For thy good valour. Come thee on. 

Scar. I ’ll halt after. {Exeunt. 

Scene VIII. Under the %valls of 
A lexandria. 

Alarum. Enter Antony, in a inarch ; 

ScARUS, 'iKuth others. 

Ant. We have beat him to his camp: 
run one before. 

And let the queen know of our gests. 
To-morrow, 

Before the sun shall see’s, we’ll spill the 
blood 

That has to-day escaped. I thank you 
all; 

l"or doughty-handed are you, and have 
fought 

Not as you served the cause, but as’t 
had been 

Each man’s like mine; you have shown 
all Hectors. 

Enter the city, clip your wives, your 
friends. 

Tell them your feats; whilst they with 
joyful tears 

Wash the congealment from your wounds, 
and kiss 

The honour’d gashes whole. {To Scarus'\ 
Give me thy hand ; 

Enter Cleopatra, attended. 

To this great fairy I’ll commend thy 
acts, 

Make her thanks bless thee. {To Cleo.'\ 
O thou day o’ the world, 

Chain mine arm’d neck ; leap thou, attire 
and all. 


Through proof of harness to my heart, and 
there 

Ride on the pants triumphing I 

Clco. Loid of lords ! 

O infinite virtue, comest thou smiling from 
The world’s great snare uncaught ? 

Ant. My nightingale, 

We have beat them to their beds. What, 
girl ! though grey 

Do something mingle with our younger 
brown, yet ha’ we 

A brain that nourishes our nerves, and can 
Get goal for goal of youth. Behold this 
man ; 

Commend untohis lips thy favouring hand : 
Kiss it, my warrior : he hath fought to- 
day 

As if a god, in hate of mankind, had 
Destroy’d in such a shape. 

Cleo. I’ll give thee, friend, 

An armour all of gold ; it was a king’s. 

Ant. Fle has deserved it, were it car- 
bimcled 

Like holy Phcebus’ car. Give me thy 
hand : 

Through Alexandria make a jolly march ; 
Bear our hack’d targets like the men that 
owe them : 

Had our great palace the capacity 
To camp this host, we all would sup 
together, 

And drink carouses to the next day’s fate. 
Which promises royal peril. T rumpeters, 
With brazen din blast you the city’s 
ear; 

j\Iake mingle with our rattling tabourines ; 
That heaven and earth may strike their 
sounds together. 

Applauding our approach. {Exeunt. 

Scene IX. Ccrsads camp. 

Sentinels at their post. 

First Sold. If we be not relieved within 
this hour, 

We must return to the court of guard: 
the night 

Is shiny ; and they say we shall embattle 
By the second hour i’ the morn. 

Sec. Sold. This last day was 

A shrewd one to’s. 
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Enter Enobarbus. 

Eno. O, hear me witness, night, — 

Ttiird Sold. What man is this ? 

See. Sold. Stand close, and list him. 

Eno. Lc witness to me, O thou blessed 
moon. 

When men revolted shall upon record 
Bear hateful memory, poor Enobarbus did 
Befoic thy face repent! 

Ft ret Sold. Enobarbus! 

Thh'd Sold. Peace 1 

Hark fuither. 

Eno, O sovereign mistress of true 
melancholy, 

The poisonous damp of night dispongc 
upon me. 

That life, a very lebel to my will, 

May hang no longer on me: throw my 
heart 

Against the flint and hardness of my 
fault ; 

Which, being dried wdth grief, will break 
to pow’der. 

And finish all foul thoughts. O Antony, 
Nobler than my revolt is infamous, 
P'orgive me in thine own particular; 

But let the woild rank me in register 
A master-leaver and a fugitive : 

O Antony ! O Antony ! \pies. 

See. Sold. Let’s speak 

To him. 

Fh'st Sold. Let ’s hear him, for the 
th.ngs he speaks 
May concern Ciesar. 

Third Sold. Let’s do so. But he sleeps. 

First Sold. Sw^oons rather; for so bad 
a prayer as his 
Was never yet for sleep. 

Sec. Sold. Go we to him. 

Thh'd Sold. Awake, sir, awake ; speak 
to us. 

Sec. Sold. Hear you, sir ? 

Fh'si Sold. The hand of death hath 
raught him. {Drums afar off.'\ 
Hark ! the drums 

Demurely w^ake the .sleepers. Let us 
bear him 

To the court of guard; he is of note; our 
hour 

Is fully out. 


Third Sold. Come on, then; 

He may recover yet. 

{Exeunt 7cnth the body. 

Scene X. Between the two camps. 

Enter Antony and Scarus, 7vitJi 
ihcir Army. 

A nt. Their preparationis to-day by sea ; 
We please them not by land. 

Scar. For both, my lord. 

A nt. I w'ould they ’Id fight i’ the fire oi 
i’ the air; 

We ’Id fight there too. But this it is ; oui 
foot 

Upon the hills adjoining to the city 
Shall stay with us : order for sea is given ; 
fThey have put forth the haven . . . 
Where their appointment we may best 
discover, 

And look on their endeavour. {Exeunt, 

Scene XL Another part of the same. 
Enter C/ESAR, and his Army. 

Cccs. But being charged, w’e will be 
still by land, 

Which, as I lake’!, we shall; for his best 
force 

Is forth to man his galleys. To the vales, 
And hold our best advantage. {Exeunt. 

Scene XII. Another pai-t of the same. 
Enter Antony and Scarus. 

Ant. Vet they are not join’d ; where 
yond pine does stand, 

I shall discover all ; 1 ’ll bring thee word 
Straight, how ’tis like to go. {Exit. 

Scar. Swallows have built 

In Cleopatra’s sails their nests : the 
augurers 

Say they know not, they cannot tell; 
look grimly. 

And dare not speak their knowledge. 
Antony 

Is valiant, and dejected; and, by starts. 
His fretted fortunes give him hope, and 
fear. 

Of what he has, and has not. 

{Alarum afar off, as at a sea fight. 
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Re-enter Ani'ONY. 

Ant. All is lost; 

This foul Egyptian hath betrayed me : 

My fleet hath yielded to the foe; and 
yonder 

They cast their caps up and carouse to- 
gether 

Like friends long lost. Triple-turn’d 
whore ! ’tis thou 

Hast sold me to this novice ; and my heart 

Makes only wars on thee. Bid them all 
fly; 

]"or when I am revenged upon my charm, 

I have done all. Bid them all fly; 
begone. {Exit Scants^ 

O sun, thy ujDrise shall I see no more : 

Eoitune and Antony part here; even 
here 

Do w^c shake hands. All come to this ? 
The hearts 

That spaniel'd me at heels, to whom I 
gave 

Their wishes, do discandy, melt their 
sweets 

On blossoming CiTCsar; and this pine is 
bark’d. 

That overtopp'd them all. Betray’d I 
am : 

O this false soul of Egypt ! this grave 
chaim, — 

Whose eye beck’d fl)rth my wars, and 
call’d them home; 

Whose bosom was my crownct, my chief 
end, — 

Like a right gipsy, hath, at fa'-t and loose. 

Beguiled me to the very heart of loss. 

W hat, Eros, Eros ! 

Enter Ci.EOrATRA. 

Ah, thou spell ! Avaunt ! 

Cieo. W’’hy is my lord enraged against 
his love? 

Ant. Vanish, or I shall give thee thy 
deserving, 

And blemish Coesar’s triumph. Let him 
take thee, 

And hoist thee up to the .shouting 
plebeians : 

Follow his chariot, like the greatest 
spot 


Of all thy sex; most monster -like, be 
shown 

For poor’st diminutives, for doits; and 
let 

J’aticnt Octavia plough thy visage up 

With her prepared nails. 

{Exit Cleopatra. 

’Tis well thou’rt gone. 

If it be well to live ; but better ’twere 

Thou fell’st into my fury, lor one 
death 

Might have prevented many. Eros, 
ho ! 

The shirt of Nessus is upon me : teach 
me, 

Alcides, thou mine ancestor, thy rage : 

Let me lodge Lichas on the horns o’ the 
moon ; 

And with those hands, that grasp’d the 
heaviest club, 

Subdue my worthiest self. The witch 
shall die : 

To the young Roman boy she hath sold 
me, and I fall 

Under this plot; she dic^ for't. Eros, 
ho ! {Exit. 

Scene XII I. Alexandria. Cleopatra s 
palace. 

Enter Cleoeatra, Ciiarmian, Iras, 
and Mardian. 

Cleo. Help me, my women ! O, he is 
more mad 

Than Telamon for hi^ shield; the boar 
of Thessaly 

W’^as never so emboss’d. 

Clia?'. To the monument ! 

There lock yourself, and send him word 
)ou are dead. 

The soul and body rive not more in 
parting 

Than greatness going ofl*. 

Cleo. To the monument ! 

Mardian, go tell him I have slain my- 
self ; 

Say, that the last I sjioke was ‘ Antony,’ 

And word it, prithee, piteously: lienee, 
Mardian, 

And bring me how he takes my death. 
To the monument ! {Exeunt. 



380 


ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA 


ACT IX 


Scene XIV. The same. Another room. 

Entu' Antony and Eros. 

Ant. Eros, thou yet bchold’st me? 

Eros. Ay, noble lord. 

Alii. Sometime we sec a. cloud that’s 
dragonish ; 

A vapour sometime like a bear or lion, 

A tower’d citadel, a pendent rock, 

A forked mountain, or blue promontory 

With trees upon’t, that nod unto the 
world, 

And mock our eyes with air : thou hast 
seen these signs; 

They are black vesper's pageants. 

Eros. Ay, my lord. 

Ant. That which is now a horse, even 
with a thought 

The rack dislimns, and makes it indistinct. 

As water is m water. 

Eros. It does, my lord. 

Ant. My good knave Eros, now thy 
captain is 

Even such a body : here I am Antony ; 

Yet cannot hold this visible shape, my 
knave. 

I made these wars for Eg>'pt : and the 
queen, — 

Whose heart I thought I had, for .she 
had mine ; 

Which whilst it was mine had annex'd 
unto’t 

A million more, now lost, — she, Eros, has 

Pack’d cards with Caesar, and false-play’d 
my glory 

Unto an enemy’s triumph. 

Nay, weep not, gentle Eros; there is 
left us 

Ourselves to end ourselves. 

Enter Mardian. 

O, thy vile lady ! 

She has robb’d me of my sword. 

Mar. No, Antony; 

My mistress loved thee, and her fortunes 
mingled 

With thine entirely. 

Ant. Hence, saucy eunuch; peace 

She hath betray’d me and shall die the 
death. 


Mar. Death of one person can be 
jmid but once. 

And that she has discharged : what thou 
would st do 

Is done unto thy hand : the last she 
spake 

Was ‘ Antony ! most noble Antony ! ' 

Then in the midst a tearing groan did 
break 

The name of Antony ; it was divided 

Between her heart and lips : she render'd 
life, 

Thy name so buried in her. 

Ant. Dead, then ? 

Alar. Dead. 

. Ant. Unarm, Eros; the long day’s 
task is done, 

iVnd we must sleep. \To Mar. 'I That 
thou depart ’st hence safe. 

Does jDay thy labour richly ; go. 

\Exit Mardian. 

Off, pluck off : 

The seven -fold shield of Ajax cannot 
keep 

The battery from my heart. O, cleave, 
my sides ! 

Heart, once be stronger than thy continent, 

Crack thy frail case ! Apace, Eros, apace. 

No more a soldier : bruised pieces, go ; 

You have been nobly borne. From me 
awhile. \Extt Ero^. 

I will o’ertake thee, Cleopatra, and 

Weep for my pardon. So it must be, 
for now 

All length is torture : since the torch is 
out. 

Lie down, and stray no farther : now all 
labour 

Mars what it docs; yea, very force 
entangles 

Itself with strength : seal then, and all 
is done. 

Eros ! — I come, my queen : — Eros ! — 
Stay for me : 

MTiere souls do couch on flowers, we ’ll 
hand in hand. 

And with our sprightly port make the 
ghosts gaze : 

Dido and her ^Eneas shall want troops, 

And all the haunt be ours. Come, Eros, 
Eros ! 



SCENE XIV 


ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA 


381 


Rc-cuit'r Eros. 

Eros. What would my lord ? 

Ant. Since Cleopatra died, 

I have lived in such dishonour, that the 
gods 

Detest my baseness. I, that with my 
sword 

(Quarter’d the world, and o’er green Nep- 
tune’s back 

\A'ith ships made cities, condemn myself 
to lack 

The courage of a woman ; less noble 
mind 

Than she which by her death our Ciesar 
tells , 

‘ I am conqueror of myself.’ Thou art 
sworn, Eros, 

That, when the exigent should come, 
which now 

Is come indeed, when I should see 
behind me 

"I'he inevitable prosecution of 
Disgrace and horror, that, on my com- 
mand. 

Thou then wouldst kill me: do’t; the 
time is come : 

Thou strikest not me, ’tis Ciesar thou 
defeat’st. 

Put colour in thy cheek. 

Eroi. The gods withhold me 1 

Shall I dothat which all the Parthian darts, 
Though enemy, lost aim, and could not ? 

A nt. Eros, 

Wouldst thou be window’d in great Rome 
and see 

Thy master thus with pleach'd arms, 
bending down 

Ilis corrigible neck, his face subdued 
To penetrative shame, whilst the wheel’d 
seat 

Of foitunate Caesar, drawn before him, 
branded 

His baseness that ensued ? 

Eros. I would not see’t. 

Ajit. Come, then; for with a -wound 
I must be cured. 

Draw that thy honest sword, which thou 
hast worn 

Most useful for thy country. 

Pros. O, sir, pardon me ! 


Ant. When I did make thee free, 
sworest thou not then 
To do this w'hen I bade thee? Do it at 
once ; 

Or thy precedent services are all 
But accidents unpuiposcd. Draw, and 
come. 

Eros. Turn from me, then, that noble 
countenance, 

Wherein the worship of the whole world 
lies. 

Ant. To thee ! \7'iirning fro7n hint. 

Eros. My sword is drawn. 

Ant. Then let it do at once 

The thing why thou hast drawn it. 

Ei’os. My dear master. 

My captain, and my emperor, let me say. 
Before I strike this bloody stroke, farewell. 

Ant. ’Tis said, man; and farewell. 

Ef'os. P'arewell, great chief. Shall I 
strike now ? 

Ant. Now, Eros. 

Eros. Why, there then : thus I do 
escape the sorrow 

Of Antony's death. \Kills himself. 

Ant. Thrice-nobler than myself! 

Thou tcachest me, O valiant Eros, what 
I should, and thou couldst not. My 
queen and Eros 

Have by their brave instruction got upon 
me 

A nobleness in record : but I will be 
A bridegroom in my death, and run into’t 
As to a lover’s bed. Come, then ; and, 
Eros, 

Thy master dies thy scholar : to do thus 
{Falling on his swo7'd. 
I learn’d of thee. How ! not dead ? not 
dead ? 

The guard, ho ! O, dispatch me ! 

Enter Dercetas and Guard. 

First Guard. What’s the noise ? 

A7tt. I have done my work ill, friends : 
O, make an end 
Of what T have begun. 

Sec. Gua7'd. The star is fall’n. 

Fi7'st Giia7'd. And time is at his period. 

All. Alas, and woe I 

Ant. Let him that loves me strike me 
dead. 
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First Guard. Not I. 

Sec. Guard. Nor I. 

Third Guard. Nor any one. 

\Exciiuf Guard. 

Der. Thy death and fortunes bid tliy 
followers fly. 

This sword but shown to Caesar, with this 
tidings, 

Shall enter me with him. 

Enter Diomedes. 

Dio. Where’s Antony? 

Dcr. There, Diomed, there. 

Dio. Lives he ? 

Wilt thou not answer, man ? 

\Exii Darelas. 

Ant. Art thou there, Diomed ? Draw 
thy sword, and give me 

Sufficing strokes for death. 

Dio. ]\lost absolute loid. 

My mistress Cleopatiu sent me to thee. 

Ant. When did she send thee ? 

Dio. Now, my lord. 

Ant. Where is she ? 

Dio. Lock’d in her monument. She 
had a prophesying fear 

Of what hath come to pass: for when 
she saw — 

Which never shall be found — you did 
suspect 

She had disposed with Caesar, and that 
your rage 

Would not be purged, she sent you word 
she was dead; 

But, fearing since how it might work, hath 
sent 

Me to proclaim the truth; and 1 am 
come, 

I dread, too late. 

Ant. Too late, good Diomed: call my 
guard, I prithee. 

Dio. What, ho, the emperor’s guard ! 
The guard, what, ho ! 

Come, your lord calls ! 

Enter four or five of the Guard of 
Antony. 

Ant. Bear me, good friends, where 
Cleopatra bides ; 

’Tis the last service that I shall command 
you. 


Fv'st Guard. Woe, woe are we, sir, 
you may not live to wear 

All your true followers out. 

All. Most heavy day ! 

Ant. Nay, good my fellows, do not 
please sharp fate 

To giace it with your sorrows : bid that 
welcome 

Which comes to punish us, and we 
punish it 

Seeming to bear it lightly. Take me up : 

I have led you oft : carry me now, good 
friends, 

And have my thanks for all. 

[Exeunt, bearing Antony. 

Scene XV. The same. A monument. 

Enter Cleota'J'RA, and her maids aloft, 
uith CiiARMiAN and Iras. 

Cleo. O Charmian, I will never go 
from hence. 

Char. Be comforted, dear madam. 

Cleo. No, I will not : 

All strange and terrible events are wel- 
come, 

But comforts we despise; our size of sorrow, 

IVoportion'd to our cause, must be as great 

As that which makes it. 

Entei', below, Diomedes. 

How now ! is he dead ? 

Dio. His death’s in)on him, but not 
dead. 

Look out o’ the other side your monument ; 

His guard have brought him thither. 

Enter, beloiv, Antony, borne by the 
Guard. 

Cleo. O sun. 

Burn the great sphere thou movest in ! 
darkling stand 

The varying shore o’ the world. O Antony, 

Antony, Antony ! Help, Charmian, help, 
Iras, help; 

Help, friends below; let’s draw him 
hither. 

Ant. Peace ! 

Not Coesar’s valour hath o’erthrown An- 
tony, 

But Antony’s hath triumph’d on itself. 



SCENE XV 


ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA 


383 


Cleo. So it should be, that none but 
Antony 

Should conquer Antony ; but woe ’tis so ! 

Ant. I am dying, Egypt, dying; only 
I here importune death awhile, until 
Of many thousand kisses the poor last 
I lay upon thy lips. 

Cleo. I dare not, dear, — 

Dear my lord, pardon, — I dare not. 

Lest 1 be taken : not the imperious show 
Of the full-fortuned Ccesar ever shall 
Be brooch’d with me; if knife, drugs, 
serpents, have 

Edge, sting, or operation, I am safe : 
Your wife Octavia, w’ith her modest eyes 
And still conclusion, shall acquire no honour* 
Demuring upon me. But come, come, 
Antony, — 

Help me, my women, — we must draw 
thee up : 

Assist, good friends. 

Ant. O, quick, or I am gone. 

Cleo. Here ’s sport indeed ! How 
heavy weighs my lord ! 

Our strength is all gone into heaviness, 
That makes the weight: had I great 
Juno’s power, 

The strong-wing’d Mercury should fetch 
thee up. 

And set thee by Jove’s side. Yet come 
a little, — 

Wishers were ever fools, — O, come, 
come, come ; \They heave 

Aiiiony aloft to Cleopat7'a. 
And welcome, welcome ! die where thou 
hast lived : 

Quicken with kissing : had my lips that 
power. 

Thus would I wear them out. 

All, A heavy sight ! 

Ant. I am dying, Egypt, dying : 

Give me some wine, and let me speak a 
little. 

Cleo. No, let me speak; and let me 
rail so high, 

That the false housewife Fortune break 
her wheel, 

Provoked by my offence. 

A7tt. One word, sweet queen : 

Of CDssar seek your honour, with your 
safety. O ! 


Cleo. They do not go together. 

Ant. Gentle, hear me : 

None about Ccesar trust but Proculeius. 

Cleo. My resolution and my hands I ’ll 
trust ; 

None about Ccesar. 

Ant. The miserable change now at my 
end 

Lament nor sorrow at; but please your 
thoughts 

In feeding them with those my former 
fortunes 

Wherein I lived, the greatest prince o’ 
the w’orld, 

The noblest; and do now not basely 
die, 

Not cowardly put off my helmet to 
My countryman, — a Roman by a Roman 
Valiantly vanquish'd. Now my spirit is 
going ; 

I can no more. 

Cleo. Noblest of men, w'oo’t die? 
Hast thou no care of me ? shall I abide 
In this dull world, which in thy absence is 
No better than a sty? O, '•ee, my women, 
\Antony dies. 

The crowm o’ the earth doth melt. My 
lord ! 

O, wither'd is the garland of the war. 
The soldier’s pole is fall’n : young boys 
and girls 

Are level now with men ; the odds is 
gone, 

And there is nothing left remarkable 
Beneath the visiting moon. [Faints. 

Char. O, quietness, lady ! 

Iras. She is dead too, our sovereign. 

Char, Lady ! 

Iras. Madam ! 

Char. O madam, madam, madam ! 

Iras. Royal Egypt, 

Empress ! 

Char. Peace, peace, Iras! 

Cleo. No more, but e’en a woman, and 
commanded 

By such poor passion as the maid that milks 
And does the meanest chares. It w^ere 
for me 

To throw my sceptre at the injurious gods ; 
To tell them that this world did equal 
theirs 



3*4 


ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA 


AC’] \ 


Till they had stol'n our jewel. All’s but 
naught ; 

Patience is sottish, and impatience docs 
become a dog that’s mad: then is it sin 
To rush into the secret house of death, 
Kre death dare come to us? IIow do 
you, women? 

What, what ! good cheer I Why, how 
now, Charmian ! 

IMy noble girls ! Ah, women, women, look. 
Our lamp is spent, it’s out ! Good sirs, 
take heart : 

We’ll bury him; and then, what’s brave, 
what’s noble. 

Let's do it after the high Roman fashion. 
And make death proud to take us. Come, 
away : 

This case of that huge spirit now is cold : 
Ah, women, women! come; we have no 
friend 

but resolution, and the biiefest end. 

\Exeit.vt ; those above hea7'-{ng off 
Antony’s body. 

ACT V. 

Scene T. Alexandida. Ctrsar^'s camp. 

Enter C.esar, AcRiri'A, Dolaeella, 
Mec^enas, Gallus, Proculeius,^;;^^/ 

others^ his cottmtl of war. 

Clcs. Go to him, Dolabella, bid him 
yield ; 

lacing so frustrate, tell him he mocks 
The pauses that he makes. 

Dot. Cuesar, I shall. \Exit. 

Enter Dercetas, with the s^.vord of 
Antony. 

C<£s. Wherefore is that ? and what art 
thou that darest 
Appear thus to us ? 

Der. I am call’d Dercetas; 

Mark Antony I seiwed, who best was 
worthy 

Best to be served : whilst he stood up 
and spoke, 

He w'as my master ; and I wore my life 
To spend upon his haters. If thou 
please 

To take me to thee, as I w^as to him 


I’ll be to Csesar; if thou pleasest not, 

I yield thee up my life. 

Cics. What is’t thou say’st ? 

Der. I say, O Coesar, Antony is dead 
Cccs. The breaking of so great a thing 
should make 

A greatci crack : ttlie round world 
Should have shook lions into civil streets, 
And citizens to their dens : the death of 
Antony 

Is not a single doom ; in the name lay 
A moiety of the w'orld. 

Der. He is dead, Caisar ; 

Not by a public minister of justice, 

Nor by a hired knife; but that self hand, 
Which writ his honour m the acts it did, 
Hath, with the courage which the heart 
did lend it, 

Splitted the heart. This is his sword ; 

I robb’d his wound of it ; behold it stain’d 
With his most noble blood. 

C<xs. Look you sad, friends ^ 

The gods rebuke me, but it is tidings 
To wash the eyes of kings. 

Agr. And strange it i*?, 

That nature must compel us to lament 
Our most pei*sisted deeds. 

Mec. His taints and honours 

Waged equal with him. 

Agr. A rarer spirit never 

Did steer humanity : but you, gods, will 
give us 

Some faults to make us men. Coesar i^i 
touch’d. 

Mec. When such a spacious mirror's 
set before him. 

He needs must see himself. 

Cces, O Antony ! 

I have follow’d thee to this ; but we do 
lance 

Diseases in our bodies : I must perforce 
Have shown to thee such a declining day. 
Or look on thine; we could not stall togethei 
In the whole world : but yet let me lament. 
With tears as sovereign as the blood oi 
hearts. 

That thou, my brother, my competitor 
In top of all design, my mate in empire, 
Friend and companion in the front of war. 
The arm of mine own body, and tlie 
heart 
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Where mine his thoughts did kindle, — 
that pur stars, 

Unicconciliablc, should divide 
Our cqualncss to this. Hear me, good 
fiiends, — 

But I will tell you at some meeter season : 

Enter an Eg}qotian. 

The business of this man looks out of him ; 
We’ll hear him what he says. Whence 
are you ? 

Ei^^yp. A poor Egyptian yet. The 
queen my mistress, 

Confined in all she has, her monument, 
Of thy intents desires instruction, 

That she preparedly may frame herself 
To the way she’s forced to. • 

Cees. Bid her have good heart : 
Slie soon shall know of us, by some of ouis, 
How honourable and how kindly we 
Determine for her; for Ctesar cannot live 
To be ungentle. 

Egyp, vSo the gods preserve thee ! 

\Exif. 

C(£s. Come hither, Pioculeius, Go 
and say, 

We purpose her no shame : give her 
what comforts 

The quality of her passion shall rcquiic. 
Lest, in her greatness, by some mortal 
stroke 

She do defeat us ; for her life in Rome 
Would be eternal in our triumph : go, 
And with your speediest bring us what 
.she says. 

And how you find of her. 

Pro. Caisar, I shall. \Exit. 

CcEs. Gallus, go you along. [Exit 
Gallus.'\ Where’s Dolabella, 

To second Proculeius ? 

AIL Dolabella I 

Cas. Let him alone, for T remember 
now 

How he’s employ’d: he shall in time be 
ready. 

Go with me to my tent ; where you shall 
see 

How hardly I was drawn into this war ; 
How calm and gentle I proceeded still 
Li all my writings : go with me, and see 
What I can show in this. \Exe2int. 

VOL. III. 


Scene II. Alexandria. A 100m in the 
7 nonnmcjit. 

Enter CLEorAiRA, Charmian, and 
Iras. 

Cleo. My desolation docs begin to 
make 

A better life. ’P’is paltry to be Ccesar ; 
Not being Fortune, he’s but Fortune’s 
knave, 

A ministci of her will : and it is great 
To do that thing that ends all other deeds; 
Which shackles accidents and bolts up 
change ; 

Which sleeps, and never palates more 
the dug, 

lire beggar’s nurse and Caesar’s. 

Enter to the gates of the monument.^ 
Proccleius, Gallus, and Soldieis. 
Pro. Ccesar sends greeting to the 
Queen of Egypt ; 

And bids thee stucly on what fair demands 
Thou mcan’bt to have liim grant thee. 
Clco. What’s thy name? 

Pro. My name is Pioculeius. 

Cleo. Antony 

Did tell me of you, bade me trust you ; but 
I do not greatly care to be deceived. 
That have no use for trusting. If your 
master 

Would have a queen his beggar, you 
must tell him. 

That majesty, to keep decorum, must 
No less beg than a kingdom : if he please 
To give me conquer’d Egypt for my son. 
He gives me so much of mine own, as I 
Will kneel to him with thanks. 

Pi'o. Be of good cheer; 

You’re fall’n into a princely hand, fear 
nothing : 

Make your full reference freely to my 
lord. 

Who is so full of grace, that it flows over 
On all that need : let me report to him 
Your sweet dependency; and you shall 
find 

A conqueror that will pray in aid for 
kindness. 

Where he for grace is kneel’d to. 

2 C 
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Cleo. Pray you, tell him 

I am liis fortune's vassal, and I send him 
The greatne'is he has got. I hourly learn 
A chjclrme of ohedieiiec ; and would gladly 
Look liiin i' the face. 

Pro. This I'll leport, dear lady. 
Have comfoit, fu* I know your plight is 
pitied 

Of him that caused it. 

Gal. You sec how easily she may be 
surprised : 

\IIcrc J'^j'ocnlciiis and /too of Ihc 
Guard astcud the 7)i07wmcnt 
by a ladder placed against a 
’lidudoiv^ and^ lundjifi dei>ccnded^ 
come behind Cleopatra. Sonic 
oj the Guard nnbar and open 
the ^it^tes. 

[To Proenleins and the Gna?‘d^ Hiiaid 
her till Caesar come. [Eait. 

has. Royal (jueen! 

Char. C) C'leopatra ! thou art taken, 
(pieen. 

Cleo. Quick, quick, good hands. 

[Jtraioiiii; a daj^g-cr. 
Pro. Hold, worthy lady, hold; 

and disarms he; . 
Do not yourself such wrong, who arc in 
this 

Relie^ed, but not betray’d. 

Cleo. What, of death too, 

That rids our dogs of languish ? 

J^io. Cleopatra, 

Do not abuse my master’s bounty by 
The undoing of yourself ; let the world sec 
His nobleness well acted, which your death 
Will never let come forth. 

Cleo. Whcie art thou, death? 

Come hither, come ! come, come, and 
take a queen 

Worth many babes and beggars I 
Pi'o. O, temperance, lady I 

Cleo. Sir, I wall eat no meat. I’ll not 
drink, sir; 

If idle talk will once be necessaiy, 

I’ll not sleep neither: this mortal house 
I’ll ruin. 

Do Ccesar \vhat he can. Know, sir, that 1 
Will not wait pinion’d at your master’s 
court ; 

Nor once be chastised with the sober eye 


Of dull Octavia. vShall they hoist me up 
And show me to the shouting vailetry 
Of censuring Rome ? Rather a ditcli in 
Egypt 

Re gentle grave unto me! rather on Nikis' 
mud 

I .ay me stark naked, and let the w^ater-flics 
blow me into abhorring ! rather make 
My country’s high pyramides my gibbet, 
And hang me up in chains ! 

Pro. You do extend 

These thoughts of horror further than you 
shall ^ 

Find cause in Cmsar. 

Enter Doi.abella. 

' Dol. Proculeius, 

\Vhat thou hast done thy master Caesar 
know’s, 

And he hath sent for thee : for the queen. 
I'll take hei to my guard. 

Pro. So, Dolabella, 

It shall content me best : be gentle to her. 
[I'o Cleo.] To Ccesar I will speak what 
you shall please, 

If you’ll employ me to him. 

Cleo. Say, I w'ould die. 

[Exeunt Procnleiits and Soldiers. 

Del. Most noble empress, you have 
heard of me ? 

Cleo. I cannot tell. 

Dol. Assuredly you know me. 

Cleo. No matter, sir, what I have heard 
or known. 

You laugh when boys or women tell their 
dreams ; 

Is’t not your trick? 

Dol. I understand not, madam. 

Cleo. I dream’d there was an Emperor 
Antony : 

O, such another sleep, that I might see 
But such another man ! 

Dot. If it might please ye, — 

Cleo. His face was as the heavens; 
and therein stuck 

A sun and moon, which kept their course, 
and lighted 

The little O, the earth. 

Dot. Most sovereign creature, — 

Cleo. His legs bestrid the ocean: hi*? 
rear'd arm 
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Crested tlie world : his voice was propertied 

As all the tuned spheres, and that to 
friends ; 

Hut when he meant to quail and shake 
tlie orb, 

1 le was as rattling thunder. F or his bounty, 

There w^as no winter in’t; an autumn 
'Iwas 

That grew the more by reaping; his de- 
lights 

Were dolphin-like; they show’kl his back 
abo\ e 

The element they lived in : in his livery 

^Valk’d crowns and crownets ; realms and 
inlands were 

As plates dropp’d from his pocket. 

DoL Cleopatra ! 

Ch’o. Think you there w^as, or might 
be, such a man 

As this I dream'd of? 

Dol. Gentle madam, no. 

Cleo. You lie, up to the hearing of the 
gods. 

But, if there be, or ever w^ere, one such, 

It’s past the size of dreaming; nature 
wants stuff 

To vie strange forms with fancy; yet, to 
imagine 

An Antony, were nature’s piece ’gainst 
fancy, 

Condemning shadows quite. 

Dol. Hear me, good madam. 

Youi loss is as yourself, great ; and you 
bear it 

As answering to the weight ; would I 
might never 

O’ertake pursued success, but I do feel, 

By the lebound of yours, a grief that 
smites 

My very heart at root. 

Cleo. I thank you, sir. 

Know you what Caesar means to do with 
me ? 

Pol. I am loath to tell you what I 
would you knew. 

Cleo. Nay, pray you, sir, — 

Dol. Though he be honourable, — 

Cleo. He’ll lead me, then, in triumph ? 

Dol. Madam, he will; I know’t. 
{Flourish^ and shout within, ‘ Make 
w^ay there ; Caesar !’ 


Ejiti’f- C.1DSAR, Callus, Procui-eius, 
AIel.lnas, Skllucus, and others of 
his 'JVain. 

Cics. Which is the Queen of Egypt? 
Dol. Tt is the emperor, madam. 

\Clcopatra kneels. 
Cies. Arise, you shall not kneel: 

I pray you, rise ; rise, Egypt. 

Cleo. Sir, the gods 

Will have it thus ; my mastei and iny lord 
I must obey. 

CiVs. Take to you no haid thoughts; 
The recoid of what injuries )ou did us, 
I'hough w'ritten in our flesh, we shall 
remember 

As things but done by chance. 

Cleo. Sole sir o’ the world, 

1 cannot project mine owmx cause so well 
d'o make it clear ; but do confess I have 
Been laden with like frailties which before 
1 lave often shamed our sex. 

Ctes. C'lcopatia, know. 

We will extenuate rather than enfoice; 

If you apply yourself to our intents. 
Which towards you are mo&t gentle, you 
shall find 

A benefit in this change; but if you seek 
To lay on me a cruelty, by taking 
Antony’s course, you shall bereave yourself 
Of my good purposes, and put your 
children 

To that destmetion which I ’ll guard them 
from. 

If thereon you rely. I’ll take my leave. 
Cleo. And may, through all the w’orld : 
Tis yours ; and we. 

Your scutcheons and youi signs of con- 
quest, shall 

Hang in what place you please. Here, 
my good lord. 

Cees. You shall advise me in all for 
Cleopatra. 

Cleo. This is the brief of money, plate, 
and jewels, 

I am possess’d of : ’tis exactly valued ; 
Not petty things admitted. Where’s 
Seleucus ? 

Sel. Here, madam. 

Cleo. This is my treasurer; let him 
speak, my lord, 
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Upon his peril; that I have reserved 
To myself nothing. Speak the truth, 
Seleucu^^. 

Sel. Madam, 

I had rather seal my lips, than, to my peril, 
Speak that which is not. 

Cleo, What have I kept back? 

Sel. Enough to purchase wdiat you 
have made known. 

Cfvs. Nay, blush not, Cleopatra; I 
approve 

Your wisdom in the deed. 

Cleo. See, Coesar ! O, behold, 
How pomp is follow^’d ! mine will now 
be yours; 

And, should we shift estates, yours would 
be mine. 

The ingratitude of this Seleucus does 
Even make me wild: O slave, of no 
more tjust 

Than love that’s hiied ! What, goest 
thou back ? thou shalt 
Go back, I warrant thee; but I’ll catch 
thine eyes. 

Though they had wings : slave, soulless 
villain, dog ! 

O larely base ! 

C(rs. Good queen, let us entieat you. 

Cleo. O Ctesar, what a wounding 
shame is this, 

That thou, vouchsafing here to visit me. 
Doing the honour of thy lordliness 
To one so meek, that mine owm servant 
should 

Parcel the sum of my disgraces by 
Addition of his envy ! Say, good Cx'sar, 
That I some lady trifles have reserved, 
Immoment toys, things of such dignity 
As we greet modern friends withal ; and say, 
Some nobler token I have kept apait 
For Livia and Octavia, to induce 
Their mediation ; must I be unfolded 
With one that I have bred ? The gods ! 
it smites me 

Beneath the fall I have. {To Seleucus] 
Prithee, go hence ; 

Or I shall show the cinders of my spirits 
Through the ashes of my chance ; wert 
thou a man, 

Thou wouldst have mercy on me. 

Cas. Forbear, Seleucus. {Exit Seleucus. 


Cleo. Be it known, that we, the greatest, 
are misthought 

For things that others do; and, when \vc 
fall,^ 

We answer others’ merits in our name. 
Are therefore to be pitied. 

Cccs. Cleopatra, 

Not what you have reserved, nor what 
acknowledged. 

Put we i’ the roll of conquest: still be’t 
yours. 

Bestow it at your pleasure ; and believe, 
Ccesar’s no merchant, to make prize with 
you 

Of things that merchants sold. Therefore 
be cheer’d ; 

Make not your thoughts your prisons: 
no, dear queen ; 

For \ve intend so to dispose you as 
Wmrself shall give us counsel. Feed, 
and sleep: 

Our care and pity is so much upon you, 
lliat w’e remain your friend ; and so, adieu. 

Cleo. My master, and my lord ! 

Cces, Not so. Adieu. 

{Floin'ish. Ex emit Ccesar and, 

his train. 

Cleo. lie words me, girls, he worcK 
me, that I should not 
Be noble to myself ; but, hark thee, 
Charmian. {Whispers Charmian. 

Iras. Finisli, good lady; the bright 
day is done. 

And we are for the dark. 

Cleo. ITie thee again : 

I have spoke already, and it is provided ; 

Go put it to the haste. 

Char. Madam, I wdll. 

Re-enter Dolabella. 

Dot. Where is the queen i 

Char. Behold, sir. {Exit. 

Cleo, Dolabella ! 

Dol. Madam, as thereto sworn by 
your command, 

Which my love makes religion to obey, 

I tell 3"ou this : Caesar through Syria 
Intends his journey; and within thiee 
days 

You W'ith your children will he send 
before : 
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Make your best use of this; I have 
perform’d 

Vour pleasure and my promise. 

Cleo. Dolabella, 

I shall remain your debtoi. 

Dol. I your servant. 

Adieu, good queen; I must attend on 
Caesar. 

Cleo. Farewell, and thanks. 

\Extt Dolabella 
Now, Iras, what think’st thou? 
Thou, an Egyptian puppet, shalt be shown 
In Rome, as well as I : mechanic slaves 
With greasy aprons, rules, and hammers, 
shall 

U plift us to the view ; in their thick breaths. 
Rank of gross diet, shall we be enclouded. 
And forced to drink their vapour. 

Iras. The gods forbid ! 

Cleo, Nay, ’tis most certain, Iras ; 
saucy lictors 

Will catch at us, like strumpets; and 
scald rhymers 

Ballad us out o’ tune : the quick comedians, 
Extemporally will stage us, and present 
Our Alexandrian revels ; Antony 
Shall be brought drunken forth, and I 
shall see 

Some squeaking Cleopatra boy my great- 
ness 

r the posture of a whore. 

Iras. O the good gods ! 

Cleo. Nay, that’s certain. 

Iras. I’ll never see’t; for, I am sure, 
my nails 

Are stronger than mine eyes. 

Cleo. Why, that’s the way 

To fool their preparation, and to con- 
quer 

Their most absurd intents. 

Re-enter Ciiarmiax. 

Now, Charmian ! 

Show me, my women, like a queen : go 
fetch 

My best attires: I am again for Cydnus, 
To meet Mark Antony: sirrah Iras, go. 
Now, noble Charmian, we’ll dispatch 
indeed ; 

And, when thou hast done this chare. 
I’ll give thee leave 


To play till doomsday. Bring our crown 
and all. 

Wherefore ’s this noise ? 

\Extt Iras. A noise within. 

Enter a Guardsman. 

Guard. Here is a rural fellow 

That will not be denied your highness’ 
presence : 

He brings you figs. 

ClcG. Let him come in. 

\Exit Guai-dsman. 
What poor an instrument 
May do a noble deed ! he brings me 
liberty. 

My resolution’s placed, and I have no- 
thing 

Of woman in me : now from head to 
foot 

I am marble-constant; now the fieeting 
moon 

No planet is of mine. 

Re-enter Guardsman, with Clown bring- 
ing in a basket. 

Guard. This is the man. 

Cleo. Avoid, and leave him. 

\Exit Guardsman. 
Hast thou the pretty worm of Nilus 
there. 

That kills and pains not ? 

Clozvn. Truly, I have him : but I 
would not be the party that should desire 
you to touch him, for his biting is im- 
mortal ; those that do die of it do seldom 
or never recover. 

Cleo. Rememberest thou any that have 
died on ’t ? 

Clozvn. Very many, men and women 
too. I heard of one of them no longer 
than yesterday : a very honest woman, 
but something given to lie ; as a woman 
should not do, but in the way of honesty : 
how she died of the biting of it, what 
pain she felt : truly, she makes a very 
good report o’ the W'orm; but he that 
will believe all that they say, shall never 
be saved hy half that they do : but this 
is most fallible, the w^orm ’s an odd 
worm. 

Cleo. Get thee hence ; farewell. 
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Clown. I wish you all joy of the 
worm. \Scfting down his basket. 

Cleo. Farewell. 

Clown. You must think this, look you, 
that the worm will do his kind. 

Cleo. Ay, ay; farewell. 

Clown. Look you, the worm is not to 
be trusted but in the keeping of wise 
people; for, indeed, there is no good- 
ness in the worm. 

Cleo. Take thou no care ; it shall be 
heeded. 

Clozvn. V ery good. Give it nothing, 
I pray you, for it is not worth the 
feeding. 

Cleo. Will it eat me ? 

Clozvn. You must not think I am so 
simple but I know the devil himself will 
not eat a woman : 1 know that a w'oman 
is a dish for the gods, if the devil dress 
her not. But, truly, these same whore- 
son devils do the gods great harm in 
their women ; for in every ten that they 
make, the devils mar five. 

Cleo. Well, get thee gone ; farewell. 
Clown. Yes, forsooth : I wdsh you joy 
o’ the worm. [^Exit. 

Re-enter Iras ivith a robe, croion, etc. 
Cleo. Give me my robe, put on my 
crown; I have 

Immortal longings in me : now no more 
The juice of Egypt’s grape shall moist 
this lip : 

Yare, yare, good Iras ; quick. Methinks 
I hear 

Antony call ; I see him rouse himself 
To praise my noble act ; I hear him mock 
The luck of Csesar, which the gods give 
men 

To excuse their after wrath: husband, I 
come : 

Now to that name my courage prove my 
title ! 

I am fire and air ; my other elements 
I give to baser life. So ; have you done ? 
Come then, and take the last warmth of 
my lips. 

Farewell, kind Charmian ; Iras, long 
farewell. '[K’isies them. Iras 

falls and dies. 


Have I the aspic in my lips? Doq 
fall? 

If thou and nature can so gently part, 
The stroke of death is as a lover’s pinch, 
Which hurts, and is desired. Dost thou 
lie still ? 

If thus thou vanishest, thou tell’st the 
world 

It is not worth leave-taking. 

Char. Dissolve, thick cloud, and rain ; 
that I may say, 

The gods themselves do weep ! 

Cleo. This proves me base: 

If she first meet the cuiled Antony, 
lie'll make demand of her, and spend 
, that kiss 

Which is my heaven to have. Come, 
thou mortal w'retch, [7<? an asp, 
whtih she applies to her bread. 
With thy sharp teeth this knot inlrinsicale 
Of life at once untie : poor venomous 
fool, 

Be angiy, and dispatch. O, couklst 
thou speak, 

That I might hear thee call great Csesai 
ass 

Unpolicied ! 

Char. O eastern star ! 

Cleo. Peace, peace ! 

Dost thou not see my baby at my breast, 
That sucks the nurse asleep ? 

Char. O, break ! O, break ! 

Cleo. As sweet as balm, as soft as air, 
as gentle, — 

O Antony ! — Nay, I wdll take thee too: 

^Applying another asp to her arm. 
What should I stay — \Dies. 

Char. In this vile wwld? So fare 
thee well. 

Now boast thee, death, in thy possession 
lies 

K lass unparallel’d. Downy windows, 
close ; 

And golden Phoebus never be beheld 
Of eyes again so royal! Your crown 
awry; 

I’ll mend it, and then play. 

Enter the Guard, rushing in. 

First Guard. Where is the queen ? 

Char. Speak softly, wake her not. 
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First Guard. Coesar hath sent — 

Char. Too slow a messenger. j 

\Applies an asp. 

O, come apace, dispatch ! I partly feel 
thee. 

First Guard. Approach, ho ! All’s 
not well: Cmsar’s beguiled. 

Sec. Guard. There’s Dolabella sent 
from Coesar; call him. 

Fir<;f Guard. What work is here ! 
Charmian, is this well done? 

Char. It is well done, and fitting for 
a princess 

Descended of so many royal kings. 

Ah, soldier ! \Dics. 

Re-enter Dolabella. 

Dot. How goes it here? 

Set. Guard. All dead. 

Dot. Cmsar, thy thoughts 

Touch their effects in this : thyself art 
coming 

To see pei form’d the dreaded act which 
thou 

So sought’st to hinder. 

[ Within ‘ A way there, a way for 
Ccesar !’ 

Re-enter C.(ESAR and all his train ^ 
marching. 

Dol. O sir, you arc too sure an 
augur er ; 

That you did fear is done. 

Co’S. Bravest at the last, 

She levell’d at our purposes, and, being 
royal. 

Took her owm way. The manner of 
their deaths ? 

I do not see them bleed. 

Dol. Who was last with them ? 

First Guard. A simple countryman, 
that brought her figs : 

This was his basket. 


Cies. Poison’d, then. 

FiJ'st Guard. O Caesar, 

This Chaimian lived but now ; she stood 
and spake : 

I found hei trimming up the diadem 
On hei dealt mistress ; tremblingly she 
stood 

And on the sudden dropp’d. 

ClCs. O noble weakness ! 

If they had sw'allow'd poison, ’twould 
aiipear 

By external sw'elling : but she looks like 
sleep. 

As she would catch another Antony 
In her strong toil of grace. 

Dol. lleie, on her breast. 

There is a vent of blood and something 
blown : 

The like i', on her arm. 

Pint Guard. This is an aspic’s trail : 
and these fig-leaves 

Have slime upon them, such as the aspic 
leaves 

Upon the caves of Nile. 

Ca's. i\Iost probable 

That so she died ; for her physician tells 
me 

.She hath puisued conclusions infinite 
Of easy ways to die. Take up her 
bed ; 

And bear her women from the monument : 
She shall be buried by her Antony: 

No grave upon the earth shall clip in it 
A pair so famous. High events as these 
Strike those that make them ; and theii 
story is 

No less in pity than his glory wdiich 
Brought them to be lamented. Our 
army ^hall 

In solemn show^ attend this funeral ; 

And then to Rome. Come, Dolabella, see 
High order in this great solemnity. 

{^Exeunt. 
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Cymbeline, king of Britain. 

Clo'I'EN, son to the Queen by a former 
husband. 

PobTllUMUS Eeonatus, a gentleman, 
husband to Imogen. 

Belarujs, a banished lord, disguised 
under tlie name of Moigan. 

f sons to Cymbeline, dis- 
Guidlrius, I guised undci the names 
Arvikagus, of Pohdorc and Cadwai, 
y supposed sons to Morgan. 
Philario, friend to Post-^ 

humus, \ Italians. 

lACiilMO, friend to Philario. J 


Caius Lucius, general of the Roman 
forces. 

PiSANio, servant to Posthumus. 
Cornelius, a physician. 

A Roman Captain. 

Two British Captains. 

A Frenchman, friend to Philario. 

Xwo Lords of Cymbelinc s court. 

Two Gentlemen of the same. 

Two Ciaolers. 

Queen, wife to Cymbeline. 

Imogen, daughter to Cymbeline by .1 
former queen. 

IIki.en, a lady attending on Imogen, 


Lords, Ladies, Roman Senators, Tribunes, a Soothsayer, a Dutchman, a Spaniard, 
Musicians, Officers, Captains, Soldiers, Messengers, and other Attendants. 
Apparitions. 

Scene : BriUxin ; Rome. 


ACT I. 

Scene!. Britain, 'i'hc ganien of 
Cymbeline' s palace. 

Enter Hvo Gentlemen. 

Ei7‘st Gent, You do not meet a man 
but frowns : our blood.s 

No more obey the heavens than tuir 
com tiers 

Still seem as does the king. 

Sec. Gent. But what ’s the matter ? 

First Gent. His daughter, and the heir 
of ’s kingdom, whom 

He pill posed to his wdfe’s sole son — a 
widow 

That late he married — hath referr’d herself 

Unto a poor but worthy gentleman : she’s 
wedded ; 

Her husband bani.sh’d ; she imprison’d : all 

Is outward sorrow; though I think the 
king 

Be touch’d at very heart. 


I Sec. Gent. None but the king? 

First Gent. He that hath lost her too ; 
so is the queen, 

That mo.st desired the match ; but not a 
courtier, 

Although they wear their faces to the bent 

Of the king’s looks, hath a heart that is not 

Glad at the thing they scowl at. 

Sec. Gent. And why so ? 

Fiist Gent. He that hath miss’d the 
princess is a thing 

Too bad for bad report : and he that 
hath her — 

I mean, that married her, alack, good 
man ! 

And therefore banish’d — is a creature such 

As, to seek through the regions of the 
earth 

For one his like, there would be some- 
thing failing 

In him that should compare. I do not 
think 



SCENE I 


CYMBELINE 


393 


So fair an outward and such stuff within 
Endows a man but he. 

Sec. Gent. You speak him far. 

First Gent. I do extend him, sir, within 
himself, 

Crush him together rather than unfold 
Ills measure duly. 

Sec. Gent. What’s his name and birth ? 

First Gent. I cannot delve him to the 
root : his father 

Was call’d Sicilius, who did join his 
honour 

Against the Romans with Cassibclan, 

Hut had his titles by Tenantius whom 
He served with glory and admired success, 
So gain’d the sur-addition Leonatus ; , 

And had, besides this gentleman in 
question, 

Ewo other sons, who in the wars o’ the 
time 

Died with their swords in hand ; for 
which their father, 

Then old and fond of issue, took such 
''Orrovv 

That he quit being, and his gentle lady, 
Ihg of this gentleman our theme, deceased 
As he was born. Tlie king he takes the 
babe 

To his protection, calls him Posthumus 
Leonatus, 

Breeds him and makes him of his bed- 
chamber. 

Puts to him all the learnings that his 
time 

Could make him the receiver of ; which 
he took. 

As we do air, fast as ’twas minister'd. 
And in’s spring became a harvest, lived 
in court — 

Which rare it is to do — most praised, 
most loved, 

A sample to the youngest, to the more 
mature 

A glass that feated them, and to the 
graver 

A child that guided dotards ; to his 
mistress, 

For whom he now is banish’d, her own 
price 

I reclaims how she esteem’d him and his 
viitue; 


By her election may be truly read 
What kind of man he is. 

Sec. Gent. I honour him 

Even out of your report. But, pray 3^011, 
tell me 

Is she sole child to the king? 

F'irst Gent. His only child. 

He had two sons : if this be worth your 
hearing, 

Mark it : tlie eldest of them at three 
years old, 

I’ the swathing -clothes the other, from 
their nursery 

Were stol’n, and to this hour no guess in 
knowledge 

Which way they went. 

Sec. Gent. How long is this ago ? 

Fii'st Gent. Some twenty years. 

Sec. Gent. That a king’s children 
should be so convey’d, 

So slackly guartled, and the search so 
slow. 

That could not trace them ! 

First Gent. Ilowsoe’er ’tis strange. 

Or that the negligence may well be 
laugh'd at, 

Vet is it tiue, sir. 

.Sec. Gent. I do well believe you. 

F'irH Gent. We must forbear : here 
comes the gentleman, 

I'he queen, and piincess. {Exeunt. 

Enter the Queen, Posthumus, and 
Imogen. 

Queen. No, be assured you shall not 
find me, daughter. 

After the slander of most stepmothers. 
Evil-eyed unto you: you’re my prisoner, 
but 

Your gaoler shall deliver you the keys 
That lock up your restraint. For you, 
Posthumus, 

So soon as I can win the offended king, 

I will be known your advocate: mairy, 
yet 

The fire of rage is in him, and ’twere good 
You lean’d unto his> sentence with what 
patience 

Your w’isdom may inform you. 

Post. Please your highness, 

I will from hence to-day. 
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Qiiee?t. You know the peril. 

I’ll fetch a turn about the garden, pitying 
The pangs of barr’d affections, though the 
king 

Hath charged you should not speak to- 


gctlier. [ExiL 


Imo. 


O 

Dissembling courtesy I 

How fine 

this 

tyrant 



Can tickle where she 

wounds ! 

My 

dearest husband. 



I something fear my father’s wrath: 

; but 


nothing — 

Always reserved my holy duty — what 
Ilis lage can do on mo : you must be 


gone ; 

And 1 shall here abide the hourly shot 
Of angry eyes, not comforted to live, 

Hut that there is this jewel in the world 
That I may see again. 

ro<;f. My queen ! my mistress ! 

O lady, weep no more, lest I give cause 
To be suspected of more tenderness 
Than doth become a man, I \n ill remain 
The loyal’st husband that did e’er plight 
troth : 

My residence in Rome at one Philario’s, 
Who to my father was a friend, to me 
Known but by letter : thither write, my 
queen. 

And with mine eyes I’ll drink the words 
you send, 

Though ink be made of gall. 

Re-enter Queen. 

Queen. Be brief, I pray you : 

If the king come, I shall incur I know not 
How much of his displeasure. [Asnie^ 
Yet I’ll move him 

To walk this way : I never do him wrong. 
But he does buy my injuries, to be friends ; 
Pays dear for my offences. [Exit. 

Rost. Should we be taking leave 
As long a term as yet we have to live, 
The loathness to depart would grow. 
Adieu ! 

//no. Nay, stay a little: 

Were you but riding forth to air your- 
self, 

Such parting were too petty. Look here, 
love ; 


This diamond was my mother’s : take it, 
heart ; 

But keep it till you woo another wife. 
When Imogen is dead. 

Rost. How, how ! another ? 

You gentle gods, give me but this I have, 
And sear up my embracements from a next 
With bonds of death ! [Rntti/tg on tfu 
ring.] Remain, remain thou here 
While sense can keep it on. And, 
sweetest, fairest. 

As I my poor self did exchange for you, 
To your so infinite loss, so in our trifles 
I still win of you : for my sake w^ear thi^; 
It is a manacle of love; I’ll place it 
ITpon this fairest prisoner. 

[Rutting a b/'acelct upon her arm. 

lino. O the gods ! 

When shall we see again ? 

Enter Cymbeline and Lords. 

Alack, the king ! 

Cgw. Thou basest thing, avoid ! hence, 
fiom my sight ! 

If after this command thou fraught the 
court 

With thy unworthiness, thou dicst : away ! 
Thou ’it poison to my blood. 

/*ost. The gods protect you ! 

And bless the good remainders of the 
court ! 

I am gone ! [Exil. 

Imo. There cannot be a pinch in death 
hlorc sharp than this is. 

Cy/n, O disloyal thing, 

That shouldst repair my youth, thou 
heap’st 

A year’s age on me. 

Imo. I beseech you, sir. 

Harm not yourself with your vexation: 

I am senseless of your wuath; a touch 
more rare 

Subdues all pangs, all fears. 

Cym. Past grace? obedience’ 

Imo. Past hope, and in despair; that 
way, past grace. 

Cym. That mightst have had the sole 
son of my queen ! 

Imo. O blest, that I might not ! ^ 
chose an eagle. 

And did avoid a puttock. 



SCENE I 


CYMBELINE 


395 


Cym. Thou took’st a beggar; wouldst 
have made my throne 
A seat for baseness. 

Jmo. No; I lather added 

A lustre to it. 

Cyfu. O thou vile one ! 

Sir, 

It IS your fault that I have loved Post- 
humus : 

You bred him as my playfellow, and he is 
A man worth any woman, overbuys me 
Almost the sum he pays. 

Cyffi. What, art thou mad ? 

/mo. Almost, sir : heaven restore me ! 
Would I were 

A neat-herd’s daughter, and my Leonatu^ 
Our neighbour shepheid’s son ! 

Cvm. Thou foolish thing’ 


l\c-cntcr Queen. 

They were again together ; you have done 
Not after our command. Away with her, 
And pen her up. 

Queen, lleseech your patience. Peace, 
Deal lady daughter, peace ! Sweet 
sovereign, 

I .eave us to ourselves ; and make yourself 
some comfort 
Out of your best advice. 

Cym. Nay, let her languish 

A drop of blood a day ; and, being aged, 
Die of this folly ! {Exeunt Cymbeline 
and l^ords. 

Queen. Fie ! you must give way. 


Enter Pisan lo. 

Here is your servant. IIow now, sir! 
What news ? 

Pis. My lord your son drew on my 
master. 

Queen. Ha ! 

o harm, I trust, is done ? 

Pis. There might have been, 

but that my master rather play’d than 
fought 

And had no help of anger : they were 
parted 

by gentlemen at hand. 

Queen. I am very glad on’t. 

Pno. Your son’s my father’s friend; 
he takes his part. 


To draw upon an exile 1 O brave sir ! 

I would they were in Afric both to- 
gether ; 

Myself by with a needle, that I might 
prick 

The goer-back. Why came you from 
your master ? 

/'‘n. On his command : he would not 
suffer me 

To bring him to the haven ; left these 
notes 

Of what commands I should be subject 
to, 

When’t pleased you to employ me. 

Queen. This hath been 

Your faithful servant : I daie lay mine 
honour 

lie will remain so. 

/Yj. I huml)]y thank your highness, 
Qmen. Pray, walk awhde. 

Imo. About some half-hour hence, 

I pray you, speak with me : you shall at 
least 

Go see my lord aboard ; for this time 
leave me. {Exeunt. 

Scene II. The same. A public place. 
Enter Cloten and two Lords. 

E'irst Lord. Sir, I would advise you to 
shift a shirt ; the violence of action hath 
made you reek as a sacrifice: where air 
comes out, air comes in: there’s none 
abroad so w'holesome as that you vent. 

Clo. If my shirt were bloody, then to 
shift it. Have I hurt him? 

Sec. Lord. {Aside] No, ’faith ; not so 
much as his patience. 

Eii'st Lord. Hurt him! his body’s a 
jiassable carcass, if he be not hurt : it is 
a throughfare for steel, if it be not hurt. 

Sec. Lord. {Aside] His steel was in 
debt; it w'^ent o’ the backside the town. 
Clo. The villain would not .stand me. 
Sec. Lord. {Aside] No; but he lied 
forward still, toward your face. 

L'irst Lord. Stand you! You have 
land enough of your own: but he added 
to your having ; gave you some ground. 

Sec. Lord. {Aside] As many inches as 
you have oceans. Puppies ! 
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Clo, I would they had not come be- 
tween us. 

Sec. Lord. \Aside\ So would I, till you 
had measured how long a fool you were 
upon the ground. 

Clo. And that she should love this 
fellow and refuse me ! 

Sec. Lord. {^Aside'X If it be a sin to 
make a true election, she is damned. 

First Lord. Sir, as I told you always, 
her beauty and her brain go not together: 
she’s a good sign, but I have seen small 
reflection of her wit. 

Sec. Lord. \Aside\ Sheshines not upon 
fools, lest the reflection should hurt her. 

Clo. Come, I’ll to my chamber. 
Would there had been some hint done! 

Sec. Lord. lAside] I wish not so; un- 
less it had been the fall of an ass, which 
is no great hurt. 

Clo. You ’ll go with us? 

First Lord. I’ll attend your lordship. 
Clo. Nay, come, let’s go together. 

Sec. L.ord. Well, my lord. {^Exeunt. 

SCEN E 1 1 1 . A roofu tn Cymhel itid s palace. 
Enter Imogen and Pisan lo. 

I mo. I would thou grew’st unto the 
shores o’ the haven, 

And question’dst every sail : if he should 
write, 

And I not have it, ’twere a paper lost, 

As offer’d mercy is. What was the last 
That he spake to thee ? 

Pis. It was his queen, his queen ! 
Imo. Then waved his handkerchief? 
Pis. And kiss’d it, madam. 

Imo. Senseless linen ! happier therein 
than I ! 

And that was all ? 

Pis. No, madam ; for so long 

As he could make me with this eye or car 
Distinguish him from others, he did keep 
The deck, with glove, or hat, or handker- 
chief, 

Still waving, as the fits and stirs of ’s mind 
Could best express how slow his soul 
sail’d on. 

How swift his ship. 

Imo. Thou shouldst have made him 


As little as a crow, or less, ere left 
To after-eye him. 

Pis, Madam, so I did. 

Pno. I would have broke mine eye- 
strings; crack’d them, but 
To look upon him, till the diminution 
Of space had pointed him sharp as my 
needle, 

Nay, follow’d him, till he had melted from 
The smallness of a gnat to air, and then 
Have turn’d mine eye and wept. But, 
good Pisanio, 

When shall we hear from him ? 

Pis. Be assured, madam. 

With his next vantage. 

, Imo. I did not take my leave of him, 
but had 

Most pretty things to say : ere I could 
tell him 

How I would think on him at certain hoiins 
Such thoughts and such, or I could make 
him swear 

The shes of Italy should not betray 
Mine intere.st and his honour, or have 
charged him. 

At the sixth hour of mom, at noon, at 
midnight. 

To encounter me with orisons, for then 
I am in heaven for him ; or ere I could 
Cive him that parting kiss which I had set 
Betwixt two charming words, comes in 
my father 

And like the tyrannous breathing of the 
north 

Shakes all our buds from growing. 

Enter a Lady. 

Lady. The queen, madam, 

Desires your highness’ company. 

Imo. Those things I bid you do, get 
them dispatch’d. 

I will attend the queen. 

Pis. Madam, I shall. \Exeunt. 

Scene IV. Rome. Philarid^s house. 

Enter Phtlario, Iachimo, a French- 
man, a Dutchman, a^id a Spaniard. 

lack. Believe it, sir, I have seen him 
in Britain : he was then of a crescent 
note, expected to prove so worthy as since 
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he hath been allowed the name of ; but 
I could then have looked on him with- 
out the help of admiration, though the 
catalogue of his endowments had been 
tabled by his side and I to peruse him by 
items. 

Phi, You speak of him when he was 
less furnished than now he is with that 
which makes him both without and within. 

French, I have seen him in France : 
we had very many there could behold the 
sun with as firm eyes os he. 

lack. This matter of marrying his 
king’s daughter, wherein he must be 
weighed rather by her value than his own, 
words him, I doubt not, a great deal fiopi 
the matter. 

French, And then his banishment. 

lack. Ay, and the approbation of those 
that weep this lamentable divorce under 
her colours are wonderfully to extend 
him; be it but to fortify her judgement, 
which else an easy battery might lay flat, 
for taking a beggar without less quality. 
But how comes it he is to sojourn with 
you ? How creeps acquaintance ? 

Phi, His father and I were soldiers 
together; to whom I have been often 
bound for no less than my life. Here 
comes the Briton ; let him be so enter- 
tained amongst you as suits, with gentle- 
men of your knowing, to a stranger of 
his quality. 

Enter Posthumus. 

I beseech you all, be better known to 
this gentleman, whom I commend to 
you as a noble friend of mine : how 
worthy ne is I will leave to appear here- 
after, rather than stoiy him in his own 
hearing. 

French, Sir, we have known together 
in Orleans. 

Post, Since when I have been debtor 
to you for courtesies, which I will be ever 
to pay and yet pay still. 

French, Sir, you o’er -rate my poor 
kindness: I w^as glad I did at^jne my 
countryman and you; it had been pity 
you should have been put together with 
so mortal a purpose as then each bore. 


upon importance of so slight and trivial a 
nature. 

Post, By your pardon, sir, I was then 
a young traveller ; rather shunned to go ^ 
even with what I heard than in my every 
action to l>e guided by others’ experiences : 
but upon my mended judgement — if I 
ofiend not to say it is mended — my quarrel 
was not altogether slight. 

French, ’Faith, yes, to be put to the 
arbitrenient of swords, and by such tw’^o 
that would by all likelihood have con- 
founded one the other, or have fallen both. 

lach. Can we, with manners, ask what 
was the difference ? 

French, Safely, I think : ’twas a con- 
tention in public, which may, without 
contradiction, suffer the report. It was 
much like an argument that fell out last 
night, where each of us fell in praise of 
our country mistresses ; this gentleman 
at that time vouching — and upon warrant 
of bloody affirmation — his to be more 
fair, viituous, wise, chaste, constant- 
qualified and less attemptable than any 
the rarest of our ladies in France. 

lach. That lady is not now living, or 
this gentleman’s opinion by this worn out. 

Post, She holds her virtue still and I 
my mind. 

lack. You must not so far prefer her 
’fore ours of Italy. 

Post. Being so far provoked as I was 
in France, I would abate her nothing, 
though I profess myself her adorer, not 
her friend. 

lach. As fair and as good — a kind of 
hand - in - hand comparison — had been 
something too fair and too good for any 
lady in Britain. If she went before others 
I have seen, as that diamond of yours 
outlustres many I have beheld, I could 
not but believe she excelled many: but 
I have not seen the most precious diamond 
that is, nor you the lady. 

Post, I praised her as I rated her : so 
do I my stone. 

lack. What do you esteem it at ? 

Post, More than the world enjoys. 

Jack. Either your unparagoned mistress 
is dead, or she’s outprized by a trifle. 
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Post, You are mistaken : the one may I 
be sold, or giv{'n, if there were wealth i 
enough for the purchase, or merit for the 
gitt : the other is not a thing for sale, and 
only the gift of tlie gods. 

Jack. \\ hicli the gods have given you ? 

Post, Which, by tlieir graces, 1 wall 
keep. 

lack. You may wear her in title yours : 
but, you know, strange fowl light upon 
neiglibouring ponds. Your ling may be 
stolen too: so your brace of unpn/ablc 
estimations ; the one is but frail and the 
other casual ; a cunning thief, or a that 
way accomplished courtier, would hazard 
the winning both of first and last. 

Post. Your Italy contains none so ac- 
complished a courtier to co iin’iu cc the 
honour of my mistress, if, in the holding 
or loss of that, you teim her frail. I do 
notliing doubt you have store of thieves; 
notwitlistanding, I fear not my ring. 

Phi. Let us leave here, gentlemen. 

Post. Sir, with all my heait. This 
worthy signior, I thaak him, makes no 
btiangei of me; w’e are familiar at first. 

lack. With five times so much conver- 
sation, I should get ground of your fair 
mistress, make her go back, even to the 
yielding, had I admittance and oppor- 
tunity to fiiend. 

Po:>t, No, no. 

laih. I dare thereupon pawn the moiety 
of my estate to your ring; w^hich, in my 
opinion, o’ervalues it something : but I 
make my wager ratlier against your con- 
fidence than her leputation : and, to bar 
youc offepce herein too, 1 durst attempt 
it against any lady in the w’oild. 

Post. You are a great deal abused in 
too bold a persuasion ; and I doubt not 
you sustain wdiat you ’re worthy of by your 
attempt. 

laJi. What’s that? 

Post. A repulse : though your attempt, 
as you call it, deserve more; a punish- 
ment too. 

Phi. Gentlemen, enough of this : it 
came in too suddenly ; let it die as it was 
born, and, I prayyou, be better acquainted. 

lack. Would 1 had put my estate and 


my neighbour’s on the approbation of 
what I have spoke ! 

Post. What lady would you choose to 
assail ? 

lack. Yours ; wdiom in constancy you 
think stands so safe. I will lay you ten 
thousand ducats to your ring, that, com- 
mend me to the court where your lady is. 
with no more advantage than the oppoi- 
tunity of a second conference, and I will 
bring from thence that honour of hers 
which you imagine so reserved. 

Post. I will wage against your gold, 
gold to it : my ring I hold dear as ni} 
finger ; ’tis pait of it. 

Jack. You are afraid, and therein the 
wiser. 1 f you buy ladies’ fledi at a million i 
a dram, you cannot preserve it from taint- 
ing : but I see you have some religion in 
you, that you fear. 

yW. This is but a custom in your 
tongue ; you bear a graver purpose, 1 
hope. 

lack. I am the master of my speeche‘», 
and would undergo what’s spoken, I swear. 

I'^Obt. W ill you ? I shall but lend my 
diamond till your return : let there be 
covenants drawn between 's ; my mistress 
exceeds in goodness the hugeness of youi 
unworthy thinking: I dare you to this 
match ; here ’s my ring. 

Phi. I will have it no lay. 

laik. By the gods, it is one. If I 
liring you no sufficient testimony that 1 
have enjoyed the dearest bodily part of 
your mistress, my ten thousand ducats 
are yours ; so is your diamond too : if I 
come off, and leave her in such honour 
as you have trust in, she your jewel, this 
} our jew^el, and my gold are yours : pro- 
vided I have your commendation for my 
more free entertainment. 

/W. I embrace these conditions; let 
us have articles betwixt us. Only, thus 
far you shall answer : if you make your 
voyage upon her and give me directly to 
understand you have prevailed, I am no 
further your enemy ; she is not worth our 
debate : if she remain unseduced, you not 
making it appear otherwise, for your ill 
opinion and the assault you have made to 
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her chastity you shall answer me with your 
sword. 

lack. Your hand; a covenant : we will 
have these things set down by lawful 
counsel, and straight aw\ay for Britain, 
lest the bargain should catch cold and 
starve : I wall fetch my gold and have our 
two wagers recoided. 

J^ost. Agreed. \^Exeui'it Post/uiniits 
and lachimo. 

French. AVill this hold, think you ? 

Jin. Signior lachimo will not fiom it. 
Tray, let us follow ’em. \Exeitni. 

Scene V. Britain. A room tn Cym- 
bdinds palace. ^ 

Enter Quern, Ladies, Cornelius. 

Queen. Whiles yet the dew’s on 
ground, gather those flowers; 

Make haste ; who has the note of them ? 

First Lady. I, madam. 

Queen. Dispatch. \Exeunt I.adies. 
Now, master doctor, have you brought 
those drugs ? 

Cor. rieaseth your highness, ay : here 
they are, madam : 

l^Prescntiny a small box. 
But I beseech your grace, without 
offence, — 

My conscience bids me ask — wherefore 
you have 

Commanded of me these most poisonous 
compounds. 

Which are the movers of a languishing 
death ; 

But though slow^, deadly ? 

Queen. I wonder, doctor, 

Thou ask’st me such a question. Have 
I not been 

Thy pupil long ? Hast thou not learn’d 
me how 

To make perfumes ? distil ? preserve ? 
yea, so 

That our great king himself doth woo me 
oft 

For my confections? Having thus far 
proceeded, — 

Unless thou think’st me devilish — is’t not 
meet 

That I did amplify my judgement in 


Other conclusions? 1 will try the forces 
Of these thy compounds on such creatures 
as 

We count not worth the hanging, but 
none human. 

To try the \igour of them and a}')ply 
Allayments to their act, and by them 
gather 

Their scveial virtues and effects. 

Cor. Your highness 

Shall from this practice but make hard 
your heart : 

Besides, tlie seeing these effects will be 
Both noisome and infectious. 

Queen. O, content thee. 

Enter Pisamo. 

[Aside] Here comes a flattering rascal; 
upon him 

Will I first work : he’s for his master, 
And enemy to my son. How^ now, 
Pisanio ! 

Doctor, your service for this time is ended ; 
Take your own w'ay. 

Cor. [Ande] I do suspect you, madam ; 
But you shall do no harm. 

Queen. [To Pisanio] Hark thee, a 
word. 

Co7'. [Asidt^ I do not like her. She 
dv)th think she has 

Strange lingering poisons : I do know her 
spirit, 

And will not trust one of her malice with 
A drug of such damn’d nature. Those 
she has 

Will stupify and dull the sense awhile ; 
Which first, jierchance, she'll prove on 
cats and dogs, 

Then afterward up higher: but there is 
No danger in what show' of death it 
makes. 

More than the locking -up the spirits a 
lime. 

To be more fresh, reviving. She is fool’d 
With a most false effect ; and I the truer. 
So to be false wdth her. 

Queen. No further service, doctor, 
Until I send for thee. 

Cor. I humbly take my leave. [Exit. 

Queen. Weeps she still, say’st thou ? 
Dost thou think in time 
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She will not qvicnch and let instructions 
enter 

Where folly now possesses? Do thou 
woik : 

When thou shall brimj me word she loves 
my son, 

I ’ll tell thee on the instant thou art then 
As j:jreat as is thy master, greater, for 
TIis fortunes all lie speechless and his name 
Is at last gasp : return he cannot, nor 
Continue where he is : to shift his being 
Is t(j exchange one misery \Nith another. 
And every day that comes comes to 
decay 

A day’s work in him. What shalt thou 
exjiect, 

To be de})ender on a thing that leans, 
Who cannot be new built, noi has no 
friends, 

So much as V)ut to prop him ? [ 'J'hc Queen 
drops the box: Pisamo fakes it upd\ 
Tlioii takest up 

Thou know’st not what ; but take it for 
thy labour: 

][ is a thing I made, which hath the 
king 

Five times redeem’d from death : I do 
not know 

What is more cordial. Na\, I prithee, 
take it ; 

It is an earnest of a further good 
That I mean to thee. Tell thy mistress 
how 

The case stands with her ; do’t as from 
thyself. 

Think what a chance thou changest on, 
but think 

Thou hast thy mistiess still, to boot, my 
son, 

Who shall take notice of tlicc : I ’ll move 
the king 

To any shape of thy preferment such 
As thou ’It desire ; and then myself, I 
chiefly, 

That set thee on to this desert, am bound 
To load thy merit richly. Call my 
women : 

Think on my words. [^Exif Pisanio. 

A sly and constant knave. 
Not to be shaked ; the agent for his 
master 


And the remembrancer of her to hold 

The hand-fast to her lord. I have given 
him that 

Which, if he take, shall quite unpeople 
her 

Of liegers for her sweet, and which she 
after, 

Except .she bend her humour, shall be 
a.ssured 

To taste of too. 

Pc-eiitcr Pisanio and Ladies. 

So, so : well done, well done : 

The violets, cowslips, and the primrose'^, 

Bear to my closet. Fare thee well, 
Pisanio ; 

Think on my wools. 

[Aac//;;/ Queen and Ladies. 

Pis. And shall do : 

But w'hen to my good lord I prove un- 
true. 

I’ll choke myself: there’s all I’ll do for 
you. [Exit. 

Scene VI. The same. Another room in 
the palace. 

Enter Imogen. 

Imo, A father cruel, and a step-dame 
false ; 

A foolish suitor to a wedded lady. 

That hath her husband banish’d ; — O, 
that husband ! 

My supreme ^crown of grief! and those 
repeated 

Vexations of it ! Had I been thief- 
stol'n. 

As my two brothers, happy ! but most 
miserable 

Is the desire that’s glorious : blest be 
those, 

ilow mean soe'er, that have their honest 
walls, 

Which seasons comfort. Who may this 
be ? Fic ! 

Enter PiSANlO and Iachimo. 

Pis. Madam, a noble gentleman of 
Rome, 

Comes fiom my lord with letters. 

loch. Change you, madam ? 
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The worthy Leonatus is in safety i 

And greets your highness dearly. 

{P?'ese72ts a letter. 

Jmo. Thanks, good sir ; 

YonTe kindly welcome. 

lack, [As/de] All of her that is out of 
door most rich ! 

If she be furnish’d wdth a mind so rare, 
She is alone the Arabian bird, and I 
Have lost the wager. Boldness be my 
friend ! 

Arm me, audacity, from head to foot ! 

Or, like the Parthian, I shall flying 
fight ; 

Rather, directly fly. 

/;//<?. [Eeads\ ‘ He is one of the noblest 
note, to whose kindnesses I am most in-* 
finitely tied. Reflect upon him accoid- 
ingly, as you value your trust — 

‘ Leonatus.’ 

So far I read aloud : 

But even the very middle of my heart 
Is warm'd by the rest, and takes it thank- 
fully. 

You are as welcome, worthy sir, as I 
IIa^e words to bid you, and shall find 
it so 

In all that I can do. 

lack. I'hanks, fairest lady. 

What, are men mad ? Hath nature given 
them eyes 

To see this vaulted arch, and the lich 
crop 

Of sea and land, which can distinguish 
’twixt 

The fiery orbs above and the twinn'd 
stones 

Upon the number'd beach ? and can we 
not 

Partition make with spectacles so precious 
’Twixt fair and foul ? 

Imo. What makes your admiration ? 
lack. It cannot be i’ the eye, for apes 
and monkeys 

’Twixt two such shes would chatter this 
w^ay and 

Contemn with mows the other ; nor i’ 
the judgement, 

For idiots in this case of favour would 
Be wisely definite ; nor i’ the appetite ; 
Sluttery to such neat excellence opposed 
VOL. III. 


.Should make desire vomit emptiness. 

Not so allured to feed. 

Iffio. What is the matter, trow? 
lack. The cloyed vidll, 

That satiate yet unsatisfied desire, that 
tub 

Both fill’d and running, ravening first the 
lamb 

Longs after for the garbage. 

Imo. What, dear sir, 

d'hus raps v'oii ? Are you \^ell ? 

luik. Thanks, madam ; well. [71? 
]'*hamo'\ Bescecli vou, Mr, desiie 
My man's abode wbeie 1 did leave him: 
he 

Is strange and peevish. 

Pis. I was going, sir. 

To give him welcome. \E.xit. 

Imo. Continues well my lord ? His 
health, beseech you ? 
ladi. M'ell, madam. 

Imo. Is he disposed to miith ? I hope 
he is. 

lack. Exceeding pleasant ; none a 
stranger there 

So meiiy and so gamesome : he is 
call’d 

The Briton reveller. 

Imo. When he was here, 

He did incline to sadness, and oft- 
times 

Not knowing why. 

hull. I nevei saw him sad. 

There is a P'renchman his companion, 
one 

An eminent monsieur, that, it seems, 
much lo\es 

A Galban gul at home ; he furnaces 
The thick sighs from him, whiles the 
jolly Biiton — 

Your loid, I mean — laughs frorn's fiee 
lungs, cries ‘ O, 

Can my sides hold, to think that man, 
who knows 

By history, report, or hi^ own pi oof, 
What woman is, yea, what she cannot 
choose 

i But must be, will his free hours languish 
' for 

j Assured bondage?’ 

i Imo. Will my lord say so ? 

2 D 
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lack. Ay, madam, with his eyes in 
flood w'uh laughter ; 

It is a recreation to be by 

And hear him mock the Frenchman. 

But, heavens know, 

Some men are much to blame. 

Imo. Not he, I hope. 

lack. Not he : but yet heaven’s bounty 
towards him might 

Be used more thankfully. In himself, 
’tis much ; 

In you, which I account his beyond all 
talents, 

Whilst I am bound to wonder, I am bound 
To pity too. 

7vio. What do you pity, sir^ 
lack. Two creatures heartily. 

Imo. Am I one, sir i 

You look on me : what wreck discern 
you in me 
Deserves your pity? 

lack. Lamentable ! What, 

Tohide me from the radiant sun and solace 
I’ the dungeon by a sirnff? 

Imo. I pray you, sir, 

Deliver with more openness your answers 
To my demands. Why do you pity me ? 
lack. That others do — 

I was about to say — enjoy your But 

It is an office of the gods to venge it, 

Not mine to speak on’t. 

Imo. You do seem to know 

Something of me, or what concerns me : 
pray you, - ~ 

Since doubting things go ill often hurts 
more 

Than to be sure they do ; for certainties 
Either are past remedies, or, timely 
knowing, 

The remedy then born — discover to me 
What both you spur and stop. 

lack. Had I this cheek 

To bathe my lips upon ; this hand, whose 
touch. 

Whose every touch, w'ould force the 
feeler’s soul 

To the oath of loyalty ; this object, which 
Takes prisoner the wild motion of mine 
eye. 

Fixing it only here; should I, damn’d 
then. 


Slaver with lips as common as the stans 
That mount the Capitol ; join gripes w'iih 
hands 

Made hard with hourly falsehood — false- 
hood, as 

With labour ; then by-peeping in an eye 
Base and unlustrous as the smoky light 
That’s fed with stinking tallow; it weie 
fit 

That all the plagues of hell should a* 
one time 

Encounter such revolt. 

Imo. My lord, I feai, 

Has forgot Britain. 

lack. And himself. Not I, 

Inclined to this intelligence, pronounce 
The beggary of his change; but ’tis yoiu 
graces 

That from my mutest conscience to my 
tongue 

Charms this report out. 

Imo. Let me hear no more. 

lack. O dearest soul ! your cause doth 
strike my heart 

With pity, that doth make me sick. A 
lady 

So fair, and fasten’d to an empery. 
Would make the great’st king double, — 
to be partner’d 

With tomboys hired with that self ex- 
hibition 

Which your own coffers yield ! with dis- 
eased ventures 

That play with all infirmities for gold 
Which rottenness can lend nature ! such 
boil’d stuff 

As well might poison poison! Be re- 
venged ; 

Or she that bore you was no queen, and 
you 

Recoil from your great stock. 

B// 0 . Revenged ! 

How should I be revenged? If tliis be 
true, — 

As I have such a heart that both mine eai.s 
Must not in haste abuse — if it be true. 
How should I be revenged ? 

lack. Should he make me 

Live, like Diana’s priest, betwixt cold 
sheets. 

Whiles he is vaulting variable ramps, 
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In your despite, upon your pur^e ? Re- 
venge it. 

I dedicate myself to your sweet pleasure, 
More noble than that runagate to your bed. 
And will continue fast to your atfection. 
Still close as sure. 

Imo. AVhat, ho, Pisanio ! 

lack. Let me my service tender on 
your lips. 

I?no. Away ! I do condemn mine ears 
that have j 

So long attended thee. If thou wert ' 
honourable. 

Thou wouldst have told this tale for 
virtue, not 

For such an end thou seek’st, — as base 
as strange. 

Thou wrong’st a gentleman, who is as far 
From thy report as thou from honour, and 
Solicit’st here a lady that disdains 
Thee and the devil alike. What ho, 
Pisanio ! 

The king my father shall be made ac- 
quainted 

Of thy assault : if he shall think it fit, 

A saucy stranger in his court to mart 
As in a Romish stew and to expound 
His beastly mind to us, he hath a court 
He little cares for and a daughter who 
He not respects at all. What, ho, Pisanio ! 

loch. O happy Leonatus ! I may say : 
The credit that thy lady hath of thee 
Deserves thy trust, and thy most perfect 
goodness 

Her assured credit. Blessed live you 
long ! 

A lady to the worthiest sir that ever 
Country call’d his ! and you his mistress, 
only 

For the most worthiest fit ! Give me 
your pardon. 

I have spoke this, to know if your affiance 
Were deeply rooted; and shall make 
your lord, 

That which he is, new o’er : and he is one 
The truest manner’d ; such a holy witch 
That he enchants societies into him 
Half all men’s hearts are his. 

You make amends. 

lack. He sits ’mongst men like a 
descended god : 


He hath a kind of honour sets him off, 
More than a mortal seeming. Be not 
angry. 

Most mighty princess, that I have ad- 
ventured 

To try your taking of a false report ; which 
hath 

Honour’d with confiimation your great 
judgement 

In the election of a sir so raie, 

Which you know cannot err : the love I 
bear him 

Made me to fan you thus, but the gods 
made you. 

Unlike all others, chaffless. I’ray, your 
pardon. 

Imo. All’s well, sir: take my power 
i’ the court for yours. 
lack. My humble thanks. I had al- 
most forgot 

To entreat your grace but in a small request. 
And yet of moment too, for it concerns 
Your lord ; myself and other noble friends 
Are partners in the business. 

Imo. Pray, what is’t? 

lack. Some vlozen Romans of us and 
your lord — 

The best feather of our wing — have 
mingled sums 

To buy a present for the emperor ; 

Which I, the factor for the rest, have done 
In F'rance : ’tis plate of rare device, and 
jewels 

Of rich and exquisite form ; their values 
great ; 

And I am something curious, being 
strange. 

To have them in safe stowage: may it 
please you 

To take them in protection ? 

Imo. Willingly ; 

And pawn mine honour for their safety : 
since 

My lord hath interest in them, I w'ill keep 
them 

In my bedchambei. 

lack. They are in a trunk, 

Attended by my men ; I will make hold 
To send them to you, only for this night; 
I must aboard to-morrow. 

Imo, O, no, no. 
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lack. Yes, I beseech ; or I shall short 
my woid 

By lengthening my return. From Gallia 
I cross’d the seas on purpose and on 
promise 

To see your grace. 

J?no. I thank you for your pains ; 
But not away to-morrow ! 

Jack. O, I must, madam: 

Therefore I shall beseech you, if you 
please 

To greet your lord with writing, do’t to- 
night : 

1 have outstood my time ; which is 
material 

To the tender of our present. 

Into. I will w'rite. 

Send your tiunk to me; it shall safe be 
kept, 

And truly yielded you. You’ie very 
welcome. [Exeunt. 

ACT II. 

Scene I. Britain. Before Cy?nbeHne's 
falace. 

Enter Cloten and tivo Lords. 

Clo. Was there ever man had such 
luck ! when I kissed the jack, upon an 
up-cast to be hit away ! I had a hundred 
pound on ’t ; and then a whoreson jack- 
anapes must take me up for stvearing; 
as if 1 borrowed mine oaths of him and 
might not spend them at my pleasure. 

First Lord. What got he by that? 
You have broke his pate wdth your bowl. 

Sec. Lord. [Aside] If his wit had been 
like him that broke it, it would have run 
all out. 

C/o. When a gentleman is disposed to 
swear, it is not for any standers-by to 
curtail his oaths, ha ? 

Sec. Lord. No, my lord; [Aside] nor 
crop the ears of them. 

C/o. Whoreson dog ! I give him satis- 
faction ? Would he had been one of my 
rank ! 

Sec. Lord. [Aside] To have smelt like 
a fool. 

Clo. I am not vexed more at any thing 


in the earth: a pox on’t ! I had rather 
not be so noble as I am ; they dare not 
fight with me, because of the queen my 
mother: every Jack -slave hath his belly, 
ful of fighting, and I must go up and 
down like a cock that nobody can match. 

Sec. Lo7-d. [Aside] You are cock and 
capon too ; and you crow, cock, with youi 
comb on. 

Clo. Sayest thou ? 

Sec. Lord. It is not fit your lordship 
should undertake every companion that 
you give offence to. 

Clo. No, I know that: but it is fit I 
should commit offence to my inferiors. 

Sec. Lord. Ay, it is fit for your lord- 
'ship only. 

C/o. Why, so I say. 

First Lord. Did you hear of a stranger 
that’s come to court to-night? 

Clo. A stranger, and I not know on’t' 

Sec. Lo?'d. [Aside] Fie ’s a strange felloM 
himself, and knows it not. 

Fii‘st Lord. There’s an Italian come; 
and, ’tis thought, one of Leonalus' 
friends. 

Clo. Leonatus ! a banished rascal ; and 
he’s another, whatsoever he be. Who 
told you of this stranger ? 

First Lord. One of your lordship’s 
pages. 

Clo. Is it fit I ■went to look upon him’ 
is there no derogation in’t? 

Sec. Loi'd. You cannot derogate, my 
lord. 

Clo. Not easily, I think. 

Sec. Lord. [Asid^ You are a fovd. 
granted ; therefore your issues, being 
foolish, do not derogate. 

Clo. Come, I’ll go see this Italian; 
what I have lost to-day at bowds T. ’ll w m 
to-night of him. Come, go. 

Sec. Lord. I’ll attend your lordship. 

[Exeunt Cloten and First Lord. 
That such a crafty devil as is his mothei 
Should yield the world this ass ! a woman 
that 

Bears all down with her brain; and this 
her son 

Cannot take two from twenty, for hi^ 
heart, 
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And leave eighteen. Alas, poor princess, 
Thou divine Imogen, what thou endurest. 
Betwixt a father by thy step -dame 
govern’d, 

A mother hourly coining plots, a wooer 
More hateful than the foul expulsion is 
Of thy dear husband, than that horrid act 
Of the divorce he 'Id make ! The heavens 
hold firm 

The walls of thy dear honour, keep un- 
shaked 

That temple, thy fair mind, that thou 
mayst stand, 

To enjoy thy banish’d lord and this great 
land ! \Exit, 

Scene II. Imogen^s hcdchainhei' hi 
Cymbelinc' s f>alace : a irtmk in one 
coi'ucr of it. 

Imogen in bed, reading; a Lady 
attending. 

lino. Who’s there ? my woman Helen? 
I.ady. Please you, madam. 

Imo. What hour is it ? 

Lady. Almost midnight, madam. 
Imo. T have read thiec houis then; 
mine eyes are weak : 

Fold down the leaf where I have left : to 
bed : 

Take not away the taper, leave it burning; 
And if thou canst awake by four o’ the 
clock, 

I prithee, call me. Sleep hath seized 
me wholly. \Exit Lady. 

To your protection I commend me, gods. 
From fairies and the tempters of the 
night 

Guard me, beseech ye. [Sleeps. 

lachinio comes from the trunk, 
ladi. The crickets sing, and man’s 
o’er-lalx)ur’d sense 

Repairs itself by rest. Our Tarquin 
thus 

Did softly press the ru.shcs, ere he weaken’d 
The chastity he wounded. Cythcrea, 
How bravely thou becomest thy bed, fresh 
lily. 

And whiter than the sheets ! That I 
might touch! 

Put kiss ; one kiss ! Rubies unparagon’d, 


IIow' dearly they do’t 1 ’Tis her breath- 
ing that 

Perfumes the chamber thus : the flame o’ 
the taper 

Bows toward her, and would under-peep 
her lids. 

To see the enclosed lights, now canopied 

Under these windows, while and azure 
laced 

With blue of heaven’s own tinct. But 
my design, 

To note the chamber : I will write all 
down : 

Such and such pictures ; there the window- ; 
such 

The adornment of her bed; the arras; 
figures, 

Why, such and such ; and the contents o’ 
the story. 

Ah, but .some natural notes about her 
body. 

Above ten thousand meaner moveables 

Would testify, to enrich mine inventory. 

O .slec]), thou ape of death, lie dull upon 
her ! 

And be her sense but as a monument. 

Thus in a chapel lying ! Come off, come 
off ; [ 7 'aking o f her brae i L t. 

As slijipery as the Gordian knot was hard ! 

’Tis mine; and this will witness out- 
w'ardly. 

As strongly as the conscience does within, 

To the madding of her lord. On her left 
brea'^t 

A mole cincpie-spotted, like the crimson 
drops 

I’ the bottom of a cowslip: here’s a 
voucher, 

Stronger than ever law could make ; this 
secret 

Will force him think I have pick’d the 
lock and ta’en 

The treasure of her honour. No more. 
To wFat end ? 

MTiy should I write this dowm, that’s 
riveted, 

Screw^’d to rny memory ? ^she hath been 
reading late 

The tale of Tereus ; here the leaf’s turn’d 
down 

Where Philomel gave up. T have enough : 
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To the trunk again, and shut the spring 
of it. 

Swift, swift, you dragons of the night, 
that dawning 

May bare the raven’s eye ! I lodge in fear ; 
Though this a heavenly angel, hell is 
here. \Clock strikes. 

One, two, three : time, time ! 'IGoes into 
the trunk. The scene closes. 

Scene III. An ante -chamber adjoining 
Imogen's apartments. 

Enter Cloten and Lords. 

First Lord. Your lordship is the most 
patient man in loss, the most coldest that 
ever turned up ace. 

Clo. It would make any man cold to 
lose. 

First Lord. But not every man patient 
after the noble temper of your lordship. 
You are most hot and furious when you win. 

Clo. Winning will put any man into 
courage. If I could get this foolish 
Imogen, 1 should have gold enough. It’s 
ahnobt morning, is’t not. 

First Lord. Day, my lord. 

Clo. I would this music would come : 
lam advised to give her music o’ mornings ; 
they say it will penetrate. 

Enter Musicians. 

Come on; tune: if you can penetrate her 
with your fingering, so; we’ll try W’ith 
tongue loo : if none will do, let her re- 
main ; but I’ll never give o'er. First, a 
very excellent good -conceited thing ; after, 
a wonderful sweet air, with admirable 
rich words to it : and then let her con- 
sider. 

.Song. 

Hark, hark ! the lark at heaven’s gate 
sings, 

And Idioebus ’gins arise, 

His steeds to water at those springs 
On chaliced flowers that lies; 

And winking Mary-buds begin 
To ope their golden eyes : 

With every thing that pretty is, 

My lady sweet, arise ; 

Arise, arise. 


Clo. So, get you gone. If this pene- 
trate, I will consider your music the 
better : if it do not, it is a vice in her ears, 
which horse-hairs and calves’-guts, nor 
the voice of un pav ed eunuch to boot, can 
never amend. \Sxeunt Musicians. 

Sec. Lord. Here comes the king. 

Clo. I am glad I was up so late; for 
that ’s the reason I was up so early ; he 
cannot choose but take this service I have 
done fatherly. I 

Enter Cymeeline and Queen. 

Good morrow to your majesty and to my 
gracious mother. 

Cym. Attend you here the door of our 
stern daughter ? 

Will she not forth ? 

Clo. I have assailed her with music, 
but she vouchsafes no notice. 

Cym. The exile of her minion is loo 
new; 

She hath not yet forgot him : some more 
time 

Must wear the print of his remembrance 
out, 

And then she’s yours. 

Queen. You are most bound to the 
king, 

Who lets go by no vantages that may 
Prefer you to his daughter. Frame your- 
self 

To orderly soliciting, and be friended 
With aptness of the season ; make denials 
Increase your services ; so seem as if 
You were inspired to do those duties 
which 

You tender to her; that you in all obey her, 
Save when command to your dismission 
tends, 

And therein you are senseless. 

Clo. Senseless ! not so. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess, So like you, sir, ambassadors 
from Rome; 

The one is Caius Lucius. 

Cym. A worthy fellow, 

Albeit he comes on angry purpose now; 
But that’s no fault of his; we must re- 
ceive him 
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According to the honour of his sender ; 
And towards himself, his goodness fore- 
spent on us, 

We must extend our notice. Our dear son, ; 
^^^len you have given good morning to i 
your mistress, 

Attend the queen and us ; we shall have 
need 

To employ you towards this Roman. 
Come, our queen. 

\Exeitnt all hut Clotcu. 

Clo. If she be up, I ’ll speak with her ; 
if not. 

Let her lie still and dream. [A'uoc/cs] 
By your leave, ho ! 

I know her women are about her : what 
If I do line one of their hands? ’Tfs 
gold 

Which buys admittance ; oft it doth ; yea, 
and makes 

Diana’s rangers false themselves, yield up 
Their deer to the stand o’ the stealer; 
and ’tis gold 

Which makes the true man kill’d and 
saves the thief ; 

Nay, sometime hangs both thief and 
true man : what 

Can it not do and undo ? I will make 
One of her women lawyer to mo. for 
I yet not understand the case m> .elf. 
[A'7toch] By your leave. 

Enter a Lady. 

Lady. Who 's there that knocks ? 

Clo. A gentleman. 

Lady. Nomoie? 

Clo. Yes, and a gentlewoman’s son. 

l.ady. That’s more 

Than some, whose tailors are as dear as 
yours, 

Can justly boast of. Wliat’s your lord- 
ship’s pleasure ? 

Clo. Your ladyY person : is she ready? 

Lady. Ay, 

To keep her chamber. 

Clo. There is gold for you ; 

Sell me your good report. 

Lady. How! my good name? or to 
report of you 

What 1 shall think is good ? — The 
princess ! i 


- E7iter Imogen. 

Clo. Good morrow, fairest : sister, 
your sweet hand. \Exit Lady. 

Imo. (R)od morrow, sir. You lay out 
too much pains 

i^'or purchasing but trouble : the thanks 
I give 

Is telling you that I am poor of thanks 

And scarce can spare them. 

Clo. Still, I swear I love you. 

L/no. If you but said so, ’twere as deep 
with me : 

If you swear still, your recompense is 
still 

That I regard it not. 

Clo. This is no answer. 

Imo. But that you shall not say I 
yield being silent, 

I would not speak. I pray you, spare 
me : ’failh, 

I shall unfold equal discourtesy 

To your best kindness : one of your great 
knowing 

!^hould learn, being taught, forbearance. 

Clo. To leave you in your madness, 
’twcrc my sin : 

I will not. 

Imo. Finds are not mad folks. 

Clo. Do you call me fool ? 

Imo. As I am mad, I do : 

If you 'll be patient , I ’ll no more be mad ; 

That cures us both. I am much sorryq 
sir. 

You put me to forget a lady's manners. 

By being so verbal ; and learn now, for all, 

That I, which know my heart, do here 
pronounce. 

By the \ery truth of it, I care not for 
you, 

And am so near the lack of charity — 

To accuse myself —I hate you ; which I 
had rather 

You felt than make’t my boast. 

Clo. You sin against 

Obedience, which you owe your father. 
For 

The contract you pretend with that base 
wretch, 

One bred of alms and fostcFd with cold 
dishes, 
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With scrnps o’ the couit, it is no con- j 
tract none ; 

And though it be allow’d in meaner 
parties — 

Yet who than he more mean ? — to knit 
their souls, 

On whom there is no more dependency 
But brats and beggary, in self- figured 
knot ; 

Yet you are curb’d from that enlargement 
by 

The consequence o’ the crown, and must 
iK»l soil 

The precious note of it witli a base slave, 
A hilding f(jr a livery, a squire's cloth, 

A panller, not ->0 eminent. 

hno. 1 ‘rofane follow ! 

Wert thou the son cT Jupiter and lU) more 
But what thou art ) resides, thou weiL too 
base 

To be his groom : thou weii dignified 
enougli, 

Even to the point of envy, if Hweio made 
Coinpaiati\e for ^our Mrtues, to be styled 
'The undcr-haiigman of his kingdom, and 
hated 

Eoi being preferi’d >0 well. 

CIo. The south -fog rot him ! 

I mo. lie ncvei can meet more mis- 
chance than ronie 

To be but named of thee. His meanest 
garment, 

That ever hath but clipji’d his body, is 
dealer 

In my res[)c‘Ct than all the hairs above 
thee, 

Were they all made such men. I low 
now, Bisanio ! 

Enter Bis \mo. 

CIo, ‘ TTis garment !'' Now the dexil - 
Imo. To Dorothy my woman Iiie thee 
presently — 

CIo. ‘Ills garment !’ 

Imo, I am sprited with a fcKil, 

Frighted, and angcrM worse : go bid 
my woman 

Search for a jewel that too casually 
Hath left mine arm: it was thy master’s: 
’shrew me, 

If I would lose it for a revenue 


Of any king’s in FNirope. I do think 

I saw’t this morning: confident I am 

Last night ’twas on mine arm ; I kiss’d it : 

I hope it be not gone to tell my lord 

That I kiss aught but he. 

Pis. 'Twill not be lost. 

Imo. I hope so : go and search. 

\ExU Pisanio. 

CIo. You have abused me : 

‘ 11 is meanest garment !’ 

Imo. Ay, I said so, sir : 

If you will make't an action, call witness 
to’t. 

CIo. I will inform your father. 

Imo. Your mother too : 

She’s my good lad}", and will conceive, I 
hope, 

But the worst of me. So, I leave you, sir, 

To the worst of discontent. \Exii. 

CIo. 1 ’ll be revenged : 

‘ His meanest gannent !’ Well. \Exit. 

Scene IY. Rome. PhiIario'’s hottse. 

Enter PosTllUMUS and IbilLARlO. 

Post. Fear it not, sir : I w’ould I were 
so sure 

To win the king as I am bold her honour 

Will remain hers. 

Phi. What means do you make to him? 

Poil. Not any, but abide the change 
of time, 

(luakc in the present winter’s state and 
wish 

That w armer days would come : in these 
sear’d hopes, 

I barely gratify your love; they failing, 

1 must die much your debtor. 

Phi. Your very goodness and your 
company 

D'erpays all I can do. By this, your 
king 

Hath heard of great Augustus: Caius 
Lucius 

Will do’s commission throughly: and I 
think 

lie’ll grant the tribute, send the 
arrearages, 

Or look upon our Romans, whose remem- 
brance 

Is yet fresh in their grief. 
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Post. I do believe. 

Statist though I am none, noi like to be, 
That this v\ ill prove a war ; and you 
shall hear 

The legions now in Gallia sooner landed 
In our not -fearing Britain than have 
tidings 

Of any penny tribute paid. Our country- 
men 

Are men more order’d than W'hcn Julius 
Cmsar 

Smiled at their lack of skill, but found 
their courage 

Worthy his frowning at : their discipline, 
Now mingled with their courages, w’ill 
make knou'ii 

To their approvers they are people such 
That mend upon the uorld. 

Entc7' Iacitimo. 

Phi. See! lachimo! 

Posi, The swiftest harts have posted 
you by land ; 

..Vnd winds of all the corneis kiss’d your 
sails, 

To make your vessel nimble. 

Phi. Welcome, sir. 

Post. I hope the briefness of youi 
answer made 

The speediness of your relurii. 

lach, Voui lady 

Is one of the fairest that I liave look’d j 
upon. 

Post. And thcrew itlial the best ; or let ! 
her beauty 

Look through a casement to allure false 
hearts 

And be false with them. 

lach. Ileie arc letters for you. 

Post. Their tenour good, I trust. 
lack. ’Tis very like. 

Phi. Was Cains Imeius in the Britain 
court 

When you w^eie theic? 

lack. He was expected then, 

But not approach’d. 

Post. All is well yet. 

Sparkles this stone as it w'as wont ? or 
is't not 

Too dull for your good w^earing ? 

lack. If I had lost it, 


I should have lost the w^oith of it in gold. 
I ’ll make a journey twice as far, to enjoy 
x\ second night of such sweet shortness 
•which 

Was mine in Biitain, for the ring is von. 
Post. The stone ’s too hard to come by. 
lach. Not a whit. 

Your lady being so easy. 

Post. ISIake not, sir, 

Your loss your sport : I ho])e you know 
that we 

Must not continue fiiends. 

lach. (jood sir, we must. 

If you keep covenant. Had I not 
bi ought 

The knov ledge of your mistress home, I 
grant 

We were to question furthei : but I now 
Piofess myself the winner of her honour. 
Together vith your ring; and not the 
wronger 

Of her or you, having piocecded but 
By both your wills. 

Post. If you can make’t appaicnt 
That you have tasted her in bed, my 
hand 

And ring is }ours; if not, tlic foul 
opinion 

You had of hci pure honour gains or 
lo-^cs 

Your swoid or mine, or masterlcss leaves 
both 

To who shall find them. 

Jaih. Sii, my ciicumslanccs, 

Being so near the truth as 1 will make 
tliem, 

]\Tust first induce you to believe: whose 
strength 

1 will confirm with oath; which, T doubt 
not. 

You’ll give me leave to spare, when you 
shall find 
A'ou need it not. 

Po’it. Proceed. 

lach. First, her bedchamber, — 
Wheie, I confess, I slept not, but pro- 
fess 

Had that was v^ell woith w'atching — it 
was bang’d 

With tapestry of silk and silver; the 
story 
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Proud Cleopatra, when she met her i 
Rotiian, 

And Cydnus swelPd above the banks, or 
for 

The p) css of boats or pride : a piece of 
work 

So bravely done, so rich, that it did 
strive 

In workmanship and value ; which I 
wonder’d 

Could be so rarely and exactly wrought, 
Since the true life on’t w\as — 

Posf. Thi^ is line ; 

And this you might have heard of here, 
by me, 

Or by some other. 

ladi. More paiticulais 

Must justify my knowledge. 

Posf. So they must, | 

Or do your honour injury. j 

The chimney | 

Is south the chamber, and the chimney- 
piece 

Chaste Dian bathing : never saw I figures i 
So likely to report themselves : the cuttei 
\V\s as another nature, dumb; outwent 
her, 

Motion and breath left out. 

Post. This is a thing 

Which you might from relation likewise 
reap,_ 

Being, as it is, much siiokc of. ' 

lack. The roof o’ the chamber 

With golden cherubins is fretted : her 
andirons — 

I had forgot them — w'ere twu) winking 
Cupids 

Of silver, each on one foot standing, nicely 
Depending on their brands. 

Post. This is her honour I 

Let it be granted you have seen all this — 
and praise 

Be given to your remembrance — the 
description 

Of what is in her chamber nothing 
saves 

The w^ager you have laid. 

Jack. Then, if you can, 

{Sk 0702 tig tke bracelet. 
Be pale ; I beg but leave to air this 
jew^el ; see ! 


And now ’tis up again : it must be 
married 

To that your diamond ; I ’ll keep them. 

Post. Jove I 

Once more let me behold it : is it that 
Which 1 left with her ? 

lack. Sir — I thank her — that: 

She stripp’d it from her arm ; I see her 
yet; 

Her i^irctty action (lid outsell her gift, 
And yet enrich'd it too ; she gave it me, 
and said 

She prized it once. 

Post. jMay be she pluck’d it off 

To send it me. 

lack. She writes so to you, doth she ? 

/W. O, no, no, no ! ’tis true. Here, 
lake this too ; \Gives tke ring. 

It is a basilisk unto mine eye. 

Kills me to look on’t. Let there be no 
honour 

Where theie is beauty; truth, where 
semblance; love, 

Where there’s another man : the vows of 
W'omcn 

Of no more bondage be, to where they 
are made, 

Than they are to Iheir virtues ; which is 
nothing. 

O, above measure false ! 

J^Jn. Have patience, sir, 

And take youi ring again; ’tis not yet 
w’^on : 

It may be probable she lost it; or 
Who know s if one of her women, being 
corrupted, 

Hath slol’n it from her? 

J'^ost. Very tiue; 

And so, I hope, he came by’t. Back my 
ring ; 

Render to me some corporal sign about 
her, 

More evident than this; for this was 
stolen. 

lack. By Jupiter, I had it from her arm. 

Post. Hark you, he swears ; by J upiter 
he sw'ears. 

’Tis true: — nay, keep the ring — ’tis true: 
I am sure 

She would not lose it: her attendants 
are 



SCENE IV 


CYMBELINE 


4U 


All sworn and honourable : — they in- 
duced to steal it ! 

And by a stranger ! — No, he hath enjoy’d 
her : 

The cognizance of her incontinency 
Is this: she hath bought the name of 
whore thus dearly. 

There, take thy hire ; and all the fiends 
of hell 

Divide themselves between you ! 

Phi, Sir, be patient : 

This is not strong enough to be believed 
Of one persuaded well of — 

Posi. Never talk on’t; 

She hath been c<^ed by him. 

lack. If you seek 

For further satisfying, under her breast — 
Worthy the pressing — lies a mole, right 
proud 

Of that most delicate lodging : by my 
life, 

I kiss’d it ; and it gave me present hunger 
To feed again, though full. You do re- 
member 

This stain upon her ? 

Post. Ay, and it doth confirm 

Another stain, as big as hell can hold, 
Were theie no more but it. 

laih. Will you herr more? 

Post. Spare your arithmetic: never 
count the turns ; 

Once, and a million ! 

lack. I'll be sworn — 

Post. No swearing. 

If you will swear you have not done’t, 
you lie; 

And I will kill thee, if thou dost deny 
Thou’st made me cuckold. 

lack. I’ll deny nothing. 

Post. O, that I had her here, to tear 
her limb-meal ! 

I will go there and do’t, i’ the court, 
before 

Her father. I’ll do something — {Exit. 

Phi. Quite besides 

The government of patience ! You have 
won : 

Let ’s follow him, and pervert the present 
wrath 

He hath against himself. 

lack. With all my heart. {Exeunt. 


Scene V. Another room in Philario's 
house. 

Enter PoSTllUMUs. 

Post. Is there no way for men to be 
but women 

Must be half- w'oikers ? We are all 
bastards ; 

And that most venerable man which I 
Did call my fathei, was I know not where 
When I was stamp’d; some coiner with 
his tools 

Made me a counterfeit: yet my mother 
seem’d 

The Dian of that time: so doth my wife 
The nonpareil of this. O, vengeance, 
vengeance ! 

Me of my lawful pleasure she restrain'd 
And pray’d me oft foi bcarancc ; did it with 
A pudency so rosy the sweet view on ’t 
Might well have warm’d old Saturn ; that 
I thought her 

As chaste as unsunn ’d snow. O, all the 
devils I 

This yellow Indiiino, in an hour, — was’t 
n6t 

Or less, — at first? — perchance he spoke 
not, but, 

Like a full-a( oin'd boar, a German one, 
Cried ‘O!’ and mounted; found no 
opposition 

But w'hat he look’d for should oppose and 
she 

Should from encounter guard. Could J 
find out 

The w'oman’s part in me! For there’s 
no motion 

That tends to vice in man, but I affirm 
It is the w^oman’s part : be it lying, note it, 
Thew’oman’s; flattering, hers; deceiving, 
hers ; 

Lust and rank thoughts, hers, heis; re- 
venges, hers; 

Ambitions, covetings, change of prides, 
disdain, 

Nice longing, slanders, mutability. 

All faults that may be named, nay, that 
hell know's. 

Why, hers, in part or all ; but rather, all ; 
For even to vice 
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They are not c<jnstant, but are changing 
still 

One vice, but of a minate old, for one 
Not half so old as that. I’ll write against 
them, 

Detest them, curse them : yet ’tis greater 
skill 

In a true hate, to pray they have their 
will : 

The very devils cannot plague them 
belter. \Exit. 

ACT III. 

Scene I. B7'itain. A hall in 
CyiubeJin^ s palace. 

Ejiier in state, Cymueline, Qulen, 
Cloten, and Loids at one door, and 
at another, Caius Luciirs and At- 
tendants. 

Cym. Now say, what would Augustus 
Ctesar v^ith us? 

Luc. When Julius Ctesar, whose rc- 
meml:)rance yet 

Lives in men’s eyes and will to ears and 
longues 

Be theme and Itcaring ever, w'as in this 
Britain 

And coiKjuer’d it, Cassibelan, thine 
uncle, — 

Famous in C;e»ar'G praises, no whit 
less 

Than in his feats deserving it — for him 
And his succession granted Romea tribute, 
Yearly three thousand pounds, w^hich by 
thee lately 
Is left untendci’d. 

Queen. And, to kill the marvel, 

Shall be so ever. 

Clo. There be many Caesars, 

Ere such another Julius. Britain is 
A world by itself; and we wall nothing 
pay 

P'or wearing our own noses. 

Queen. That opportunity 

Which then they had to take from’s, to 
resume 

We have again. Remember, sir, my 
liege. 

The kings your ancestors, together with 


The natural bravery of your isle, which 
stands 

As Neptune’s park, ribbed and paled in 
With rocks unscaleable and roaring 
W'aters, 

With sands that will not bear your 
enemies’ boats, 

But suck them up to the topmast. A 
kind of conquest 

Coesar made here; but made not here 
his brag 

Of ‘ Came ’ and ‘ saw ’ and ‘ overcame : ’ 
wdth shame — 

The first that ever touch’d him — he w'as 
can icd 

From off our coast, twdee beaten ; and 
his shipping — 

Poor ignoiant baubles ! — on our terrible 
seas. 

Like egg-shells moved upon their surges, 
crack’d 

As easily ’gainst our rocks : for joy 
w^hereof 

The famed Cassibelan, who was once at 
point — 

O giglot fortune! — to master Ctesar’s 
"sw^ord, 

■Made laid’s towui with lejoicing fires 
bright 

And Biitons strut wdth courage. 

Clo. Come, theie’s no more tribute to 
be paid : our kingdom is stronger than it 
W'as at that time; and, as 1 said, there is 
no moe such Cmsars : other of them may 
have crook’d noses, but to owe such 
straight arms, none. 

Cym. Son, let your mother end. 

Clo. We have yet many among us can 
giipe as hard as Cassibelan : I do not 
say I am one ; but I have a hand. Why 
tribute? why should we pay tribute? If 
Caesar can hide the sun from us with a 
blanket, or put the moon in his pocket, 
w'c wdll pay liim tribute for light ; else, 
sir, no moie tribute, pray you now'. 

Cym. A'ou must know'. 

Till the injurious Romans did extort 
This tribute from us, w'e w'ere free : 
Caesar’s ambition. 

Which sweird so much that it did al- 
most stretch 
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The sides o’ the world, against all colour 
here 

Did put the yoke upon’s; which to 
shake off 

Becomes a warlike peoiDle, whom we 
reckon 

Ourselves to be. 

Clo. and Lords. We do. 

Cyni. Say, then, to Caisar, 

Our ancestor was that Muimutius which 

Ordain’d our laws, whose use the sword 
of Coesar 

Hath too much mangled ; whose repair 
and franchise 

Shall, by the power we hold, be our 
good deed. 

Though Rome be therefore angry: Mui- 
mutius made our laws, 

Who was the first of Britain which did 
put 

Ilis brows within a golden crowm and 
call’d 

Himself a king. 

Luc. I am sorry, Cymbeline, 

That I am to pronounce Augustus 
Coesar — 

Caesar, that hath more kings his servants 
than 

Thyself domestic officers — thine enemy : 

Receive it from me, then : war and con- 
fusion 

In Caesar’s name pronounce I ’gainst 
thee : look 

For fury not to be resisted. Thus 
defied, 

I thank thee for myself. 

Cyni. Thou art welcome, Caius. 

Thy Caesar knighted me; my youth I 
spent 

Much under him; of him I gather’d 
honour ; 

Which he to seek of me again, perforce. 

Behoves me keep at utterance, I am 
perfect 

That the Pannonians and Dalmatians for 

Their liberties are now in arms; a pre- 
cedent 

Which not to read would show the 
Britons cold : 

So Caesar shall not find them. 

Luc. Let proof speak. 


Clo. His majesty bids you welcome. 
Make pastime with us a day or two, or 
longer: if you seek us after wauls in 
other terms, you shall find us in our salt- 
water girdle: if you beat us out of it, it 
IS yours; if you fall in the adventure, 
our crows shall fare the better for you; 
and there's an end. 

I.nc. So, sir. 

Cy77t. I know your master’s pleasun 
and he mine : 

All the remain is ‘ Welcome !’ \Exeu7it. 

Scene H. Another roo}n m the palace. 

Enter Pisan 10, with a letter. 

Pis. How! of adultery? Wherefore 
write you not 

What monster ’s her accuser ? Leonatus I 
O master ! what a strange infection 
Is fall’ll into thy ear ! What false 
Italian, 

As poisonous - tongued as handed, hath 
prevail'd 

On thy too ready hearing ? Disloyal ! 
No: 

She’s puni h'd for her truth, and under- 
goes, 

More goddess-like than wife-like, such 
assaults 

As w'ould take in some virtue. O my 
master ! 

Thy mind to her is now as low as were 
Thy fortunes. How ! that I should 
murder her ? 

Upon the love and truth and vo’ws 
W'hich I 

Have made to thy command ? I, her ? 
her blood ? 

If it be so to do good service, never 
Let me be counted serviceable. I low 
look I, 

That I should seem to lack humanity 
So much as this fact comes to? \_Readi7ig\ 
‘Do’t; the letter 

That I have sent her, by her own 
command 

Shall give thee opportunity.’ O damn’d 
paper ! 

Black as the ink that’s on thee ! Sense- 
less bauble, 
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Art thou a ftodaiy for this act, and 
look’s! 

So virgin -like without? Lo, here she 
comes. 

I am ignorant in what I am commanded. 

Eiiter Imookn. 

Imo. How now, risanio ! 

Ph, Madam, here is a letter fiom my 
lord. 

Imo. Wlio? thy loid ? that is my 
lord, Leonatus ! 

O, learn’d indeed were that astronomer 
That knew the stars as I his characters ; 
He ’Id lay the future open. You good 
gods. 

Let what ia here contain’d relish of love. 
Of my lord’s health, of his content, yet 
not 

That we two are a^'Under ; let that grieve 
him: 

Some griefs are med’cinable ; that is one 
of them, 

F' >r it doth physic love : of his content, 
All but in that ! Good wax, thy leave. 
Blest be 

You bees that make these locks of 
coun.sel! Love is 

And men in dangerous bonds pray not 
alike : 

Though forfeiters you cast in prison, yet 
You clasp young Cupid’s tables. Good 
news, gods! 

[A’mt/r] ‘Justice, and your father's 
wrath, should he take me in his dominion, 
could not be so cruel to me, as you, O 
the dearest of creatures, would even re- 
new me with your eyes. Take notice 
that I am in Cambria, at Milford-Haven : 
what youi own love will out of this advise 
you, follow. So he wishes you all hap- 
piness, that remains loyal to his vow, and 
your, increasing in love, 

‘Leonatus Posthumus.’ 

O, for a horse with wings ! Hear’st 
thou, Pisanio? 

He is at ^Milford-Haven: read, and tell 
me 

How far ’tis thither. If one of mean 
affairs 


May plod it in a week, why may not I 

Glide thither in a day ? Then, true 
Pisanio, — 

Who long’st, like me, to see thy lord ; 
who long’st, — 

O, let me bate, — but not like me — yet 
long’st. 

But in a fainter kind : — O, not like me; 

F'or mine’s beyond beyond — say, and 
speak thick; 

Love’s counsellor should fill the bores of 
hearing. 

To the smothering of the sense — how far 
it is 

To this .same blessed Milford : and by 
the way 

Tell me how Wales w^as made so happy 
as 

To inherit such a haven: but first of all. 

How we may steal from hence, and foi 
the gap 

That we shall make in lime, from our 
hence -going 

And our return, to excuse : but first, how 
get hence: 

Why should excuse be born or e’er begot ? 

We’ll talk of that hereafter. Prithee, 
speak. 

How many scoie of miles may we well 
ride 

’Twixt hour and hour ? 

7Vj-. One score ’twixt sun and sun, 

Madam, ’s enough for you : [.'Jsit/o] and 
too much too. 

Imo. Why, one that rode to’s execu- 
tion, man. 

Could never go so slow : I have heard of 
riding wagers. 

Where horses have been nimbler than the 
sands 

That run i’ the clock’s behalf. But this 
is foolery ; 

Go bid my woman feign a sickness ; say 

She ’ll home to her father : and provdde 
me presently 

A riding-suit, no costlier than would fit 

A franklin’s housewife. 

Pis. Madam, you’re best consider. 

Imo. I see before me, man : nor here, 
nor here. 

Nor what ensues, but have a fog in them, 
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That I cannot look ihiougli. Away, 1 
prithee ; 

Do ab I bid thee: there’s no moie to 
say; 

Accessible is none but Milford way. 

\Exeunt. 

Scene III. WrJes : a mountainous 
country zoith a cave. 

Enters from the cave, Belarius; Gui- 
DERIUS, and Aryiragus follcnoing. 

Bel. A goodly day not to keep house, 
with such 

AYhose roof’s as low as ours I Stoop, 
boys ; this gate 

Instructs you how' to adore the heaveus 
and bows you 

To a morning’s holy office : the gates of 
monarchs 

Are arch’d so high tliat giantb may jet 
thiough 

And keep their impious Unbans on, 
without 

Good morrow' to the sun. Hail, thou 
fair heaven ! 

We house i' the rock, yet use thee not so 
hardly 

As prouder livers do. 

Gui. 1 1 ail, heaven I 

Arv, Hail, heaven I 

Bel, Now for our mountain spoit: up 
to yond hill ; 

Vour legs are young; I’ll tiead these 
flats. Consider, 

When you above perceive me like a crow. 

That it is place which lessens and sets 
off: 

And you may then revolve what tales I 
have told you 

Of courts, of princes, of the tricks in 
W'ar : 

This service is not service, so being done, 

But being so allow’d : to apprehend thus. 

Draw's us a profit from all things w'e see ; 

And often, to our comfort, shall we find 

The shard ed beetle in a safer hold 

Than is the full-wing’d eagle. O, this 
life 

Is nobler than attending for a check, 

Richer than doing nothing for a bauble, 


Prouder than rustling in unpaid -for silk: 
Such gain the cap of him that makes ’em 
fine, 

Vet keeps his book uncross’d : no life to 
ours. 

Gui. Out of your proof you speak ; 
W'e, ])oor unfledged. 

Have nc\er wing’d from^iewo’ the nest, 
nor know' not 

What air’s from home. Haply this life 
is best, 

If quiet life be best ; sw'eeter to you 
That have a sharper known ; well corre- 
sponding 

With your stiff age : but unto us it is 
A cell of ignorance ; travelling a-bed ; 

A prison for a debtor, that not dares 
To stride a limit. 

Arv. What should we speak of 
When we aie old as you? when we shall 
hear 

The rain and wind beat dark December, 
how. 

In diis oui pinching cave, shall we dis- 
co iii sc 

The freezing hours aw’ay ? We have seen 
nothing : 

We are beastly, subtle as the fox for 
prey. 

Like wailike as the wolf for what we 
eat ; 

Our valour is to chase what flies ; our 
cage 

We make a quiie, as doth the prison’d 
bird. 

And sing our bondage freely. 

Bel. How you speak ! 

Did you but know' the city’s usuiies 
And felt them knowingly; the art o’ the 
couit, 

As hard to leave as keep ; whose top to 
climb 

Is certain falling, or so slippery that 
The fear’s as bad as falling; the toil o’ 
the w'ar, 

A pain that only seems to seek out 
danger 

I’ the name of fame and honour ; w'hich 
dies i’ the search, 

And hath as oft a slanderous epitaph 
As record of fair act ; nay, many times, 
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Doth ill deserve by doing well; what’s 
worse, 

Must court ’sy at the censure : — O boys, 
this story 

The world may read in me : my body’s 
mark’d 

With Roman swords, and my report was 
once 

First with the best of note : Cymbeline 
loved me. 

And when a soldier was the theme, my 
name 

Was not far off : then was I as a 
tree 

Whose boughs did bend wdth fruit : but 
in one mght, 

A storm or roljbery, call it what you 

vill, 

Shook down my mellow hangings, nay, 
my leaves. 

And left me bare to weathei. 

Giti, Uncertain favour ! 

Bel, My fault being nothing — as I 
have told you oft — 

But that two villains, wdiose false oaths 
prevail’d 

Before my perfect honour, swore to 
Cymbeline 

I was confederate with the Romans : 
so 

Follow’d my banishment, and this tw^enty 
years 

This rock and these demesnes have been 
my woild; 

Where I have lived at honest freedom, 
paid 

More pious debts to "heaven than in all 

The fore-end of my time. But up to the 
mountains ! 

This is not hunters’ language ; he that 
strikes 

The venison first shall be the lord o’ the 
feast ; 

To him the other tw'o shall minister ; 

And we will fear no poison, which 
attends 

In place of greater state. I’ll meet you in 
the valleys. \Exeunt Guiderhts 
afid A7'viragiis. 

How hard it is to hide the sparks of 
nature ! 


These boys know little they are sons to 
the king; 

Nor Cymbeline dreams that they are 
alive. 

They think they are mine; and though 
train’d up thus meanly 

I’ the cave wherein they bow, their 
thoughts do hit 

The roofs of palaces, and nature prompts 
them 

In simple and low things to prince it 
much 

Beyond the trick of others. This Poly- 
dore. 

The heir of Cymbeline and Britain, 
who 

The king his father call’d Cuiderius, — 
Jove ! 

When on my three-foot stool I sit and 
tell 

The warlike feats I have done, his spirits 
fly out 

Into my stoiy : say ‘ Thus mine enemy 
fell. 

And thus I set my foot on ’s neck ; ’ even 
then 

The princely blood flows in his cheek, 
he sweats. 

Strains his young nerves and puts himself 
in posture 

That acts my woids. The younger 
brother, Cadwal, 

Once Arviragus, in as like a figure. 

Strikes life into my speech and shows 
much more 

His own conceiving. — Hark, the game is 
roused ! 

O Cymbeline ! heaven and my conscience 
knows 

Thou dkbt unjustly banish me : whereon, 

At three and two years old, I stole these 
babes ; 

Thinking to bar thee of succession, as 

Thou reft’st me of my lands. Euri- 
phile, 

Thou wast their nurse; they took thee 
for their mother, 

And every day do honour to her grave : 

iMyself, Belarius, that am Morgan call’d, 

They take for natural father. The game 
is up. {Exit, 
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Scene IV. Country near Milford- 
Haven. 

Enter PiSANio and Imogen. 

Imo. Thou told’st me, 'when we came 
from hoise, the place 
Was near at hand : ne’er long’d my 
mother so 

To see me first, as I have now. Pisanio ! 
man! 

Where is Posthumus? What is in thy 
mind, 

That makes thee stare thus ? Wherefore 
breaks that sigh 

From the inward of thee? One, but 
painted thus, * 

Would be interpreted a thing perplex’d 
Beyond self-explication : put thyself 
Into a haviour of less fear, ere wildness 
Vanquish mystaider senses. What’s the 
matter ? 

Why tender'st thou that paper to me, 
with 

A look untender ? If ’t be summer news, 
Smile to’t before ; if winterly, thou 
need’st 

But keep that countenance still. My 
husband’s hand ! 

That drug-damn’d Italy hath out-craftied 
him. 

And he’s at some hard point. Speak, 
man: thy tongue 

May take off some extremity, which to 
read 

Would be even mortal to me. 

Pis, Please you, read ; 

And you shall find me, wretched man, a 
thing 

The most disdain’d of fortune. 

Imo. [Reads'] ‘ Thy mistress, Pisanio, 
hath played the strumpet in my bed ; the 
testimonies whereof lie bleeding in me. 
I speak not out of weak surmises, but 
from proof as strong as my grief and as 
certain as I expect my revenge. That 
part thou, Pisanio, must act for me, if 
thy faith be not tainted with the breach 
of hers. Let thine own hands take away 
her life : I shall give thee opportunity at 
Milford-Haven. She hath my letter for 
VOL. III. 


j the purpose : w’hcre, if thou fear to strike 
I and to make me certain it is done, thou 

ait the pandar to her dishonour and 

equally to me disloyal ’ 

J\‘s. What shall I need to diaw my 
sword ? the paper 

Hath cut her throat already. No, ’tis 
slander. 

Whose edge is shaipcr than the swoid, 
whose tongue 

Oiitvenoms all the worms of Nile, whose 
brcadi 

Rides on the posting winds and doth 
belie 

All corners of the world : kings, queens 
and states. 

Maids, mations, nay, the secrets of the 
grave 

This viperous slander enters. What 
cheer, madam ? 

Imo. False to his bed ! What is it to 
be false ? 

To lie in watch there and to think on 
him ? 

To weep ’twixt clock and clock ? if sleep 
chaige nature. 

To break it '.dth a fearful dream of him 

And cry myself a'wake? that’s false to’s 
bed, is it ? 

Pis. Alas, good lady ! 

Imo. I false ! Thy conscience witness : 
lachimo, 

Thou didst accuse him of incontinency ; 

Thou then look'dst like a villain ; now 
methinks 

Thy favoui ’s good enough. Some jay of 
Italy 

tWhose mother was her painting, hath 
betray’d him : 

Poor I am stale, a garment out of fashion ; 

And, for I am richer than to hang by the 
wails, 

I must be lipp’d : — to pieces with me ! — 

Men’s vows are w'omen’'> traitors ! All 
good seeming. 

By thy revolt, O husband, shall be 
thought 

Put on for villany; not born where ’t 
grows, 

But worn a bait for ladies. 

2 E 
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Pis. Good madam, hear me. 

Imo. True honest men being heard, 
like false yEneas, 

Were in liis lime thought false, and 
Sinon’s weeping 

Did scandal many a holy tear, took pity 
• From most true wretchedness : so thou, 
Posthumus, 

Wilt lay the leaven on all pioper men; 
Goodly and gallant shall be false and 
perjured 

From thy great fail. Come, fellow, be 
thou honest : 

Do thou thy master’s bidding : when 
thou see’st him, 

A little witness my obedience : look ! 

I draw the sw'ord myself: take it, and hit 
The innocent mansion of my love, my 
heart : 

Fear not ; ’tis empty of all things but grief : 
Thy master is not tbeie, who w^as indeed 
The riciics of it: do his bidding; strike. 
Thou mayst be valiant in a better cause ; 
lint now thou scem’bt a coward. 

Pis. Hence, vile instrument ! 

Thou shall not damn my hand. 

Jmo. Why, 1 must die : 

And if I do not by thy hand, thou art 
No servant of thy master’s. Against 
self-slaughter 

There is a prohibition so divine 
That cravens my weak hand. Come, 
here ’s my heart. 

Something’s afore’t. Soft, soft ! we’ll no 
defence ; 

Obedient as the scabbard. What is here? 
The scriptuies of the loyal Leonatus, 

All turn’d to heresy? Away, aw'ay, 
Corrupters of my faith ! you shall no more 
Be stomachers to my heart. Thus may 
poor fools 

Believe false teachers : though those that 
are betray'd 

Do feel the treason sharjdy, yet the tr.aitor 
Stands in worse case of woe. 

And thou, Posthumus, thou that didst 
set up 

My disobedience ’gainst the king my 
father 

And make me ]nit into contempt the suits 
Of princely fellows, shall hereafter find 


It is no act of common passage, but 
A strain of rareness : and I grieve myself 
To think, when thou shall be disedged 
by her 

That now thou tirest on, how thy memoiy 
Will then be pang’d by me. Prithee, 
dispatch : 

The lamb entreats the butcher: where’s 
thy knife ? 

Thou art too slow to do thy master’s 
bidding, 

When I desire it too. 

Pis. O gracious lady. 

Since I received command to do this 
business 

I have not slept one wdnk. 

' Ifiio. Do’t, and to bed then. 

Pis. I ’ll wake mine eye-balls blind first. 

hno. Wherefore then 

Didst undertake it? Why hast thou 
abused 

So many miles wdth a pretence ? this place ? 
Mine action and thine own ? our horses’ 
labour ? 

The time inviting thee? the perturb'd 
court, 

For my being absent ? whereunto I nevei 
Purpose return. Why hast thou gone so 
far. 

To be unbent when thou hast ta’en thy 
stand, 

The elected deer before thee ? 

Pis. But to win time 

To lose so bad employment ; in the which 
I have consider’d of a course. Good lady. 
Hear me with patience. 

Imo. Talk thy tongue weary; speak: 

I have heard I am a strumpet ; and mine 
ear. 

Therein false struck, can take no greater 
w’ound, 

Nor tent to bottom that. But speak. 

Pis. Then, madam, 

I thought you w^ould not back again. 

Itiio. Most like ; 

Bringing me here to kill me. 

Pis. Not so, neither: 

But if I were as wise as honest, then 
My purpose w'ould prove w^ell. It can- 
not be 

But that my master is abused : 
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Some villain, ay, and singular in his art. 
Hath done you both this cursed injury. 

Imo, Some Roman courtezan. 

Pis. No, on my life. 

1 ’ll give but notice you are dead and send 
him 

Some bloody sign of it ; for ’tis com- 
manded 

1 should do so : you shall be miss’d at 
court, 

And that will well confirm it. 

Imo. Why, good fellow, 

What shall I do the w’hile? wheie bide? 
how live ? 

Or in my life what comfort, wdien I am 
Dead to my husband ? 

Pis. If you’ll back to the court — * 

Imo. No court, no father; nor no 
more ado 

tWith that harsh, noble, simple nothing, 
I'hat Cloten, w'hose love-suit hath been 
to me 

As fearful as a siege. 

Pis. If not at couit, 

Then not in Britain must you bide. 

Imo. Where then ? 

Hath Britain all the sun that shines ? 
Day, night, 

Are they not but in Britain? I’ the 
world’s volume 

Our Britain seems as of it, but not in’t; 
111 a great pool a swan’s nest : prithee, 
think 

There’s livers out of Britain. 

Pis. I am most glad 

You think of other place. The ambassador, 
Lucius the Roman, comes to Milfoid- 
Haven 

To-morrow': now, if you could wear a 
mind 

Dark as your fortune is, and but disguise 
That which, to appear itself, must not 
yet be 

But by self-danger, you should tread a 
course 

fPretty and full of view; yea, haply, 
near 

The residence of Posthumus ; so nigh at 
least 

That though his actions w ere not visible, 
yet 


Report should render him houily to your 
ear 

As truly as. he moves. 

Imo. O, for such means! 

Though peril to my modesty, not death 
on’t, 

I w'ould adventure. 

Pis. Well, then, here’s the point: 
You must forget to be a woman; change 
Command into obedience : fear and nicc- 
ness — 

The handmaids of all women, or, more 
tiuly. 

Woman it pretty self — into a waggish 
courage ; 

Ready in gibes, quick-answer’d, saucy and 
As quarrelous as the weasel; nay, you 
must 

Forget that rarest treasure of your cheek, 
Exposing it — but, O, the harder heart ! 
Alack, no remedy ! — to the greedy touch 
Of common -kissing Titan, and forget 
Your laboursomeand dainty trims, wdicrein 
You made great Juno angry. 

Imo. Nay, be brief; 

I see into thy end, and am almost 
A man aheaoy. 

Pis. First, make yourself but like one. 
Fore-thinking this, I have already fit — 
’Tis in my cloak-bag — doublet, hat, hose, 
all 

That answ'cr to them ; would you in their 
serving, 

And with wEat imitation you can borrow 
From youth of such a season, ’fore noble 
imeius 

Present yourself, desire his service, tell him 
Wherein you’re happy, — which you’ll 
make him know. 

If that his head have car in music, — 
doubtless 

With joy he will embrace you, for he’s 
honourable 

And doubling that, most holy. Your 
means abroad. 

You have me, rich; and I will never 
fail 

Beginning nor supplyment. 

Imo. Thou art all the comfort 
The gods wall diet me with. Prithee, 
away : 
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There’s more to be consider’d ^ but we’ll 
even 

All that good time will give us: this 
attempt 

I am soldier to, and will abide it with 
A prince’s courage. Away, I prithee. 

Pis. Well, madam, we must take a 
short farewell. 

Lest, being miss’d, I be suspected of 
Your carriage from the court. My noble 
mistress. 

Here is a box ; I had it from the queen : 
What ’s in ’t is precious ; if you are sick 
at sea. 

Or stomach-qualm’d at land, a dram of 
this 

Will drive away distemper. To some 
shade, 

And fit you to your manhood. May the 
gods 

Direct you to the best ! 

Imo, Amen : I thank thee. 

\Exeitnty severally 

Scene V. A room in Cymbeline^s palace. 

Enter Cymbeline, Queen, Cloten, 
Lucius, Lords, and Attendants. 

Cy?7i. Thus far ; and so farewell. 

Luc. Thanks, royal sir. 

My emperor hath wrote, I must from 
hence ; 

And am right sorry that I must report ye 
My master’s enemy. 

Cyffi. Our subjects, sir, 

Will not endure his yoke ; and for ourself 
To show less sovereignty than they, must 
needs 

Appear unkinglike. 

Liic. So, sir : I desire of you 

A conduct over-land to Milford-Haven. 
Madam, all joy befal your grace ! 

Queen. And you ! 

Cy/7t. My lords, you are appointed for 
that office ; 

The due of honour in no point omit. 

So farewell, noble Lucius. 

Luc, Your hand, my lord. 

Clo. Receive it friendly; but from 
this time forth 
I wear it as your enemy. 


Lite. Sir, the event 

Is yet to name the winner : fare you well. 

Cyin. Leave not the worthy Lucius, 
good my lords. 

Till he have cross’d the Severn. Happi- 
ness! [Exetmt Lucius and Lords. 

Quec7i. He goes hence frowning : but 
it honours us 

That we have given him cause. 

Clo. ’Tis all the better ; 

Your valiant Britons have their wishes 
in it. 

Cy77i. Lucius hath wrote already to 
the emperor 

How it goes here. It fits us therefore 
ripely 

Our chariots and our horsemen be in 
readiness : 

The powers that he already hath in Gallia 
Will soon be drawn to head, from 
whence he moves 
His war for Britain. 

Qitecft. ’Tis not sleepy business ; 
But must be look’d to speedily and 
strongly. 

Cy77t. Our expectation that it would 
be thus 

Hath made us forward. But, my gentle 
queen, 

Where is our daughter ? She hath not 
appear’d 

Before the Roman, nor to us hath tender’d 
The duty of the day : she looks us like 
A thing more made of malice than of duty : 
We have noted it. Call her before us ; 
for 

We have been too slight in sufferance. 

\^Exit a7t Atte7tda7it. 

Queen. Royal sir, 

Since the exile of Posthumus, most retired 
Hath her life been; the cure whereof, 
my lord, 

’Tis time must do. Beseech your majesty. 
Forbear sharp speeches toiler; she’salady 
So tender of rebukes that words are 
strokes 

And strokes death to her. 

Pe-enter Attendant. 

Cy7n. Where is she, sir ? How 

Can her contempt be answer’d ? 
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Atien, Please you, sir, 

Her chambers are all lock’d ; and there ’s 
no answer 

That will be given to the loudest noise 
we make. 

Queen, My lord, when last I went to 
visit her, 

Siie piay’d me to excuse her keeping 
close, 

Whereto constrain’d by her infirmity. 

She should that duty leave unpaid to 
you, 

Which daily she was bound to proffer: 
this 

She wish’d me to make known; but our 
great court 

Made me to blame in memory. • 

Cyjn. Pier doors lock’d ? 

Not seen of late ? Grant, heavens, that 
which I fear 

Prove false ! {Exit, 

Queen, Son, I say, follow the king. 

Clo. That man of hers, Pisaiiio, her 
old servant, 

I have not seen these two days. 

Queen, Go, look after. {Exit Cloten, 
Pisanio, thou that stand’st so for Post- 
humus ! 

He hath a diug of mine; I pray his 
absence 

Proceed by swallowing that, for he be- 
lieves 

It is a thing most precious. But for her. 
Where is she gone? Plaply, despair 
hath seized her, 

Or, wing’d with fervour of her love, she’s 
flown 

To her desired Posthumus: gone she is 
To death or to dishonour; and my end 
Can make good use of either : she being 
down, 

I have the placing of the British crown. 

Re-entci' Cloten. 

Plow now, my son ! 

Clo. ’Tis certain she is fled. 

Go in and cheer the king : he rages ; none 
Dare come about him. 

Queen. {Aside"] All the better: may 
This night forestall him of the coming 
day ! {Exit. 


Clo, I love and hate her: for she’s 
fair and royal. 

And that she hath all courtly parts more 
exquisite 

Than lady, ladies, woman ; from every one 
The best she hath, and she, of all com- 
jioundecl, 

Outsells them all ; I love her therefore : 
but 

Disdaining me and throwing favours on 
The low Posthumus slanders so her 
judgement 

That what ’s else rare is choked ; and in 
that point 

I will conclude to hate her, nay, indeed. 
To be revenged upon her. For when 
fools 
Shall— 

Enter Pisanio. 

Who is here ? What, arc you packing, 
sirrah ? 

Come hither : ah, you precious pandar ! 
Villain, 

Where is thy lady? In a word; or else 
Thou art straightway with the fiends. 

Pis, O, good my loid ! 

Clo. Where is thy lady ? or, by 
Jupiter, — 

I will not ask again. Close villain, 

I’ll have this secret from thy heart, or rip 
Thy heart to find it. Is she with 
Posthumus ? 

From whose so many weights of baseness 
cannot 

A dram of worth be drawn. 

Pis. Alas, my lord, 

Plow can she be with him ? When was 
she miss’d ? 

He is in Rome. 

Clo, Where is she, sir ? Come nearer; 
No further halting : satisfy me home 
What is become of her. 

Pis. O, my all-worthy lord ! 

Clo. All-w^orthy villain ! 

Discover where thy mistress is at once, 
At the next word : no more of ‘ worthy 
lord ! ’ 

j Speak, or thy silence on the instant is 

I Thy condemnation and thy death. 

1 Pis. Then, sir. 



422 


CYMBELINE 


ACT in 


This paper n-> the history of my knowledge 
Touching her flight. \Presenti71g a letter. 

Clo, Let ’s see ’t. I will pursue her 
Even to Augustus’ throne. 

Els. [Aside] Or this, or perish. 
She’s far enough; and what he learns 
by this 

May prove his travel, not her danger. 

C/o. Hum ! 

Pis. [Aside] I ’ll write to my lord she’s 
dead. O Imogen, 

Safe mayst thou wander, safe return 
again ! 

Clo. Sirrah, is this letter true ? 

Pis. Sir, as I think. 

Clo. It is Posthumus’ hand ; I know’t. 
Sirrah, if thou wouldst not be a villain, 
but do me true service, undergo those 
employments wherein I should have 
cause to use thee with a serious industiy, 
that is, what villany soe’er I Ind thee do, 
to perform it directly and truly, I would 
think thee an honest man : thou shouldst 
neither want my means for thy relief noi 
my voice for thy preferment. 

Pis. Well, my good lord. 

Clo. Wilt thou seive me? for since 
patiently and constantly thou hast stuck to ! 
the bare fortune of that beggar Post- 
humus, thou canst not, in the course of 
gratitude, but be a diligent follower of 
mine : wilt thou sei vc me ? 

Pis. Sir, I will. 

Clo. Give me thy hand; here’s my 
purse. Hast any of thy late master’s 
gaiments in thy possession? 

Pis. I have, my lord, at my lodging, 
the same suit he wore when he took leave 
of my lady and mistress. 

Clo. The first service thou dost me, 
fetch tliat suit hither : let it be thy first 
service; go. 

Pis. I shall, my lord. [Exi^. 

Clo. IMeet thee at Milford-PIaveii ! — 

I forgot to ask him one thing; I’ll 
remember ’t anon: — even there, thou vil- 
lain Posthumus, will I kill thee. I would 
these garments were come. She said 
upon a time — the bitterness of it I now 
belch from my heart — that she held the 
very garment of Posthumus in more | 


respect than my noble and natural person, 
together with the adornment of my 
qualities. With that suit upon my back, 
will I ravish her: first kill him, and in 
her eyes ; there shall she see my valour, 
which will then be a torment to her 
contempt. He on the giound, my 
speech of insultment ended on his dead 
body, and when my lust hath dined, — 
which, as I say, to vex her I will execute 
in the clothes that she so praised, — to die 
court I ’ll knock her back, foot her home 
again. She hath despised me rejoicingly, 
and I’ll be merry in my revenge. 

Re-enter PiSANlO, with the clothes. 

Be those the garaients ? 

Pis. Ay, my noble lord. 

Clo. How long is’t since she went to 
Milford- Haven ? 

Pis. She can scarce be there yet. 

Clo. Bring this apparel to my chambei : 
that is the second thing that I have 
commanded thee: the third is, that thou 
wilt be a voluntary mute to my design. 
Be but duteous, and true preferment 
shall tender itself to thee. My revenge 
is now at Milford : would I had wings to 
follow it ! Come, and be true. [Exit 
Pis. Thou bid’st me to my loss : foi 
true to thee 

V/ere to prove false, which I will never 
be. 

To him that is most true. To Milford 

go, 

And find not her whom thou pursuesl. 
Flow, flow. 

You heavenly blessings, on her ! This 
fool’s speed 

Be cross’d with slowness ; labour be his 
meed ! [Exit. 

Scene V^I. Wales. Before the cave of 
Belarius. 

Enttr Imogen, in hofs clothes. 

/mo. I see a man’s life is a tedious 
one : 

I have tired myself, and for two nights 
together 
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Have made the ground my bed. I 
should be sick, 

but that my resolution helps me. Mil- 
ford, 

When from the mountain -top Pisanio 
show’d thee, 

Thou wast within a ken : O Jove ! I 
think 

Foundations fly the W’retched; such, I 
mean, 

Where they should be relieved. Two 
beggars told me 

I could not miss my way : will poor folks 
lie. 

That have afflictions on them, knowing 
’tis 

A punishment or trinl ? Yes ; do 
wonder, 

When rich ones scarce tell true. To 
lapse in fulness 

Is sorer than to lie for need, and false- 
hood 

Is worse in kings than beggars. My 
dear lord ! 

Thou art one o’ the false ones. Now T 
think on thee, 

My hunger’s gone; but even before, I was 

At point to sink for food. But what is 
this ? 

Here is a path to’t : ’tis some savage hold : 

I were best not call ; I dare not call : 
yet famine, 

Ere clean it o’erthrow nature, makes it 
valiant. 

Plenty and peace breeds cowards: hard- 
ness ever 

Of hardiness is mother. Ho ! who’s 
here ? 

If any thing that’s civil, speak ; if savage, 

Take or lend. Ho ! No answer ? Then 
I’ll enter. 

Best draw my sword ; and if mine enemy 

But fear the sword like me, he’ll scarcely 
look on’t. 

Such a foe, good heavens ! 

[Exif, io the cave. 

Enter Belarius, Guiderius, and 
Arviragus. 

Bel. You, Polydore, have proved best 
woodman and 


Aie master of the feast: Cadwal and I 
Will play the cook and servant ; ’tis our 
match : 

The sweat of industry w'ould dry and die, 
But for tlie end it works to. Come; our 
stomachs 

Will make \\ hat ’s homely savoury : weai i - 
ness 

Can snore upon the flint, when resty sloth 
Finds the down pillow hard. Now’ peace 
be here, 

Poor house, that keep’st thyself! 

Gul. I am throughly weary. 

Artt. 1 am weak with toil, yet strong 
in appetite. 

Gni. There is cold meat i’ the cave : 
we’ll biowse on that, 

Whilst w'hat w'e have kill’d be cook’d. 
Bel. '^Looking into the ca7'e] Stay ; 
come not in. 

But that it eats our victuals, I should think 
Here were a fairy. 

Gui. What's the matter, sir? 

Bel. By Jupiter, an angel I or, if not, 
An earthly paragon 1 Behold divinoncss 
No elder than a boy ! 

Re-enter Imogen. 

Inw. Good master'^, harm me not : 
Before I enter’d here, I calPd ; and thought 
To have begg’d or bought wdiat I have 
took : gor)d troth, 

I have stol’n nought, nor would not, 
though I had found 

Gold strew’’d i’ the floor. Here’s money 
for my meat : 

I would have left it on the board so soon 
As I had made my meal, and parted 
With prayers for the provider. 

Gui. Money, youth ? 

Af-v. All gold and silver rather turn to 
dirt ! 

As ’tis no better reckon’d, but of those 
Who w'orshij> dirty gods. 

lino. I see you ’re angry : 

Know', ifjou kill me for my fault, I shf)ukl 
Have died had I nut made it. 

Bel. M hither lx)und ? 

Imo. To Milford-Haven. 

Bel. What’s your name ? 

Imo. Fidele, sir. I have a kinsman who 
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Ib bound for Italy; Iio embark’d at Mil- 
ford ; 

To whom being going, almost spent with 
hunger, 

I am fiiirn in this offence. 

Bel, Prithee, fair youth, 

Think us no churls, nor measure our good 
minds 

l^y this rude place we live in. Well 
encounter’d ! 

’Tis almost night ; you shall have better 
cheer 

Ere you depart ; and thanks to stay and 
eat it. 

Boys, bid him welcome. 

Gui, Were you a woman, youth, 

I should woo liard but be your groom. 
In honesty, 

I bid for you as I ’Id buy. 

AnK I’ll make’t my comfort 

I le is a man ; I ’ll love him as my brother : 
And such a welcome as I ’Id give to him 
After long absence, such is yours : most 
welcome ! 

Be sprightly, for you fall ’mongst friends. 

Jmo. ’Mongst friends, 

If brothers. \Aside\ Would it had been 
so, that they 

Had been my father’s sons ! then had my 
prize 

Been less, and so more equal ballasting 
To thee. Posthumus. 

Bel. He MTings at some distress. 

Gui. Would I could free’t! 

A^'v. Or I, whate’er it be. 

What pain it cost, what danger. Gods! 

Bel. Hark, lx:)ys. 

[ Whispering. 

Imo. Great men. 

That had a court no bigger than this cave. 
That did attend themselves and had the 
virtue 

Which their own conscience seal’d them 
—laying liy 

That nothing-gift of differing multitudes — 
Could not out-peer these twain. Pardon 
me, gods ! 

1 ’Id change my sex to be companion wdth 
them, 

Since Leonatus ’s false, 

Bel, It shall be so. 


Boys, we’ll go dress our hunt. Fair 
youth, come in : 

Discourse is heavy, fasting; when we 
have supp’d. 

We’ll mannerly demand thee of thy story. 
So far as thou wilt speak it. 

Gui. Pray, draw near. 

Ai'v. The night to the owl and morn 
to the lark less welcome. 

Imo. Thanks, sir. 

Aiw. I pray, draw near. {Exeunt, 

Scene VII. Rome. A public place. 
Enter two Senators and Tribunes. 

First Sen. This is the tenour of the 
• emperor’s writ : 

That since the common men are now in 
action 

’Gainst the Pannonians and Dalmatians, 
And that the legions now in Gallia are 
Full weak to undertake our wars against 
The fall’n-off Britons, that we do incite 
The gentry to this business. He creates 
Lucius proconsul : and to you the tribunes. 
For this immediate levy, he commends 
His absolute commission. Long live 
Csesar ! 

First Tri. Is Lucius general of the 
forces ? 

Sec. Sen. Ay. 

First Tri. Remaining now in Gallia ? 
I’lrU Sen. With those legions 

Which I have spoke of, whereunto your 
le\’y 

Must be supplyant: the words of your 
commission 

Will tie you to the numbers and the time 
Of their dispatch. 

First Tri. We will discharge our duty. 

{Exeunt. 

ACT IV. 

Scene I. Wales: near the cave of 
Belarius. 

Enter Cloten. 

Clo. I am near to the place where they 
should meet, if Pisanio have mapped it 
truly. How fit his garments serve me ! 
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Why should his mistress, who was made 
by him that made the tailor, not be fit 
too ? the rather — saving reverence of the 
word — for ’tis said a woman’s fitness 
comes by fits. Therein I must play the 
workman. I dare speak it to myself — 
for it is not vain -glory for a man and his 
glass to confer in his own chamber — I 
mean, the lines of my body are as well 
drawn as his ; no less young, more strong, 
not beneath him in fortunes, beyond him 
in the advantage of the time, alx)ve him 
in birth, alike conversant in general ser- 
vices, and more remarkable in single op- 
positions: yet this impercejj^emnt thing 
loves him in my despite, ’‘ndiat mortality 
is! Posthumus, thy head, which now*is 
growing upon thy shoulders, shall wdthin 
this hour be off ; thy mistress enforced ; 
thy garments cut to pieces before thy face : 
and all this done, spurn her home to her 
father; who may haply be a little angry 
for my so rough usage ; but my mother, 
having power of his testincss, shall turn 
all into my commendations. l\Ty horse is 
tied up safe: out, sword, and to a sore 
purpose ! Fortune, put them into my 
hand ! This is the very description of 
their meeting-place ; and the fellow dares 
not deceive me. {Exit. 

Scene II. Befoj'e the cave of Belai-his. 

E7itey^ fi'om the cave, Belarius, 
Guiderius, Arviragus, aad Imogen. 

Bel. {To Imogen'\ You are not well: 
remain here in the cave ; 

We’ll come to you after hunting. 

A7'v. {To Imogcii\ Brother, stay here: 
Are we not brothers ? 

Imo. So man and man should be ; 
But clay and clay differs in dignity. 
Whose dust is both alike. I am very 
sick. 

Gui. Go you to hunting ; I ’ll abide 
with him. 

Imo. So sick I am not, yet I am not 
well ; 

But not so citizen a wanton as 
To seem to die ere sick: so please you, 
leave me ; 


Stick to your journal course : the breach 
of custom 

Is breach of all. I am ill, but your being 
by me 

Cannot amend me ; society is no comfort 

To one not sociable : I am not very sick, 

Since I can reason of it. Pray you, trust 
me here : 

I ’ll rob none but myself ; and let me die. 

Stealing so poorly. 

Gui. I love thee ; I have spoke it : 

How much the quantity, the weight as 
much. 

As I do love my father. 

Bel. What ! how ! how 1 

Ai'7k If it be sin to say so, sir, I yoke 
me 

In my good brother’s fault : I know not 
why 

I love this youth ; and I have heard you say, 

Love’s reason ’s without reason : the bier 
at door, 

And a demand who is’t shall die, I ’Id 
say 

‘ ;My father, not this youth.’ 

Bel. {Asidi\ O noble strain ! 

0 worthiness of natuie! breed of great- 

ness I 

Cowards father cowards and base things 
sire base : 

Nature hath meal and bran, contempt 
and grace. 

I’m not their father ; yet who this should 
be. 

Doth miracle itself, loved before me. 

’Tis the ninth hour o’ the morn. 

Am\ Brother, farewell. 

Bno. I -wish ye sport. 

A^-v. You health. So please you, sii. 

Imo. {Aside] These are kind creatures. 
Gods, what lies I have heard ! 

Our courtiers say all’s savage but at court : 

Experience, O, thou disprovest report ! 

The imperious seas breed monsters, for 
the dish 

Poor tributary rivers as sw-eet fish. 

1 am sick still ; heart-sick. Pisanio, 

1 ’ll now taste of thy drug. {Sivallcnvs some. 

Gui. I could not stir him : 

He said he was gentle, but unfortunate ; 

Dishonestly afflicted, but yet honest. 
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Arv. Tl'iUs 'lid he answer me : yet 
said, hereafter 
I mi.c[ht know more. 

Bel, To the field, to the field ! 

We’ll leave you for this time: go in and 
rest. 

Ai'v, We’ll not be long away. 

Bel. I^ray, be not sick, 

For you must be our housewife. 

Imo, Well or ill, 

I am bound to you. 

Bel. And shalt be ever. 

\Exit Bnogen^ io the cave. 
This youth, howe’er distress’d, appears 
he hath had 
flood ancestors. 

An>. How ongcl-like he sings! 

Gin. Bui his neat cookery ! he cut oui 
roots 

In characteis, 

And sauced our broths, as Juno had been 
sick 

And he her dieter. 

-'/m Nobly he yokes 

A smiling with a sigh, as if the sigh 
Was that it was, for not being such a 
smile; 

The smile mocking the sigh, that it w^ould 
fly 

From so divine a temple, to commix 
With winds that sailors rail at. 

Gill. I do note 

That grief and patience, rooted in him 
both, 

Mingle their spurs together. 

Ar7>. Grow, patience ! 

And let the stinking elder, grief, untwine 
His perishing root with the increasing vine! 

Bel. It is great morning. Come, 
away ! — Who ’s there ? 

Enle?’ Cloten. 

Clo. I cannot find those runagates : 
that villain 

Hath mock’d me. I am faint. 

Bel. ‘ Those runagates !’ 

Means he not us ? I partly know him : 
’tis 

Cloten, the son o’ the queen. I fear some 
ambush. 

I saw him not these many years, and yet 


I know ’tis he. We are held as outlaws : 
hence ! 

Gui. He is but one : you and my 
brother search 

What companies are near : pray you, 
away; 

Let me alone with him. 

\Exeunt Bel amis and Arviragus. 

Clo. Soft ! What are you 

That fly me thus? some villain moun- 
taineers ? 

T have hcaid of such. What slave art 
thou? 

Gui. A thing 

More slavish did I ne’er than answering 
A slave without a knock. 

Clo. Thou art a robber, 

A law-breaker, a villain : yield thee, thief. 

Gui. To who? to thee? What ait 
thou ? Have not I 

An arm as big as thine ? a heart as big ? 
Thy words, I grant, are bigger, for I wear 
not 

My dagger in my mouth. Say what thou 
art. 

Why I should yield to thee ? 

Clo. Thou villain base, 

Know’st me not by my clothes? 

Gui. No, nor thy tailor, rascal. 
Who is thy grandfather : he made those 
clothes. 

Which, as it seems, make thee. 

Clo. Thou precious vailet, 

]\Ty tailor made them not. 

Gui. Hence, then, and thank 

The man that gave them thee. Thou art 
some fool ; 

I am loath to beat thee. 

Clo. Thou injurious thief, 

Hear but my name, and tremble. 

Gui. What’s thy name? 

Clo. Cloten, thou villain. 

Gui. Cloten, thou double villain, be thy 
name, 

I cannot tremble at it : were it Toad, or 
Adder, Spider, 

’Twould move me sooner. 

Clo. To thy further fear. 

Nay, to thy mere confusion, thou shall 
know 

I am son to the queen. 
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Gut. I am sorry for’L; not seeming 

So worthy as thy birth. 

C/c>. Art not afeaid ? 

Gu/. Those that I reverence those I 
fear, the wise : 

At fools I laugh, not fear them. 

C/o. Die the death : 

When I have slain thee with my proper 
hand, 

I ’ll follow those that even now fled hence, 

And on the gates of Lud’s-towm set your 
heads : 

Yield, rustic mountaineer. 

{Exeunt^ fightnig. 

Re-enier Belaritjs and Arviragus. 

Bel. No companies abroad ? 

Arv. None in the world : you did mis- 
take him, sure. 

Bel. I cannot tell : long is it since I 
saw him, 

But time hath nothing blurr’d those lines 
of favour 

Which then he wore ; the snatches in his 
voice, 

And burst of speaking, were as his ; I am 
absolute 

’Twas very Cloten. 

In this place we left them: 

I wish my brother make good time with 
him, 

You say he is so fell. 

Bel. Bfmg scarce made up, 

I mean, to man, he had not apprehension 

Of roaring terrors ; for the effect of judge- 
ment 

Is oft the cause of fear. But, see, thy 
brother. 

Re-enter Guiderius, with Cloten’s 
• head. 

Gni. This Cloten was a fool, an empty 
purse ; 

There was no money iii’t: not Hercules 

Could have knock’d out his brains, for he 
had none: 

^ Yet I not doing this, the fool had borne 
I My head as I do his. 

Bel. What hast thou done ? 

Gni. I am perfect wdiat : cut off one 
Cloten’s head, 


Son to the queen, after his own report ; 
Who call’d me traitor, mountaineer, and 
swore 

With his own single hand he ’Id take us in, 
Displace our heads where — thank the 
gods ! — they grow, 

And set them on Lud’s-town. 

Bel. We are all undone. 

Gni. Why, worthy father, what have 
we to lose, 

But that he swore to lake, our lives? 
The law 

Protects not us : then why should we be 
tender 

To let an arrogant piece of flesh threat us, 
Iday judge and executioner all himself. 
For we do fear the law ? What company 
Discover you abroad ? 

Bel. No single soul 

Can we set eye on ; but in all safe reason 
He must have some attendants. Though 
his humour 

W’^as nothing but mutation, ay, and that 
Fiom one bad thing to worse ; not frenzy, 
not 

Absolute madness could so far have raved 
T o bring him here alone ; although perhaps 
It may be heard at court that such as we 
Cave here, hunt here, are outlaws, and in 
time 

May make some stronger head ; the which 
he hearing — 

As it is like him — might lireak out, and 
swear 

He 'Id fetch us in; yet is’t not probable 
To come alone, either he so undertaking, 

( )r they so suft'ering : then on good ground 
we fear, 

If wc do fear this body hath a tail 
More perilous than the heath 

Arv. Let ordinance 

Come as the gods foresay it : howsoe’er. 
My brother hath done well. 

Bel. I had no mind 

To hunt this day : the boy Fidele’s sickness 
Did make my way long forth. 

Gni. Wiih his own sword, 

AVhich he did wave against my throat, I 
have ta’en 

I [is head from him ; I’ll throw ’t into the 
creek 
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Behind our rock ; and let it to the sea, 
And tell the nshes he’s the queen’s son, 
Cloten : 

That’s all I reck. lExit. 

Bel. I fear ’twill be revenged : 

Would, Polydore, thou hadst not done’t! 

though valour 
Becomes thee well enough. 

Arv. Would I had done’t, 

So the revenge alone pursued me ! 
Polydore, 

I love thee brotherly, but envy much 
Thou hast robb’d me of this deed: I 
would revenges, 

That possible strength might meet, would 
seek us through 
And put us to our answ'er. 

Bcl. Well, ’tib done : 

We’ll hunt no more to>day, nor seek for 
danger 

Where there’s no profit. I prithee, to 
our rock; 

You and Fidele play the cooks: I’ll stay 
Till hasty Polydore return, and bring him 
To dinner presently. 

Aj'v. Poor sick Fidele! 

1 ’ll willingly to him : to gain his colour 
I ’Id let a parish of such Clotens blood, 
And praise myself for charity. \^Exit. 

Bel. O thou goddess, 

Thou divine Nature, how thyself thou 
blazon’s! 

In these two princely boys ! They arc 
as gentle 

As zephyrs blowing below' the violet. 

Not wagging his sweet head; and yet as 
rough, 

Their royal blood enchafed, as the rudest 
wind. 

That by the top doth take the mountain 
pine, 

And make him stoop to the vale. ’Tis 
wonder 

That an invisible instinct should frame 
them 

To royalty unlearn’d, honour untaught. 
Civility not seen from other, valour 
That wildly grows in them, but yields a 
crop 

As if it had been sow’d. Yet still it’s 
strange 


What Cloten’s being here to us portends, 

Or what his death will bring us. 

Re-enter Guiderius. 

Gui. Where’s my brother ? 

I have sent Cloten’s clotpoll down the 
stream. 

In embassy to his mother : his body’s 
hostage 

For his return. \Solcmn music. 

Bel. My ingenious instrument ! 

Hark, Polydore, it sounds ! But what 
occasion 

Hath Cadwal now to give it motion? 
Hark ! 

Gtci. Is he at home ? 

'Bel. He went hence even now. 

Gui. What does he mean ? since death 
of my dear’st mother 

It did not speak before. All solemn 
things 

Should answer solemn accidents. The 
matter ? 

Triumphs for nothing and lamenting toys 

Is jollity for apes and grief for boys. 

Is Cadwal mad ? 

Bel. Look, here he comes. 

And brings the dire occasion in his arms 

Of what we blame him for. 

Re-enter Arviragus, with Imogen, as 
dead, bear mg her in his arms. 

Af'v. The bird is dead 

That we have made so much on. I had 
rather 

Have skipp’d from sixteen years of age 
to sixty. 

To have turn’d my leaping-time into a 
crutch. 

Than have seen this. 

Gui. O sweetest, faifest lily ! 

My brother wears thee not the one half 
so well 

As when thou grew^’st thyself. 

Bel. O melancholy ! 

Mdio ever yet could sound thy bottom ? 
find 

The ooze, to show' w’hat coast thy sluggish 
crare 

Might easiliest harbour in ? Thou blessed 
thing ! 
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jove knows what man thou mightst have 
made ; but I, 

Thou diedst, a most rare boy, of melan- 
choly. 

JIow found you him ? 

Arv. Stark, as you see : 

Thus smiling, as some fly had tickled 
slumber. 

Not as death’s dart, being laugh’d at; 

his right cheek 
Reposing on a cushion. 

Giii. Where ? 

A'>' 7 K O’ the floor; 

Ilis arms thus leagued: I thought he 
slept, and put 

My clouted brogues from off my feel, 
whose rudeness * 

Answer’d my steps too loud. 

Gui. Why, he but sleeps : 

If he be gone, he ’ll make his grave a bed ; 
With female fairies will his tomb be 
haunted, 

And worms will not come to thee. 

Ai'v, With fairest flowers 

Whilst summer lasts and I live here, 
Fidele, 

I’ll sweeten thy sad grave: thou shall 
not lack 

The flower that’s like thy face, pale 
primrose, nor 

The azured harebell, like thy veins, no, 
nor 

The leaf of eglantine, whom not to slander. 
Out -sweeten’d not thy breath: the 
ruddock would. 

With charitable bill, — O bill, sore-shaming 
Those rich-left heirs that let their fathers 
lie 

AVithout a monument ! — bring thee all 
this ; 

Yea, and furr’d moss besides, when 
flowers are none. 

To winter-ground thy corse. 

Gui. Prithee, have done; 

And do not play in wench -like words 
with that 

Which is so serious. Let us bury him. 
And not protract with admiration what 
Is now due debt. To the grave ! 

Af'v. Say, where shall’s lay him ? 

Gui, By good Euriphile, our mother. 


Arv. Be’tso: 

And let us, Polydore, though now our 
voices 

Have got the mannish crack, sing him to 
the ground, 

As once our mother; use like note and 
words, 

Save that Euriphile must be Eidele. 

Gui. Cadwal, 

I cannot sing: I’ll weep, and word it 
with thee; 

For notes of sorrow out of tune are 
worse 

Than priests and fanes that lie. 

Arv. We’ll speak it, then. 

Bel. Great griefs, I see, medicine the 
less; for Cloten 

Is quite forgot. He was a queen’s son, 
boys; 

And though he came our enemy, remember 

He was paid for that : though mean and 
mighty, rotting 

Together, have one dust, yet reverence. 

That angel of the world, doth make 
distinction 

Of place ’tween liigh and low. Our foe 
was princely; 

And though you took his life, as being 
our foe, 

Vet bury him as a prince. 

Gui. Pray you, fetch him hither. 

Thersites’ body is as good as Ajax’, 

When neither are alive. 

A7'v. If you’ll go fetch him. 

We’ll say our song the whilst. Brother, 
begin. {Exit Belaritis. 

Gui. Nay, Cadwal, we must lay his 
head to the east ; 

My father hath a reason for’t. 

u4.rv. ’Tis true. 

Gui, Come on then, and remove him. 

Arv. So. Begin. 

Song. 

Gui. Fear no more the heat o’ the sun, 
Nor the furious wdnlcr’s rages ; 

Thou thy w'orldly task hast done, 
Home art gone, and ta’en thy 
wages : 

Golden lads and girls all must. 

As chimney-sweepers, come to dust. 
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Al'v. Fear more the frown o’ the 
great ; 

Thou art past the tyrant’s stroke; 
Care no more to clothe and eat; 

d'o thee the reed is as the oak : 
The sceptre, learning, physic, must 
All follow this, and come to dust. 

Gui. Fear no more the lightning-flash, 
Arv. Nor the all-dreaded thunder- 
stone ; 

Gni. Fear not slander, censure rash; 
Ai'v. Thou hast finish’d joy and moan: 

Both, All lovers young, all lovers must 
Consign to thee, and come to 
dust. 

Gui, No exorciser harm tlice! 

Aiu, Nor no witchcraft charm thee ! 
Gui, Ghost unlaid forbear thee ! 

Ai'v, Nothing ill come near thee ! 
Both, Quiet consummation have; 

And renowned be thy grave ! 

Re-enicr Belarius, 7vith the body of 
Cloten. 

Gui, We have done our obsequies: 

come, lay him down. 

Bel, Here ’s a few flowers ; but ’bout 
midnight, more: 

The herbs that have on them cold dew 
o’ the night 

Are strewings fitt’st for graves. Upon 
their faces. 

You were as flowers, now wither’d : even 
so 

These herblets shall, which we upon you 
strew. 

Come on, away : apart upon our knees. 
Tlie ground that gave them first has 
them again : 

Their pleasures here are past, so is their 
pain. [Exeunt Belarius, 

Guida'ius^ mid Annra^us. 
Imo, [A^itaking] Yes, sir, to Milford- 
Haven ; which is the way ? — 

I thank you. — By yond bush? — Pray, 
how far thither ? 

’Ods pittikins ! can it be six mile 
yet? — 

I have gone all night. ’Faith, I’ll lie 
down and sleep. 


But, soft ! no bedfellow ! — O gods and 
goddesses ! 

[Seeing the body of Cloten. 

These flowers are like the pleasures of 
the world; 

This bloody man, the care on’t. I hope 
I dream; 

For so I thought I was a cave-keeper, 

And cook to honest creatures : but ’tis 
not so; 

’Twas but a bolt of nothing, shot at 
nothing, 

Which the brain makes of fumes: our 
veiy eyes 

Are sometimes like our judgements, blind. 
Good faith, 

I tremble still with fear : but if there be 

Yet left in heaven as small a drop of 
pity 

As a w'ren’s eye, fear’d gods, a part of it ’ 

The dream ’s here still : even when I 
wake, it is 

Without me^ as within me ; not imagined, 
felt. 

A headless man ! The garments of Post- 
humus ! 

I know the shape of’s leg: this is his 
hand ; 

Ilis foot Mercurial; his Martial thigh; 

The brawns of Hercules: but his Jovial 
face — 

Minder in heaven ? — How ! — ’Tis gone. 
Pisanio, 

All curses madded Hecuba gave the 
Greeks, 

And mine to boot, be darted on thee ! 
Thou, 

Conspired with that irregulous devil, 
Cloten, 

Hast here cut off my lord. To write 
and read 

Be henceforth treacherous I Damn’d 
Pisanio 

Hath w'ith his forged letters, — damn’d 
Pisanio — 

From this most bravest vessel of the 
woild 

Struck the main-top ! O Posthumus ! 
alas, 

Where is thy head ? where ’s that ? Ay 
me ! w'here ’s that ? 
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Pisanio might have kill’d thee at the 
heart, 

And left this head on. I low should this 
be ? Pisanio ? 

’Tis he and Cloten ; malice and lucre in 
them 

Have laid this woe here. O, ’tis preg- 
nant, pregnant ! 

The drug he gave me, which he said 
was precious 

And cordial to me, have I not found it 

Murderous to the senses ? That confinns 
it home : 

This is Pisanio’s deed, and Cloten’s ; O ! 

Give colour to my pale cheek with thy 
blood, 

That we the horrider may seem tb 
those 

Which chance to find us: O my lord, 
my lord ! \Falls on the body. 

Elder Lucius, a Captain and other 
Officers, and a Soothsayer. 

Cap. To them the legions garrison’d 
in Gallia, 

After your will, have cross’d the sea, 
attending 

You here at Mil ford -Haven with your 
ships : 

They are in readiness. 

Lnc. But what from Rome ? 

Cap. The senate hath stirr’d up the 
confiners 

And gentlemen of Italy, most willing 
spirits. 

That promise noble service: and they 
come 

Under the conduct of bold lachimo, 

Syenna’s brother. 

Luc. When expect you them ? 

Cap. With the next benefit o’ the 
wind. 

This forwardness 

Makes our hopes fair. Command our 
present numbers 

Be muster’d ; bid the captains look to’t. 
Now, sir. 

What have you dream’d of late of this 
war’s purpose ? 

Sooth. Last night the very gods showkl 
me a vision — 


I fast and pray’d for their intelligence — 
thus; 

I saw Jove’s bird, the Roman eagle, 
w'ingVl 

From the spongy south to this part of the 
west, 

There vanish’d in the sunbeams : which 
portends — 

Unless my sins abuse my divination — 
Success to the Roman host. 

Lz/c. Dream often so, 

And never false. Soft, ho ! what trunk 
is heie 

Without his top? The ruin speaks that 
sometime 

It was a worthy building. Ho^^' ! a page ! 
Or dead, or sleeping on him ? But dead 
rather ; 

For nature doth abhor to make his bed 
With the defunct, or sleep upon the 
dead. 

Let’s see the boy’s face. 

Cap. He’s alive, my lord. 

J.uc. He’ll then instruct us of this 
body. Young one, 

Inform us of thy fortunes, for it seems 
They crave 10 be demanded. Who is 
this 

Thou inakest thy bloody pillow? Or 
who was he 

That, otherwise than noble nature did. 
Hath alter’d that good picture ? What’s 
thy interest 

In this sad wreck ? How came it ? 

Who is it ? 

What art thou ? 

Imo. I am nothing : or if not, 

Nothing to be were better. This w'as 
my master, 

A very valiant Briton and a good. 

That here by mountaineers lies slain. 
Alas ! 

There is no more such masters: I may 
wander 

From east to Occident, cry out for 
service. 

Try many, all good, serve truly, never 
Find such another master. 

Lzu. ’I.,ack, good youth ! 

Thou movest no less with thy complain- 
ing than 
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Thy ma«;ter m bleeding ; say his name, 
good friend. 

Ipio. Richard du Champ. [Aside] If 
I do lie and do 

No harm by it, though the gods hear, I 
hope 

They’ll pardon it. — Say you, sir? 

Luc. Thy name ? 

Imo. Fidele, sir. 

Iaic. Thou dost approve thyself the 
very same : 

Thy name well fits thy faith, thy faith thy 
name. 

Wilt lake Ihy chance with me ? I will 
not say 

Thou shalt be so well master’d, but, be 
sure, 

No less beloved. The Roman emperor’s 
letters, 

Sent by a consul to me, should not sooner 

Than thine own worth prefer thee : go 
with me. 

Imo. I’ll follow, sir. But first, an't 
please the gods. 

I’ll hide my master from the flies, as 
deep 

As these poor pickaxes can dig; and 
when 

With wild wood-leaves and weeds I ha’ 
strew’d his grave, 

And on it said a century of prayers. 

Such as I can, twice o’er, I ’ll weep and 
sigh; 

And leaving so his service, follow you. 

So please you entertain me. 

Luc. Ay, good youth ; 

And rather father thee than master thee. 

My friends, 

The boy hath taught us manly duties ; 
let us 

Find out the prettiest daisied plot w'e 
can. 

And make him with our pikes and parti- 
sans 

A grave : come, arm him. Boy, he is 
preferr'd 

By thee to us, and he shall be interr’d 

As soldiers can. Be cheerful ; wipe thine 
eyes : 

Some falls are means the happier to arise. 

[Exeuuf. 


Scene III. A 7'oom in Cymbeline's 
palace. 

Entc)‘ Cymbeline, Lords, PiSANio, 
and Attendants. 

Cym. Again ; and bring me word how 
’tis with her. [Exit an Attendant. 
A fever with the absence of her son, 

A madness, of which her life ’s in danger. 
Heavens, 

How deeply you at once do touch me ! 
Imogen, 

The great part of my comfort, gone ; my 
queen 

Upon a desperate bed, and in a time 
When fearful wars point at me; her son 
gone. 

So needful for this present : it strikes me, 
past 

The hope of comfort. But for thee, 
fellow^ 

Who needs must know of her departure 
and 

Dost seem so ignorant, we’ll enforce it 
from thee 
By a sharp torture. 

Pis. Sir, my life is yours ; 

I humbly set it at your will ; but, for my 
mistress, 

I nothing know where she remains, why 
gone. 

Nor when she purposes return. Beseech 
your highness, 

Hold me your loyal servant. 

First Lord. Good my liege. 

The day that she was missing he was 
here: 

I dare be bound he’s true and shall perform 
All parts of his subjection loyally. For 
Cloten, 

There wants no diligence in seeking him. 
And will, no doubt, be found. 

Cynt. The time is troublesome. 

[ To Pisanio] We ’ll slip you for a season ; 

but our jealousy 
Does yet depend. 

First Lord. So please your majesty, 
The Roman legions, all from Gallia 
drawn. 

Are landed on your coast, with a supply 


SCENE ril 


CYMBELINE 


433 


C)f Roman gentlemen, by the senate 
sent. 

Cyvi. Now for the counsel of my son 
and queen ! 

I am amazed with matter. 

FirsfT^ord. Good my liege, 

Your preparation can affront no less 

"Ihan what you hear of: come more, for 
more you ’re ready : 

The want is but to put those powers in 
motion 

That long to move. 

Cym. I thank you. Let’s withdraw; 

And meet the time as it seeks us. We 
fear not 

What can from Italy annoy us; but 

We grieve at chances here. Away ! * 

[Exeunt all but Pisanio. 

Pis, 1 heard no letter from my master 
since 

I wrote him Imogen was slain : ’tis strange : 

Nor hear 1 from my mistress, who did 
promise 

To yield me often tidings ; neither know 3 

What is betid to Cloten ; but remain 

Perplex’d in all. The heavens still must 
work. 

Wherein I am false I am honest ; not 
true, to be true. 

Tliese present wars shall find I love my 
country. 

Even to the note o’ the king, or I’ll fall 
in them. 

All other doubts, by time let them be 
clear'd : 

Fortune brings in some boats that are not 
steer’d. [ExU. 

Scene I\\ Wales: before the cave of 
Bclarhis, 

Enter IJelarius, Guiderius, and 
Arviracus. 

Gui. The noise is round about us. 

BcL Let us from it. 

An}, What pleasure, sir, find we in 
life, to lock it 

From action and adventure ? 

Gtti. Nay, w'hat hope 

Flave we in hiding us ? This way, the 
Romans 


Must or for Britons slay us, or receive us 
For barbarous and unnatural revolts 
During their use, and slay us after. 

BcL Sons, 

We’ll higher to the mountains; there 
secure us. 

To the king’s party there’s no going: 
newness 

Of Cloten’s death — wc being not known, 
not muster’d 

Among the bands — may diive us to a 
render 

Where we have li\cd, and so extort 
from’s that 

Which we have done, whose answer would 
be death 

Drawm on with tortuie. 

Gui. This is, sir, a doubt 

In such a time nothing becoming you. 
Nor satisfying us. 

Arv. It is not likely 

That w’hen they hear the Roman horses 
neigh, 

Behold their quarter’d fires, have both 
their eyes 

And ears so cloy’d importantly as now, 
That they wib waste their time upon out 
note. 

To know from whence w'c are. 

BcL O, 1 am known 

Of many in the army : many years, 
Though Cloten then but young, you see, 
not w’ore him 

3''rom my remembrance. And, besides, 
the king 

Hath not deserved my ser^ice nor your 
loves ; 

Who find in my exile the want of 
breeding, 

The certainty of this hard life ; aye 
hopeless 

To have the courtesy your ciadlc pro- 
mised , 

But to be still hot summer’s tanlings 
and 

The shi inking slaves of winter. 

Gui, Than be so 

Better to cease to be. Bray, sir, to the 
army : 

I and my brother are not knowui ; your- 
self 

2 F 
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So out of '"lionghi, and thereto so o*er- 
grown, 

Cannot be question'd. 

Arv. By this sun that shines, 

I ’ll thither : Avhat thing is it that I never 
Did see man die ! scarce ever look’d on 
blood, 

But that of coward hares, hot goats, and 
venison ! 

Never bestrid a horse, save one that 
had 

A rider like myself, who ne’er wore 
rowel 

Nor iron on his heel ! I am ashamed 
To look upon the holy sun, to have 
The benefit of his blest beams, remaining 
So long a poor unknown. 

Gtd, By heavens, I ’ll go : 

If you will bless me, sir, and give me 
leave, 

I’ll take the better care, but if you will 
not, 

The hazard therefore due fall on me by 
The hands of Romans ! 

Aj'v, So say I; amen. 

Bel. No reason I, since of your lives 
you set 

So slight a valuation, should reserve 
My crack’d one to more care. Have 
with you, boys ! 

If in your country wars you chance to 
die, 

That is my bed too, lads, and there I ’ll 
lie : 

Lead, lead. [Asidt^ The time seems 
long ; their blood thinks scorn, 

Till it fly out and show them princes 
born, [Exeunt. 

ACT V. 

Scene I. Britain. The Roman camp. 

Enter Posthumus, with a bloody 
handkerchief. 

Post. Yea, bloody cloth, I ’ll keep 
thee, for I wish’d 

Thou shouldst be colour’d thus. You 
married ones, 

If each of you should take this course, 
how many 


Must murder wives much better than 
themselves 

For wrying but a little ! O Pisanio ! 
Every good servant does not all com- 
mands : 

No bond but to do just ones. Gods ! if 
you 

Should have ta’en vengeance on my 
faults, I never 

Had lived to put on this : so had you 
saved 

The noble Imogen to repent, and struck 
Me, wretch more worth your vengeance. 
But, alack, 

You snatch some hence for little fault'. ; 
that’s love, 

To have them fall no more: you some 
permit 

+To second ills with ills, each eldci 
w^orse, 

And make them dread it, to the docis’ 
thrift. 

But Imogen is your own : do your best 
wills, 

And make me blest to obey ! I am 
brought hither 

Among the Italian gentry, and to fight 
Against my lady’s kingdom : ’tis enough 
That, Biitain, I have kill’d thy mistress; 
peace ! 

I’ll giv^e no wound to thee. Therefore, 
good heavens, 

Hear patiently my purpose : I’ll disrobe 
me 

Of these Italian weeds and suit myself 
As does a Briton peasant ; so I ’ll fight 
Against the part I come with; so I’ll die 
For thee, O Imogen, even for whom my 
life 

Is every breath a death; and thus, un- 
known. 

Pitied nor hated, to the face of peril 
Myself I ’ll dedicate. Let me make men 
know 

More valour in me than my habits show. 
Gods, put the strength o’ the Leonati in 
me ! 

To shame the guise o’ the world, I will 
begin 

The fashion, less without and more 
within. [Exit. 
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Scene II. Field of battle betweett the 
British and Roman camfs. 

Enter, from one side, Lucius, Iachimo, 
and the Roman Army ; from the other 
side, the British Army ; Leonatus 
Posthumus followinf^, like a poor 
soldier. They march over and go out. 
Then enter again, in skirmish, Iach- 
imo and Posthumus : he vanqmsheth 
and disarmeth Iachimo, and then 
leaves him. 

lach. The heaviness and guilt within 
my bosom 

Takes off my manhood : I have belied ?. 
lady. 

The princess of this country, and the air 
on’t 

Revcngingly enfeebles me ; or could this 
carl, 

A very drudge of nature’s, have subdued 
me 

In my profession ? Knighthoods and 
honours, borne 

As I wear mine, are titles but of scorn. 

If that thy gentry, Britain, go before 

This lout as he exceeds our lords, the 
odds 

Is that we scarce are men and you are 
gods. {Exit. 

The battle continues ; the Britons fly; 
Cymeeline is taken: then enter, to 
his rescue, Belarius, Guiderius, 
and Arviragus. 

Bel, Stand, stand ! We have the 
advantage of the ground ; 

The lane is guarded : nothing routs us 
but 

The villany of our fears. 

I Stand, stand, and fight ! 

Re-enter Posthum us, and seconds the 
Britons : they rescue Cymbeune, atid 
exeunt. Then re-enter LuciUS,^ and 
Iachimo, with Imogen. 

Luc. Away, boy, from the troops, and 
save thyself; 


For friends kill friends, and the dis- 
oider’s such 

As war were hoodwink’d. 

lach. ’Tis their fresh supplies. 

Luc. It is a day turn'd strangely : or 
betimes 

Let’s re-inforce, or lly. {Exeunt. 

Scene III. Another paH of the field. 

Enter PosTiiUMUS and a British Lord, 

I.ord. Camest thou from where they 
made the stand ? 

Post. I did : 

Though you, it seems, come fiom the 
fliers. 

I.ord. I did. 

Post. No blame be to you, sir; for all 
was lost, 

But that the heavens fought: the king 
himself 

Of his wings destitute, the army bioken. 

And but the backs of Britons seen, all 
flying 

Through a strait lane; the enemy full* 
hearted, 

Lolling the tongue with slaughtering, 
having work 

More plentiful than tools to do’t, stiuck 
down 

Some mortally, some slightly touch’d, 
some falling 

Merely through fear; that the strait pass 
was damm’d 

With dead men huit behind, and cowards 
living 

To die with lengthen’rl shame. 

Lord. Where was this lane ? 

Post. Close by the battle, ditch’d, and 
wall’d with turf; 

Which gave ad vantage to an ancient soldier, 

An honest one, I warrant ; who deserved 

So long a breeding as his white beard 
came to. 

In doing this for’s country: athwart the 
lane, 

He, with two striplingi> — lads more like 
to run 

The country base than to commit such 
slaughter ; 

With faces fit for masks, or rather fairer 
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Than those for preservation cased, or 
shame, — 

Made good the passage; cried to those 
that fled, 

‘ Our Britain’s harts die flying, not our 
men: 

To darkness fleet souls that fly backwards. 
Stand ; 

Or we are Romans and will give you that 
Like beasts which you shun beastly, and 
may save, 

But to look back in frown : stand, stand. ’ 
These three. 

Three thousand confident, in act as many — 
For three performers are the file when all 
The rest do nothing — with this word 
‘ Stand, stand,’ ^ 

Accommodated by the place, more charm- 
ing 

With their own nobleness, which could 
have turn’d 

A distaff to a lance, gilded pale looks. 
Part shame, part spirit renew’d; that 
some, turn’d coward 
But by example — O, a sin in war, 

Damn’d in the first beginners! — gan to 
look 

The way that they did, and to grin like 
lions 

Upon the pikes o’ the hunters. Then 
began 

A stop i’ the chaser, a retire, anon 
A rout, confusion thick; forthwith they 
fly 

Chickens, the way which they stoop’d 
* eagles ; slaves, 

The strides they victors made : and now 
our cowards. 

Like fragments in hard voyages, became 
The life o’ the need : having found the 
back-door open 

Of the unguarded hearts, heavens, how^ 
they wound ! 

Some slain before; some dying; some 
their friends 

O’er-bornc i’ the former wave : ten, chased 
by one, 

Are now each one the slaughter-man of 
twenty *. 

Those that would die or ere resist are grown 
The mortal bugs o’ the field. 


Lord, This was strange chance : 

A narrow lane, an old man, and two boys. 

Post. Nay, do not wonder at it: you 
are made 

Rather to wonder at the things you hcai 
Than to work any. Will you rhyme 
upon’t. 

And vent it for a mockery ? Here is one : 

‘ Two boys, an old man twice a boy, a 
lane, 

Preserved the Britons, was the Romans’ 
bane.’ 

Lord. Nay, be not angry, sir. 

Post. ’Lack, to what end ? 

Who dares not stand his foe. I’ll be his 
^ friend ; 

For if he’ll do as he is made to do, 

I know' he ’ll quickly fly my friendship to(>. 
You have put me into rhyme. 

Lord. Farewell; you’re angry. 

Post. Still going? \Exit Loi‘d.'\ This 
is a lord ! O noble misery. 

To be i’ the field, and ask ‘what news?' 
of me ! 

To-day how many would have given theii 
honours 

To have saved their carcases ! took heel 
to do’t, 

And yet died too ! I, in mine owm woe 
charm’d. 

Could not find death where I did heai 
him groan, 

Noi feel him where he struck : being an 
ugly monster, 

’Tis strange he hides him in fresh cups, 
soft beds, 

Sw'cet words; or hath more ministeis 
than w'e 

That draw his knives i’ the W'ar. Well, 
I will find him : 

For being now a favourer to the Briton, 
No more a Briton, I have resumed again 
The part I came in : fight I wdll no more, 
But yield me to the veriest hind that shall 
Once touch my shoulder. Gieat the 
I slaughter is 

I Here made by the Roman; great the 
I answ'er be 

j Britons must take. For me, my ransom's 
I death ; 

On either side I come to spend my breath ; 
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Which neither here I'll keep nor bear 
again, 

But end it by some means for Imogen. 

Enter tiuo British Captains and Soldiers. 

First Cap, Great Jupiter be praised! 
Lucius is taken. 

’Tis thought the old man and his sons 
were angels. 

Sec. Cap. There was a fourth man, in a 
silly habit, 

That gave the affront with them. 

First Cap. So ’tis repoited: 

But none of ’em can be found. Stand! 
who ’s there ? 

Post. A Roman, 

Who had not now been drooping here, if 
seconds 

Had answer’d him. 

See. Cap. Lay hands on him; a dog! 

A leg of Rome sliall not return to tell 

^Vhat crows have peck’d them here. 
He brags his service 

As if he were of note: bring him to the 
king. 

Enter Cymbeline, Belarius, Guide- 
ruts, Arviragus, PiSANio, Soldiers, 
Attendants, and Roman Captives. The 
Captains present Posi'iiuMUs to Cym- 
beline, loho delivers him over to a 
Gaoler : then exeunt omnes. 

Scene IV. A British prison. 
Enter PosTHUMUS and t7vo Gaolers. 

First Gaol. You shall not now be 
stoPn, you have locks upon you ; 

So graze as you find pasture. 

Sec. Gaol. Ay, or a stomach. 

[Exeunt Gaolers. 
Post. Most welcome, bondage! for 
thou art a way, 

I think, to liberty : yet am I better 

Than one that’s sick o’ the gout; since 
he had rather 

Groan so in perpetuity than be cured 

By the sure physician, death, who is the 
key 

To unbar these locks. My conscience, 
thou art fetter’d 


More than my shanks and wrists : you 
good gods, give me 

The penitent instrument to pick that 
bolt. 

Then, free for ever ! Is ’t enough I am 
sorry ? 

So children temporal fathers do ap- 
pease ; 

Gods are more full of mercy. Must I 
repent ? 

T cannot do it better than in gyves, 

Desired more than constrain’d : to 
satisfy, 

If of my fieedom ’tis the main part, 
take 

No stricter render of me than my all. 

I know you are more clement than vile 
men. 

Who of their broken debtors take a 
third, 

A sixth, a tenth, letting them thrive 
again 

On their abatement: that’s not my 
desire : 

For Imogen’s dear life take mine ; and 
though 

’P'is not so dear, yet ’tis a life ; you 
coin’d it : 

’Tween man and man they weigh not 
every stamp ; 

Though light, take pieces for the figure’s 
sake : 

You lather mine, being yours : and so, 
great powers, 

If you will take this audit, take this 
life. 

And cancel these cold bonds. O 
Imogen ! 

I’ll speak to thee in silence. [Sleeps. 

Solemn music. Enter^ as in an appari- 
tion, SiCiLlUS LRONA'rus, father to 
Posihurnns^ an old man^ attired like a 
warrior; leading in his hand an 
ancient matron,, his wife, and mother 
to Posthumus, with music before them : 
then, after other music, follow the two 
youngYvsys KTl, brothers to Post humus, 
7inth 7vounds as they died in the wars. 
'They circle Posi’llUMUS round, as he 
^ lies sleeping. 
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Sici, No more, thou thunder -master, 
show 

Thy spite on mortal flies : 

With Mars fall out, with Juno 
chide. 

That thy adulteries 
Rates and revenges. 

Hath my poor boy done aught 
but well, 

Whose face I never saw ? 

I died whilst in the womb he stay’d 
Attending nature’s law: 

Whose father then, as men report 
Thou orphans’ father art. 

Thou shouldst have been, and 
shielded him 

From this earth -vexing smart. 

Moth. Lucina lent not me her aid. 

But took me in my throes ; 

That from me was Posthumus ript, 
Came crying ’mongst his foes, 

A thing of pity ! 

Sici. Great nature, like his ancestry, 
Moulded the stuff so fair. 

That he deserved the praise o’ the 
world, 

As great Sicilius’ heir. 

First Bro. W’’hen once he was mature 
for man. 

In Britain where was he 
That could stand up his parallel ; 

Or fruitful object be 
In eye of Imogen, that best 
Could deem his dignity? 

Aloth. With marriage wherefore was he 
mock’d, 

To be exiled, and thrown 
From Leonati seat, and cast 
From her his dearest one, 

Sweet Imogen? 

Sici. Why did you suffer lachimo. 
Slight thing of Italy, 

To taint his nobler heart and brain 
With needless jealousy ; 

And to become the geek and scorn 
O’ th’ other’s villany ? 

Sec. Bro. For this from stiller seats we 
came, 

Our parents and us twain, 


That striking in our country’s cause 
Fell bravely and were slain. 

Our fealty and Tenantius’ right 
With honour to maintain. 

Fii'st Bro. Like hardiment Posthumus 
hath 

To Cymbeline perform’d: 

Then, Jupiter, thou king of gods, 
Why hast thou thus adjourn’d 
The graces for his merits due. 
Being all to dolours turn’d ? 

Sici. Thy crystal window ope ; look out ; 
No longer exercise 
Upon a valiant race thy harsh 
And potent injuries. 

Moth. Since, Jupiter, our son is good. 
Take off his miseries. 

Sici. Peep through thy marble man- 
sion ; help ; 

Or we poor ghosts will cry 
To the shining synod of the rest 
Against thy ddty. 

Both Bro. Help, Jupiter ; or we appeal. 
And from thy justice fly. 

Jupiter descends in thunder and light- 
ning, sitting upon an eagle: he throne 
a thunderbolt. The Ghosts fall on 
their knees. 

Jup. No more, you petty spirits of region 
low. 

Offend our hearing ; hush ! How dare 
you ghosts 

Accuse the thunderer, whose bolt, you 
know. 

Sky - planted batters all rebelling 
coasts ? 

Poor shadows of Elysium, hence, and 
rest 

Upon your never- withering banks of 
flowers : 

Be not with mortal accidents opprest ; 
No care of yours it is ; you know ’tis 
ours. 

\Miom b.est I love I cross; to make my 
gift, 

The more delay’d, delighted. Be 
content ; 

Your low-laid son our godhead will uplift: 
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His comforts thrive, his trials well are 
spent. 

Our Jovial star reign’d at his birth, 
and in 

Our temple was he married. Rise, 
and fade. 

He shall be lord of lady Imogen, 

And happier much by his affliction 
made. 

This tablet lay upon his breast, wherein 

Our pleasure his full fortune doth 
confine : 

And so, away: no further with your 
din 

Express impatience, lest you stir up 
mine. 

Mount, eagle, to my palace crystalline. 

[A see f2 (is. 

Sin. He came in thunder; his celestial 
breath 

Was sulphurous to smell : the holy 
eagle 

Stoop’d, as to foot us : his ascension is 

More sweet than our blest fields : his 
royal bird 

Prunes the immortal wing and cloys his 
beak, 

As when his god is pleased. 

All. Thanks, Jupiter ! 

Sici. The marble pavement closes, he 
is enter’d 

His radiant roof. Away ! and, to be 
blest, 

Let us with care perform his great behest. 

[^The Ghosts vanish. 

Post, [IVakingl Sleep, thou hast been 
a grandsire, and begot 

A father to me ; and thou hast created 

A mother and two brothers : but, O scorn ! 

Gone ! they went hence so soon as they 
were born : 

And so I am awake. Poor wretches that 
depend 

On greatness’ favour dream as I have 
done. 

Wake and find nothing. But, alas, I 
swerve : 

Many dream not to find, neither deserve. 

And yet are steep’d in favours; so am I, 

That have this golden chance and know 
not why. 


What fairies haunt this ground ? A book ? 
O rare one ! 

Be not, as is our fancied world, a garment 
Nobler than that it covers : let thy effects 
So follow, to be most unlike our courtiers, 
As good as promise. 

[Peads] ‘ When as a lion’s whelp shall, 
to himself unknown, without seeking find, 
and be embraced by a piece of tender air ; 
and when from a stately cedar shall be 
lopped branches, which, being dead many 
years, shall after revive, be jointed to the 
old stock and freshly grow; then shall 
Posthumus end his miseries, Britain be 
fortunate and flouiish in peace and plenty.’ 

’Tis still a dream, or else such stuff as 
madmen 

Tongue and brain not ; either both or 
nothing; 

Or senseless speaking or a speaking such 
As sense cannot untie. Be what it is, 
The action of my life is like it, which 
I ’ll keep, if but for sympathy. 

Re-enter Gaoleis. 

First Gaol. Come, sir, are you ready 
for death ? 

Post. Over-roasted rather ; ready long 
ago. 

First Gaol. Hanging is the word, sir : 
if you be ready for that, you are well 
cooked. 

Post. So, if I prove a good repast to 
the spectators, the dish pays the shot. 

First Gaol. A heavy reckoning for you, 
sir. But the comfort is, you shall be 
called to no more payments, fear no more 
tavern-bills ; which are often the sadness 
of parting, as the procuring of mirth : you 
come in faint for want of meat, depart 
reeling with too much drink ; sorry that 
you have paid too much, and sorry that 
you are paid too much ; purse and brain 
both empty ; the brain the heavier for 
being too light, the purse too light, being 
drawn of heaviness : of this contradiction 
you shall now be quit. O, the charity of 
a penny cord ! it sums up thousands in 
a trice : you have no true debitor and 
creditor but it; of what’s past, is, and to 
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come, the Jisc^-argc : your neck, sir, is 
pen, book and counters; so the acquit- 
tance follows. 

Post. I am merrier to die than thou 
art to live. 

Fir^t Gaol. Indeed, sir, he that sleeps 
feels not the tooth-ache : but a man that 
were to sleep your sleep, and a hangman 
to help him to bed, I think he would 
change places with his officer ; for, look 
you, sir, you know not which way you 
shall go. 

Po^t. Yes, indeed do I, fellows 

First Gaol. Your death has eyes in’s 
head then ; I have not seen him so 
pictured: you must cither be directed by 
some that take upon them to know, or to 
take upon yourself that which I am sure 
you do not know, or junip the after 
inquiry on your own peiil : and how you 
shall speed in your journey’s end, I think 
you'll never return to tell one. 

Po^t. 1 tell thee, fellow, there are none 
w’nnt eyes to direct them the w’ay I am go- 
ing, but such as wink and will not use them. 

First Gaol. What an infinite mock is 
this, that a man should have the best use 
of eyes to see the way of blindness ! I am 
sure hanging’s the way of winking. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Knock off his manacles; bring 
your prisoner to tlie king. 

Post. Thou biing’st good new's; I am 
called to be made free. 

Firs:i Gaol. I’ll be hang’d then. 

Post. Thou shalt be then ficer than a 
gaoler ; no bolts for the dead. 

[Exeunt all but the First Gaoler. 

First Gaol. Unless a man would marry 
a gallows and beget young gibbets, I 
never saw one so prone. Yet, on my 
conscience, there are verier knaves desire 
to live, for all he be a Roman : and there 
be some of them too that die against their 
w'ills ; so should I, if I w^ere one. I 
would we were all of one mind, and one 
mind good ; O, there w'er& desolation of 
gaolers and galj^wses ! I speak against 
my present profit, but my wish hath a 
preferment in’t. [Exit. 


Scene Y. Cymbeline ' s lent. 

Enter Cymbeline, IIelarius, Guidk- 

Rius, Arviragus, PiSANio, Lords, 

Officers, and Attendants. 

Cym. Stand by my side, you wdiom the 
gods have made 

Preservers of my throne. Woe is my heart 
That the poor soldier that so richly fought, 
Whose rags shamed gilded arms, whose 
naked breast 

Stepp'd before targes of proof, cannot be 
found : 

lie shall be happy that can find him, if 
Our grace can make him so. 

sBel. I never saw 

Such noble fury in so poor a thing ; 

Such precious deeds in one that promised 
nought 

Put beggary and poor looks. 

Cym. No tidings of him ? 

Pis. lie hath been search’d among the 
dead and living, 

But no trace of him. 

Cym. To my grief, I am 

The heir of his reward; [To Belarimi 
Gutderius, and Arviragus^ which 1 
will add 

To you, the liver, heart and brain of 
Britain, 

By wffiom I grant she lives. ’Tis now 
the time 

To ask of whence you are. Report it. 

Bel. Sir, 

In Cambria are we born, and gentlemen : 
P'urther to boast were neither true nor 
modest, 

Unless I add, we are honest. 

Cym. Bow your knees. 

Arise my knights o’ the battle : I create 
you 

Companions to our person and will fit you 
With dignities becoming your estates. 

Enter Cornelius and Ladies. 

There’s business in these faces. Why so 
sadly 

Greet you our victory? you look like 
Romans, 

And not o’ the court of Britain. 



SPENE V 


CYMBELINE 


441 


Co 7 \ Plail, great king ! 

To sour your happiness, I must report 

The queen is dead. 

Cym. Who worse than a physician 

Would this report become ? But I con- 
sider, 

By medicine life may be prolong’d, yet 
death 

Will seize the doctor too. How ended 
she? 

Cor, With horror, madly dying, like 
her life, 

Which, being cruel to the world, con- 
cluded 

Most cruel to herself. What she con- 
fess'd 

I will report, so please you : these hCr 
women 

Can trip me, if I err; ^ho with wet 
cheeks 

Were present when she finish’d. 

Cym. Prithee, say. 

Cor. First, she confess’d she never 
loved you, only 

Affected gieatness got by you, not you : 

Married your royalty, was wife to your 
place; 

Abhori’d your person. 

Cym. She alone knew this ; 

And, but she spoke it dying, I would not 

Believe her lips in opening it. Proceed. 

Cor, Your daughter, whom she bore 
in hand to love 

With such integrity, she did confess 

Was as a scorpion to her sight; w'hose 
life, 

But that her flight prevented it, she had 

Ta’en off by poison. 

Cytn. O most delicate fiend ! 

Who is ’t can read a woman ? Is there 
more ? 

Cor. More, sir, and worse. She did 
confess she had 

For you a mortal mineral; which, being 
took, 

Should by the minute feed on life and 
lingering 

By inches waste you : in which time she 
purposed. 

By watching, w^eeping, tendance, kissing, 
to 


O’ercome you with her show, and in time, 

When she had fitted you with her craft, 
to woik 

Her son into the adoption of the crown : 

But, failing of her end by his stiange 
absence. 

Grew shameless - desperate ; open’d, in 
despite 

Of heaven and men, her purposes; re- 
pented 

The evils she hatch’d were not effected ; so 

Despairing died. 

Cym. Heard you all this, her w^omen ? 
Fi7‘st Lady. We did, so please your 
highness. 

Cym. Mine eyes 

Were not in fault, for she w^as beautiful ; 

Mine ears, that heard her flattery; nor 
my heait, 

That thought her like her seeming; it 
had been vicious 

To have mistrusted her : yet, O my 
daughter ! 

That it w'as folly in me, thou mayst say. 

And prove it in thy feeling. Heaven 
mend all ! 

Etiter Lucius, Iachimo, the Sooth- 
sayer, and other Roman Prisoners, 
guarded; Fosthumus behind^ and 
Imogen. 

Thou comest not, Caius, now for tribute ; 
that 

The Britons have razed out, though with 
the loss 

Of many a bold one; whose kinsmen 
have made suit 

That their good souls may be appeased 
with slaughter 

Of you their captives, which ourself have 
granted : 

So think of your estate. 

I.nc. Consider, sir, the chance of war : 
the day 

Was yours by accident ; had it gone with 
us. 

We should not, when the blood was cool, 
have threaten’d 

Our prisoners with the sword. But since 
the gods 

Will have it thus, that nothing but our lives 
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May be call'd ransom, let it come : 
sufficeth 

A Roman with, a Roman’s heart can 
suffer : 

Augustus lives to think on’t : and so much 
For my peculiar care. This one thing 
only 

I will entreat ; my boy, a Briton born, 
Let him be ransom’d : never master had 
A page so kind, so duteous, diligent, 

So tender over his occasions, true, 

So feat, so nurse-like : let his virtue join 
With my request, which I ’ll make bold 
your highness 

Cannot deny; he hath done no Briton 
harm, 

Though he have served a Roman : save 
him, sir, 

And spare no blood beside. 

Cym. I have surely seen him : 

His favour is familiar to me. Boy, 

Thou hast look’d thyself into my grace, 
+And ait mine own. I know not why, 
wherefore. 

To say ‘live, boy:’ ne’er thank thy 
master; live: 

And ask of Cymbeline what boon thou 
wilt. 

Fitting my bounty and thy state, I’ll 
give it ; 

Yea, though thou do demand a prisoner. 
The noblest ta’en. 

Imo. I humbly thank your highness. 

Lite. I do not bid thee beg my life, 
good lad ; 

And yet I know thou wilt. 

hno. No, no: alack, 

There ’s other work in hand : I see a 
thing 

Bitter to me as death : your life, good 
master, 

Must shuffle for itself. 

Luc. The boy disdains me, 

He leaves me, scorns me : briefly die 
their joys 

That place them on the truth of girls and 
boys. 

Why stands he so perplex’d ? 

Cym. What wouldst thou, boy ? 

I love thee more and more : think more 
and more 


What’s best to ask. Know’st him thou 
look’st on ? speak, 

Wilt have him live? Is he thy kin? 
thy friend ? 

Imo. He is a Roman ; no more kin lo 
me 

Than I to your highness; who, being 
born your vassal. 

Am something nearer. 

Cym. Wherefore eyest him so ? 

Imo. I’ll tell you, sir, in private, if 
you please 
To give me hearing. 

Cym. Ay, with all my heart. 

And lend my best attention. What’s 
thy name ? 

Imo. Fidele, sir. 

Cym. Thou'rt my good youth, my 
page ; 

I ’ll be thy master : walk with me ; speak 
freely. [Cym/’clme and I?}iogcn 

converse apart. 

Bel. Is not this boy revived from death ? 

Arv. One sand another 

Not more resembles that sweet losy lad 
Who died, and was Fidele. What think 
you ? 

Gui. The same dead thing alive. 

Bel. Peace, peace ! see further ; he 
eyes us not ; forbear ; 

Creatures may be alike: were’t he, I am 
sure 

He would have spoke to us. 

Gui. But we saw him dead. 

Bel. Be silent; let’s see further. 

Pis, [Aside'\ It is my mistress : 

Since she is living, let the time run on 
To good or bad. {Cymbeline and 

Imogen co7ne forward. 

Cyin. Come, stand thou by our side; 
Make thy demand aloud. {To lackimo'] 
Sir, step you forth ; 

Give answer to this boy, and do it freely ; 
Or, by our greatness and the grace of it, 
AVhich is our honour, bitter torture shall 
Winnow the truth from falsehood. On, 
speak to him. 

Imo. My boon is, that this gentleman 
may render 

Of whom he had this ring. 

Post. {Aside\ What’s that to him ? 
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Cyi7i, That diamond upon your finger, 
say 

How came it yours ? 

lack. Thou ’It torture me to leave un- 
spoken that 

Which, to be spoke, would torture thee. 
Cym. How ! me ? 

lack, I am glad to be constrain’d to 
utter that 

Which torments me to conceal. By 
villany 

I got this ring : ’twas Leonatus’ jewel ; 

Whom thou didst banish; and — which 
more may grieve thee, 

As it doth me — a nobler sir ne’er lived 

’Twixt sky and ground. Wilt thou hear 
more, my lord ? • 

Cym, All that belongs to this. 
lack. That paragon, thy daughter, — 

For whom my heart drops blood, and my 
false spirits 

Quail to remember — Give me leave ; I 
faint. 

Cym, ]\Ty daughter ! what of her ? 
Renew thy strength ; 

I had rather thou shouldst live while 
nature will 

Than die ere I hear more : strive, man, 
and speak. 

lack. Upon a time, — unhappy was 
the clock 

That struck the hour ! — it was in Rome, 
— accursed 

The mansion where !— ’twas at a feast, — 
O, w'ould 

Our viands had been poison’d, or at least 

Those which I heaved to head ! — the good 
Posthumus — 

hat should I say ? he was too good to 
be 

Where ill men were ; and was the best of 
all 

Amongst the rarest of good ones, — sitting 
sadly. 

Hearing us praise our loves of Italy 

For beauty that made barren the swell’d 
boast 

Of him that best could speak, for 
feature, laming 

The shrine of Venus, or straight -pight 
Minerva, 


Postures beyond brief nature, for con- 
dition, 

A shop of all the qualities that man 
Loves woman for, besides that hook of 
wiving, 

Fairness which strikes the eye — 

Cym. I stand on fire : 

Come to the matter. 

lack. All too soon I shall. 

Unless thou wouldst grieve quickly. 
This Posthumiis, 

Most like a noble lord in love and one 
That had a royal lover, took his hint ; 
And, not dispraising whom we praised, 
— therein 

He was as calm as virtue — he began 
His mistress’ picture ; which by his 
tongue being made, 

And then a mind put in’t, either our 
brags 

Were crack’d of kitchen -trulls, or his 
description 

Proved us unspeaking sots. 

Cym, Nay, nay, to the purpose. 
lack. Your daughter’s chastity — there 
it begins. 

He spake of her, as Dian had hot dreams, 
And she alone were cold: whereat I, 
wretch. 

Made scruple of his praise ; and w'ager’d 
with him 

Pieces of gold ’gainst this which then he 
wore 

Upon his honour’d finger, to attain 
In suit the place of’s bed and win this 
ring 

By hers and mine adultery. He, true 
knight. 

No lesser of her honour confident 
Than I did truly find her, stakes this 
ring ; 

And w^ould so, had it been a carbuncle 
Of Phoebus’ wLeel, and might so safely, 
had it 

Been all the worth of’s car. Away to 
Britain 

Post I in this design ; well may you, sir, 
Remember me at court; where I was 
taught 

Of your chaste daughter the wide differ- 
ence 
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’Twixt amorous and viilanous. Being 
thus quench’d 

Of hope, not longing, mine Italian brain 
’Gan in your duller Britain operate 
Most vilely ; for my vantage, excellent : 
And, to be brief, my practice so prevail’d. 
That I return’d with simular proof enough 
To make the noble I.eonatus mad. 

By wounding his belief in her renown 
With tokens thus, and thus; averring 
notes 

Of chamber - hanging, j)ictures, this her 
bracelet, — 

0 cunning, how 1 got it! — nay, some 

marks 

Of secrei on her person, that he could 
not 

But think her bond of chastity quite 
crack’d, 

1 having ta’en the forfeit. Whereupon — 
Methinks, I see him now — 

Post. \Advancing\ Ay, so thou dost, 
Italian fiend ! Ay me, most credulous 
fool. 

Egregious murderer, thief, any thing 
That’s due to all the villains past, in be- 
ing, 

To come ! O, give me cord, or knife, or 
poison, 

Some upright justicer ! Thou, king, send 
out 

For torturers ingenious : it is I 
That all the abhorred things o’ the earth 
amend 

By being worse than they. I am Post- 
humus, 

That kill’d thy daughter : ~ villain-like, I 
lie— - 

That caused a lesser villain than my- 
self, 

A sacrilegious thief, to do’t: the temple 
Of virtue was she; yea, and she herself. 
Spit, and throw stones, cast mire upon 
me, set 

The dogs o’ the street to bay me : every 
villain 

Be call’d Posthumus Leonatus; and 
Be villany less than ’twas ! O Imogen ! 
My queen, my life, my wife ! O Imogen, 
Imogen, Imogen! 

Imo. Peace, my lord ; hear, hear — 


Post. Shall ’s have a play of this-' 
Thou scornful page. 

There lie thy part. 

\Styiking her: she falh. 

Pis. O, gentlemen, help ! 

Mine and your mistress! O, my loid 
Posthumus ! 

You ne'er kill’d Imogen till now. Help, 
help ! 

Mine honour’d lady ! 

Cym, Does the world go round ? 

Po'^t. How come these staggers on me ? 

Ids. Wake, my mistress ! 

Cym. If this be so, the gods do mean 
to strike me 

To death with mortal joy. 

■ Pis. How fares my mistress? 

Imo. O, get thee from my sight ; 

Thou gavest me poison : dangerous 
fellow, hence ! 

Breathe not where princes are, 

Cynn. The tune of Imogen ! 

Pis. Lady, 

The gods throw stones of sulphur on 
me, if 

That box I gave you was not thought 
by me 

A precious thing: I had it from the 
queen. 

Cym. New matter still ? 

Imo. It poison’d me. 

Cor. O gods ! 

I left out one thing which the queen 
confess’d. 

Which must approve thee honest : ‘ If 
Pisanio 

Have’ said she ‘given his mistress that 
confection 

Which I gave him for cordial, she is 
served 

As I would serve a rat.’ 

Cym. What’s this, Cornelius? 

Cor. The queen, sir, very oft im- 
portuned me 

To temper poisons for her, still pre- 
tending 

The satisfaction of her knowledge only 

In killing creatures vile, as cats and dogs. 

Of no esteem: I, dreading that her 
purpose 

Was of more danger, did compound for hci 
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A certain stuff, wliicli, being ta’en, would 
cease 

The present power of life, but in short 
time 

All offices of nature should again 
Do their due functions. Have you ta’en 
of it ? 

Imo. Most like i did, for I was dead. 

Bel. My boys. 

There w^as our error. 

Gui. This is, sure, Fidele. 

Imo, Why did you thiow your wedded 
lady from you ? 

Think that you are upon a rock; and 
now 

Throw me again. \Embracing him. 

Post. Hang there like fruit, my soul, * 
Till the tree die ! 

Cym. How now% my flesh, my child I 
What, makcst thou me a dullard in this 
act ? 

Wilt thou not speak to me ? 

Imo. \^Kiieelmg\ Your blessing, sir. 

Bel, YPo Gmderiiis and .^irvtragus] 
Tliough you did love this youth, I 
blame ye not ; 

You had a motive for’t. 

Cym. My tears that fall 

Prove holy water on thee ! Imogen, 

Thy mother’s dead. 

Imo. I am sorry for’t, my lord. 

Cym. O, she was naught; and long 
of her it was 

That we meet here so strangely : but her 
son 

Is gone, we know not how nor where. 

Pis. ]My lord. 

Now fear is from me. I’ll speak troth. 
Lord Cloten, 

Upon my lady’s missing, came to me 
With his sword clrawm ; foam’d at the 
mouth, and swore, 

If I discover’d not which w^ay she was 
gone, 

It was my instant death. By accident, 

I had a feigned letter of my master’s 
Then in my pocket ; which directed him 
To seek her on the mountains near to 
Milford ; 

Where, in a frenzy, in my master’s 
garments, 


Mdiich he enforced from me, away he 
posts 

With unchaste purpose and with oath to 
violate 

My lady’s honour : what became of him 

I further know not. 

Gui. Let me end the story : 

I slew him there. 

Cym. Marry, the gods forfend ! 

I would not thy good deeds should from 
my lips 

I’luck a hard sentence: prithee, valiant 
youth, 

Deny’t again. 

Gui. I have spoke it, and I did it. 

Cyjn. He was a prince. 

Gui. A most incivil one : the wrongs 
he did me 

Were nothing prince -like; for he did 
provoke me 

With language that would make me 
spurn the sea, 

If it could so roar to me : I cut off's 
head ; 

And am right glad he is not standing 
here 

To tell this tale of mine. 

Cym. I am sorry for thee : 

By thine own tongue thou ait condemn’d, 
and must 

Endure our law: thou ’it dead. 

Imo. That headless man 

I thought had been my loid. 

Cym. Bind the offendei , 

And take him from our presence. 

Bel. Stay, sir king: 

This man is better than the man he slew. 

As well descended as thyself ; and hath 

More of thee merited than a band of 
Clotens 

Had ever scar for. [7h the Guards Let 
his arms alone ; 

They were not born for bondage. 

Cym. Why, old soldier, 

Wilt thou undo the worth thou art 
unpaid foi. 

By tasting of our wrath ? How of 
descent 

As good as we ? 

Ai-v. In that he spake too far. 

Cy7n. And thou shalt die for’t. 
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Bel, We will die all three : 

But I will prove that two on’s are as 
good 

As I have given out him. INIy sons, I 
must, 

For mine own part, unfold a dangerous 
speech, 

Though, haply, well for you. 

A7’v, Your danger’s ours. 

Gui. And our good his. 

Bel, Have at it then, by leave. 

Thou hadst, great king, a subject wdio 

Was call’d Belarius. 

Cy7n, What of him ? he is 

A banish’d traitor. 

Bel. He it is that hath 

Assumed this age ; indeed a banish’d 
man ; 

I know not how a traitor. 

Cym. Take him hence ; 

The whole world shall not save him. 

Bel. Not too hot: 

First pay me for the nursing of thy sons ; 

And let it be confiscate all, so soon 

As I have received it. 

Cym, Nursing of my sons ! 

Bel, I am too blunt and saucy: here’s 
my knee : 

Ere I arise, I will prefer my sons; 

Then spare not the old father. Mighty 
’ sir. 

These two young gentlemen, that call me 
father 

And think they are my sons, are none of 
mine ; 

They are the issue of your loins, my liege, 

And blood of your begetting. 

Cym. How ! my issue ! 

Bel, So sure as you your father’s. I, 
old Morgan, 

Am that Belarius whom you sometime 
banish’d : 

Your pleasure was my mere offence, my 
punishment 

Itself, and all my treason ; that I suffer’d 

Was all the harm I did. These gentle 
princes — 

For such and so they are — these twenty 
years 

Have I train’d up ; those arts they have 
as 1 


Could put into them ; my breeding w as, 
sir, as 

Your highness know's. Their nurse, 
Euriphile, 

WTiom for the theft I wedded, stole these 
children 

Upon my banishment : I moved her to'l, 
Having received the punishment before, 
For that which I did then : beaten foi 
loyalty 

Excited me to treason : their dear loss, 
The more of you ’twas felt, the more it 
shaped 

Unto my end of stealing them. But, 
gracious sir, 

Here are your sons again; and I must 
' lose 

Two of the sweet ’st companions in the 
world. 

The benediction of these covering hea\ ens 
Fall on their heads like dew ! for they 
are worthy 

To inlay hea\en with stars. 

Cym, Thou weep’st, and speak’st. 
The service that you three have done is 
more 

Unlike than this thou tell’st. I lost my 
children : 

If these be they, I know not how to wish 
A pair of worthier sons. 

Bel. Be pleased awhile. 

This gentleman, whom I call Polydorc, 
Most worthy prince, as yours, is true 
Guiderius : 

This gentleman, my Cadwal, Arviragus, 
Your younger princely son; he, sir, was 
lapp’d 

In a most curious mantle, wrought by the 
hand 

Of his queen mother, which for more 
probation 

I can with ease produce. 

Cym. Guiderius had 

j Upon his neck a mole, a sanguine star; 
It w^as a mark of wonder. 

Bel. This is he ; 

Who hath upon him still that natural 
stamp : 

It w^as wise nature’s end in the donation, 
To be his evidence now. 

Cym. O, what, am I 
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A mother to the birth of three ? Ne’er 
mother 

Rejoiced deliverance more. Blest pray 
you be, 

That, after this strange starting from your 
orbs, 

You may reign in them now ! O Imogen, 
Thou hast lost by this a kingdom. 

lino. No, my lord ; 

I have got two worlds by’t. O my 
gentle brothers, 

Have we thus met? O, never say here- 
after 

But I am truest speaker : you call'd me 
brother. 

When I w'as but your sister ; I you 
brothers, * 

AVhen ye w^ere so indeed. 

Cym. Did you e’er meet ? 

Arv. Ay, my good lord. 

Gni. And at first meeting loved ; 
Continued so, until we thought he died. 

Cor. By the queen’s dram she 
swallow’d. 

Cym. O rare instinct ! 

When shall I hear all through? This 
fierce abridgement 

Hath to it circumstantial branches, which 
Distinction should be rich in. Where? 
how lived you ? 

And when came you to serve our Roman 
captive ? 

How parted with your brothers? how 
first met them ? 

^^Tly fled you from the court ? and 
whither ? These, 

And your three motives to the battle, with 
I know not how much more, should be 
demanded ; 

And all the other by-dependencies, 

Prom chance to chance; but nor the 
time nor place 

Will serve our long inter’gatories. See, 
Posthumus anchors upon Imogen, 

And she, like harmless lightning, throw's 
her eye 

On him, her brothers, me, her master, 
hitting 

Each object with a joy: the counter- 
change 

Is severally in all. Let’s quit this ground. 


And smoke the temple with our sacrifices. 
\To Belarms] Thou art my brother; so 
we’ll hold thee ever. 

Imo. You are my father too, and did 
relieve me. 

To see this gracious season. 

Cym. All o’erjoy’d, 

Save these in bonds : let them be joyful 
too. 

For they shall taste our comfort. 

Imo. My good master, 

I w'ill yet do you service. 

Luc. Happy be you ! 

Cym, The forlorn soldier, that so nobly 
fought, 

lie would have well becomed this place, 
and graced 

The thankings of a king. 

Post. I am, sir. 

The soldier that did company these three 
In poor beseeming; ’tw’as a fitment for 
The purpose I then follow’d. That I 
w'as he, 

Speak, lachimo: I had you down and 
might 

Have made you finish. 

lack. \Knecling\ I am down again : 

But now my heavy conscience sinks my 
knee. 

As then your force did. Take that life, 
beseech you, 

Mfliich I so often ow'c : but your ring first ; 
And here the bracelet of the truest princess 
That ever swore her faith. 

Post. Kneel not to me : 

The power that I have on you is to spare 
you; 

I'he malice towards you to forgive you : 
live. 

And deal with others better. 

Cym. Nobly doom’d ! 

We’ll learn our freeness of a son-in-law; 
Pardon’s the word to all. 

Arv. You holp us, sir, 

As you did mean indeed to be our brother ; . 
Joy’d are we that you are. 

Post. Your servant, princes. Good 
my lord of Rome, 

Call forth your soothsayer; as I slept, 
methought 

Great Jupiter, upon his eagle back’d, 
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Appeal 'd to me. with other spritely shows 
Of mine ow^n kindred : when I waked, I 
found 

This laliel on my hosom ; whose containio<T 
Is so from sense in hardness, that I can 
Make no collection of it ; let him show' 
llis skill in the construction. 

Li/c. Philarmonus ! 

Soof/i. lleie, my good loid. 

Luc, Read, and declare the meaning. 
Sooth. {Reads] ‘ When as a lion's whelp 
shall, to himself unknown, without seeking 
find, and be embraced by a piece of tender 
air ; and when from a stately cedar shall 
be lopped branches, which, being dead 
many years, shall after levive, be jointed 
to the old stock, and freshly grow; then 
shall Posthumus end Ins miseries, Britain 
be fortunate and floiuish in peace and 
plenty.’ 

Thou, Leonatu*!, art tlie lion’s whelp ; 

The fit and apt construction of thy name, 
Being Leo-natus, doth import so much. 
{To CymheUne] The piece of tender aii, 
thy virtuous daughter, 

Which we call ‘ mollis aer; ’ and ‘ mollis 
aer ’ 

We term it ‘mulier:’ which ‘mulicr’ I 
divine 

Is this most constant wife ; w’ho, even now*, 
Answering the letter of the oracle. 
Unknown to you, unsought, were clipp’d 
about 

With this most tender air. 

Cym. This hath some seeming. 
Sooth. The lofty cedar, royal Cym- 
beline, 

Personates thee : and thy lojip’d branches 
point 

Thy tw'o sons forth; who, by Belariusstol’n, 
For many years thought dead, are now 
revived, 1 


To the majestic cedar join’d, whose issue 
Promises Britain peace and plenty. 

Cym. Well ; 

My peace w'e wall begin. And, Cains 
Lucius, 

Although the victor, w^e submit to Ciesai, 
And to the Roman empire ; promising 
To pay our w^onted tribute, fiom the vvhicli 
We w'ere dissuaded by our wicked queen ; 
Whom heavens, in justice, both on hci 
and hers. 

Have laid most heavy hand. 

Sooth. The fingers of the pow’ers above 
do tune 

The harmony of this peace. The vision 
Which I made knowm to Lucius, ere the 
stroke 

Of this yet scarce -cold battle, at this in- 
stant 

Is full accomplish’d ; for the Roman eagh“, 
From south to w'est on wing soaring alofi, 
Lessen’d herself, and in the beams o’ the 
sun 

So vanish’d ; wdiich foreshow’d' our 
princely eagle, 

The imperial Cmsar, should again unite 
Ilis favour with the radiant Cymbeline, 
Which shines here in the west. 

Cym. Laud W'e the gods; 

And let our crooked smokes climb to then 
nostrils 

From our blest altars. Publish we this 
peace 

To all our subjects. Set we forw'ard : let 
A Roman and a British ensign wave 
Friendly together : so through Lud’s-town 
march : 

And in the temple of great Jupiter 
Our peace we’ll ratify ; seal it with feasts. 
Set on there ! Never was a war did cease, 
Ere bloody hands were wash’d, with sucli 
a peace. {Exeiuii. 
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ACT I. 

Enter Gower. 

Before the palace of Antioch. 

To sing a song that old was sung, 
From ashes ancient Gower is come; 
Assuming man’s infirmities, 

To glad your car, and please your eyes. 
It hath^been sung at festivals, 

On ember -eves and holy- ales ; 

And lords and ladies in their lives 
Have read it for restoratives : 

The purchase is to make men glorious; 
Ft bonum quo antiquius, eo melius. 

If you, born in these latter times, 
^Vhcn wit’s more ripe, accept my 
rhymes, 

And that to hear an old man sing 
May to your wishes pleasure bring, 

I life would wish, and that I might 
Waste it for you, like taper Tight. 

This Antioch, then, Antiochus the Great 
Built up, this city, for his chiefest seat ; 
The fairest in all Syria, 

I tell you what mine authors say : 

VOL. III. 


This king unto him took a fere, 

Who died and left a female heir. 

So buxom, blithe, and full of face, 

As heaven had lent her all his grace ; 
With whom the father liking took, 
And her to incest did ])rovoke : 

Bad child ; worse father ! to entice his 
owm 

To evil should be done by none : 

But custom what they did begin 
Was with long use account no sin. 

The beauty of this sinful dame 
Made many princes thither frame. 

To seek her as a bed -fellow, 

In marriage-pleasures play-fellow^: 
Which to prevent he made a lawq 
To keep her still, and men in awe. 
That whoso ask'd her for his wife. 

His riddle told not, lost his life : 

So for her many a wight did die. 

As yon grim looks do testify. 

What now ensues, to the judgement of 
your eye 

I give, my cause who best can justify. 

\fExit. 
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Scene I. Antioch. A room in the palace. 

Enter Antiociiu^:, Prince Pericles, 
and folloTi'ers. 

Ant. Young prince of Tyre, you have 
at large received 

The danger of the task you undertake. 

/'er. 1 have, Antiochus, and, with a 
soul 

Embolden’d with the glory of her praise, 
Think death no hazard in this enterprise. 

Ant. Bring in our daughter, clothed 
like a bride. 

For the embracements even of Jove 
himself ; 

At whose conception, till Lucina reign'd, 
Nature this dowry gave, to glad her 
presence, 

The senate-house of planets all did sit. 
To knit in her their best perfections. 

Music. Enter the Daughter of Antiochus. 

Per. See where she conies, aiijiaiell’d 
like the sjiring, 

Graces her subjects, and her thoughts the 
king _ 

Of every virtue gives renown to men ! 
Her face the book of praises, where is read 
Nothing but curious pleasures, as from 
thence 

Sorrow were ever razed, and testy wrath 
Could never be her mild companion. 

You gods that made me man, and sway 
in love, 

That have inflamed desire in my breast 
To taste the fruit of yon celestial tree. 

Or die in the adventure, be my helj^s. 

As I am son and servant to your will, 

To compass such a boundless happiness ! 

Aiit. Prince Pericles, — 

Per. That would be son to great 
Antiochus. 

Ant. Before thee stands this fair llcs- 
perides, 

With golden fruit, but dangerous to be 
touch’d ; 

For death-like dragons here affright thee 
hard : 

Her face, like heaven, enticelh thee to 
view 


Her countless glory, which desert iuii^,t 
gain ; 

And which, without desert, because thine 
eye 

Presumes to reach, all thy w'hole hea]) 
must die. 

Yon sometimes famous princes, like thy- 
self. 

Drawn by report, adventuious by desiic, 
Tell thee, with speechless tongues ami 
semblance pale. 

That without coveiing, save yon field of 
stars. 

Here they stand martyrs, slain in Cupid’s 
wars ; 

And with dead cheeks advise thee to 
• desist 

For going on death’s net, whom none 
resist. 

I'cr. Antiochus, I thank thee, whu 
hath taught 

My frail mortality to know itself, 

And by those fearful objects to picpaic 
'Phis body, like to them, to wliat I must ; 
For death remember’d should be like a 
minor. 

Who tells us life ’s but breath, to trust it 
error. 

I’ll make my will then, and, as sick men 
do 

Who know the world, see heaven, but, 
feeling woe. 

Gripe not at earthly joys as erst they did ; 
So I bequeath a happy peace to you 
xVnd all good men, as every prince should 
do; 

]My riches to the earth from whence they 
came ; 

But my unspotted fire of love to you. 

[7b the daughter of Antiochn^. 
Thus ready for the way of life or deatli, 

I wait the sharpest blow, Antiochus. 

Ant. Scorning advice, read the con- 
clusion, then : 

Which read and not expounded, ’tis de- 
creed, 

As these before thee thou thyself shalt 
bleed. 

Daugh. Of all say’d yet, mayst thou 
prove prosperous ! 

Of all say’d yet, I wish thee happiness ! 
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Per. Like a bold champion, I assume 
the lists, 

Nor ask advice of any other thought 

Lut faillifulness and courage. 

He 7'cads flic riddle. 

I am no viper, yet I feed 
On mother’s flesh which did me breed. 
I sought a husband, in which labour 
I found that kindness in a father : 
lie’s father, son, and husband mild; 

I mother, wdfe, and yet his child. 

IIow' they may be, and yet in two, 

As you will live, resolve it you. 

Sharp i)hysic is the last : but, O you 
powers 

That give heaven countless eyes to view 
in oil’s acts. 

Why cloud they not their sights perpetu- 
ally, 

If this be true, which makes me pale to 
read it ? 

Fair glass of light, I loved you, and could 
still, [Vh/ces hold of the hand 

of ihc Primers. 

^^'erc not this glorious casket stored wdth 
ill: 

Hut 1 must tell you, now my thoughts 
rc\(>U ; 

For he’s no man on wdiom perfections 
w\ait 

That, knowing sin within, will touch the 
gate. 

You aie a fair viol, and your sense the 
strings ; 

Who, finger’d to make man his lawTul 
music. 

Would draw heaven dowm, and all the 
gods, to heaiken; 

Hut being play’d upon before your time, 

Ilell only dancetli at so harsh a chime. 

Good sooth, I care not for you. 

A7tt. Prince I’ericles, touch not, upon 
thy life, 

lor that’s an article within our law. 

As dangerous as the rest. Your time’s 
expired : 

Either expound now, or receive your 
sentence. 

Pei'. Great king. 

Few love to hear the sins they love to act ; 


’Twould braid yourself too near for me 
to tell it. 

Who has a book of all that monarchs do. 
He’s more secure to keep it shut than 
shown : 

For vice repeated is like the w^andcring 
wind, 

Hlows dust in others’ eyes, to st^read 
itself; 

And yet the end of all is bought thus 
dear, 

The breath is gone, and the sore eyes 
see clear 

To stop the air would hurt them. The 
blind mole casts 

Copp’d hills tow'ards heaven, to tell the 
earth is throng’d 

Hy man’s oppression ; and the poor worm 
doth die for’t. 

Kings are earth’s gods ; in vice their lawn's 
their w ill ; 

And if Jove stray, who dates say Jove 
doth ill ? 

It i^ enough you know'; and it is fit, 
What being more known glows W’orse, to 
smothet it. 

All love the womb that their first being 
bred. 

Then give my tongue like leave to lo\e 
my head. 

Ant. Heaven, that I had thy 

head ! he has found the meaning : 
Hut I will glozc with him. — Young prince 
of Tyie, 

Though by the tenour of our strict edict, 
Your exposition misinterpreting. 

We might proceed to cancel of your days ; 
Yet hope, succeeding from so hair a tree 
As your fair self, doth tune us other wise : 
Forty days longer we do respite you ; 

If by which time our secret be undone, 
This mercy shows we ’ll joy in such a son : 
And until then your entertain shall be 
As doth befit our honour and your woith. 

\Ejceunt all but Pericles. 

Per. How courtesy w'ould seem to 
cover sin. 

When what is done is like an hypocrite, 
The which is good in nothing but in sight! 
If it be true that I interpret false, 

Then were it certain you W'ere not so bad 
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As with foul incest to abuse your soul ; 

Where now you he both a father and a 
son, 

By your untimely clasiDings with your 
child, 

Which pleasure fits an husband, not a 
father; 

And she an eater of her mother’s flesh, 

By the defiling of her parent’s bed ; 

And both like serpents are, who though 
they feed 

On sweetest flowers, yet they poison 
breed. 

Antioch, farewell ! for wisdom sees, those 
men 

Blush not in actions blacker than the 
night. 

Will shun no course to keep them from 
the light. 

One sin, I know, another doth provoke; 

Murder’s as near to lust as flame to smoke : 

I’oison and treason are the hands of sin. 

Ay, and the taigets, to put off the shame : 

I'hen, lest my life be cropp’d to keep you 
clear, 

By flight I’ll shun the danger which I 
fear. {Exit. 

Re-enter ANriociius. 

Ant. He hath found the meaning, for 
which we mean 

To have his head, 

lie must not live to trumpet forth my 
infamy, 

Nor tell the world Antiochus doth sin 

In such a loathed manner; 

And therefore instantly this prince must 
die; 

For by his fall my honour must keep high. 

"Who attends us there ? 

Enter Thaliard. 

77iaL Doth your highness call ? 

A72t, Thaliard, 

You are of our chamber, and our mind 
partakes 

Her private actions to your secrecy; 

And for your faithfulness we will advance 
you. 

Thaliard, behold, here ’s poison, and 
here ’s gold ; 


We hate the prince of Tyre, and thou 
must kill him : 

It fits thee not to ask the reason why. 
Because we bid it. Say, is it done ? 

Thai. My lord, 

’Tis done. 

Ant. Enough. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Ix't your breath cool yourself, telling 
your haste. 

Mess. !My lord, prince Bericles is fled. 

{Exit. 

Ant. As thou 

Wilt live, fly after: and like an arrow 
shot 

From a well -experienced archer hits the 
mark 

His eye doth level at, so thou ne’er return 
Unless thou say ‘ Prince Pericles is dead.’ 

Thai. My lord. 

If I can get him within my pistol’s length, 
I’ll make him sure enough: so, farewell 
to your highness. 

Ant. Thaliard, adieu! {Exit 'Thai.'] 
Till Pericles be dead. 

My heart can lend no succour to my head. 

{Exit. 

Scene H. lyre. A 2 oom in the palace. 

Enter Pericles. 

Per. {To Lords 'ivithont] Let none 
disturb us. — Why should this change 
of thoughts, 

The sad companion, dull -eyed melancholy. 
Be my .so used a guest as not an hour. 

In the day’s glorious walk, or peaceful 
night. 

The tomb wLere grief should sleep, can 
breed me quiet ? 

Here pleasures court mine eyes, and mine 
eyes shun them. 

And danger, which I fear’d, is at Antioch, 
Whose arm seems far too short to hit me 
here ; 

Yet neither pleasure’s art can joy my 
spirits. 

Nor yet the other’s distance comfort me. 
Then it is thus: the passions of the 
mind. 
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That have their first conception by mis- 
clread, 

Have after-nourishment and life by care ; 
And what was first but fear what might 
be done, 

Grows elder now and cares it be not done. 
And so with me : the great Antiochus, 
'Gainst whom I am too little to contend, 
Since he’s so great can make his will Itis 
act, 

Will think me speaking, though I swear 
to silence; 

Nor bo()ts it me to say I honour him, 

If he suspect I may dishonour him : 

And what may make him blush in being 
known. 

Tie’ll stojD the course by which it might 
be known; 

With hostile forces he’ll o’erspread the 
land, 

And with the ostent of war will look so 
huge, 

Amazement shall drive courage from the 
stale; 

Our men be vanquish'd ere they do resist, 
And subjects punish’d that ne’er thought 
offence : 

Which care of them, not pity of myself, 
W'ho am no more but as the tops of trees, 
Which fence the roots they grow by and 
defend them. 

Makes both my body pine and soul to 
languish, 

And puni'.h that before that he would 
punish. 

Enic7' IIelicanus, ’iviih other Lords. 

First Lord, Joy and all comfort in your 
sacred breast ! 

Sec, Lord, And keep your mind, till 
you return to us. 

Peaceful and comfortable ! 

HeL Peace, peace, and give experience 
tongue. 

They do abuse the king that flatter him : 
Por flattery is the bellows blows up sin ; 
The thing the which is flatter’d, but a 
spark. 

To which that blast gives heat and stronger 
glQwing ; 

WhereaH reproof, obedient and in order. 


Fits kings, as they are men, for they may 
err. 

When Signior Sooth here docs proclaim 
a peace, 

lie flatters you, makes w'^ar upon your 
life. 

Prince, pardon me, or strike me, if you 
please ; 

I cannot be much low^r than my knees. 

Per, All leave us else; but let your 
cares o'erlook 

What shii)ping and wdiat lading’s in our 
haven, 

And then return to us. \Exeimt Lords, '\ 
Helicanus, thou 

Hast moved us: what scest thou in our 
lf)oks ? 

Iltd. An angry browq dread lord. 

Per. If there be such a dart in princes’ 
frowns, 

How durst thy tongue move anger to our 
face ? 

Hid, How dare the plants look up to 
heaven, from whence 
They have their nourishment? 

Per, Tliou know’st I have pow’er 
To lake thy life from thee. 

lid, \KuceUn^ I have ground the axe 
myself; 

Do you but strike the blow. 

Per, Rise, prithee, rise. 

Sit dowm : thou art no flatterer : 

I thank thee for it ; and heaven forbid 
That kings should let their cars hear thei’' 
faults hid I 

P'it counsellor and servant for a prince. 
Who by thy wisdom makes! a prince thy 
servant. 

What w^ouldst thou have me do ? 

Hel. To bear with patience 

Such griefs as you yourself do lay upon 
yourself. 

Per. Thou speak’s! like a physician, 
IIelicanus, 

That minister’s! a j^otion unto me 
That thou wouldst tremble to receive thy- 
self. 

Attend me, then : I went to Antioch, 
AVhere as thou know’st, against the face 
of death, 

I sought the purchase of a glorious beauty, 
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From whence an issue I might propagate, 
tAre arms to princes, and bring joys to 
subjects. 

Her face was to mine eye beyond all 
wonder ; 

The rest — hark in thine ear — as black as 
incest : 

Which l)y my knowledge found, the sin- 
ful father 

Seem’d not to strike, but smooth : but 
thou know’st this, 

’Tis time to fear when tyrants seem to 
kiss. 

Which fear so grew in me, I liither fled, 
Under the covering of a careful night, 
Who seem’d my good protector; and, 
being here. 

Bethought me what was past, what 
might succeed. 

I knew him tyrannous ; and tyrants’ 
fears 

Decrease not, but grow faster than the 
years : 

And should he doubt it, as no doubt he 
doth, 

That I should open to the listening air 
How many worthy princes’ bloods were 
shed. 

To keep his bed of blackness unlaid 
ope, 

To lop that doubt, he’ll fill this land 
wdth aims, 

And make pretence of wrong that I have 
done him ; 

When all, for mine, if I may call offence, 
Must feel W'ar's blow, who spares not 
innocence: 

Which love to all, of w'hich thyself art 
one, 

Who now reprovest me for it, — 

IIcL Alas, sir! 

Per. Drew sleep out of mine eyes, 
blood from my cheeks, 

Musings into my mind, with thousand 
doubts 

How I might stop this tempest ere it 
came; 

And finding little comfort to relieve 
them, 

I thought it princely charity to grieve 
them. 


IIcI. Well, my lord, since you have 
given me leave to speak. 

Freely will I speak. Antiochus you 
fear, 

And justly too, I think, you fear the 
tyrant, 

Who either by public war or private 
treason 

Will take away your life. 

'fherefore, my lord, go travel for a 
while, 

Till that his rage and anger be forgot. 

Or till the Destinies do cut his thread ()f 
life. 

Your rule direct to any; if to me. 

Day selves not light more faithful than 
I’ll be. 

Per. I do not doubt thy faith ; 

But should he wrong my liberties in my 
absence ? 

JIcl. We’ll mingle our bloods together 
in the earth, 

From whence we had our being and our 
birth. 

Per. Tyre, I now look from thee 
then, and to Tarsus 

Intend my travel, w'here I’ll hear from 
thee ; 

And by w’hose letters I’ll dispose myself. 
The care I had and have of subjects’ 
good 

On thee I lay, w^hose wisdom’s strength 
can bear it. 

I’ll take thy word for faith, not ask 
thine oath: 

Who shuns not to break one will sure 
crack both : 

But in our orbs we’ll live so round and 
safe, 

That time of both this truth shall ne’er 
convince, 

Thou .show’dst a subject's shine, T a true 
prince. [Exeunt. 

Scene HI. lyre, A 71 a 77 tc-cha 77 iber 
771 the palace. 

E 77 ter Thaliard. 

Thai, So, this is Tyre, and this the 
court. Here must I kill King Pericles; 
and if I do it not, I am sure to be 
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hanged at home: ’tis dangerous. Well, 
I perceive he was a wise fellow, and had 
good discretion, that, being bid to ask 
what he would of the king, desired he 
might know none of his secrets: now 
do I see he had some reason for ’t ; for if 
a king bid a man be a villain, he’s bound 
l)y the indenture of his oath to be one. 
Hush ! here come the lords of Tyre. 

Enie7- IlELlCANUS and Escanes, imth 
other Lords of Tyre. 

Hel. You shall not need, my fellow 
peers of Tyre, 

Further to question me of your king’s 
departure : 

Ilis seal’d commission, left in trust wit^i 
me. 

Doth speak sufficiently he’s gone to 
travel. 

7'hal. [Ande] How ! the king gone ! 

He/. If further yet you will be satisfied, 
Why, as it were unlicensed of your loves, 
He would depart. I’ll give some light 
unto you. 

Being at Antioch 

77ia/. [Aside] What from Antioch ? 

I/e/. Royal Antiochus — on what cause 
I know not — 

Took some displeasure at him; at least 
he judged so : 

And doubting lest that he had err’d or 
sinn’d. 

To show his sorrow, he ’Id correct him- 
self ; 

So puts himself unto the shipraan’s toil. 
With whom each minute threatens life or 
death. 

T/iai. [Aside] Well, I perceive 
I shall not be hang’d now, although I 
would ; 

But since he’s gone,t the king’s seas 
must please : 

He ’scaped the land, to perish at the sea. 
I’ll present myself. Peace to the lords 
of Tyre ! 

He/. Lord Thaliard from Antiochus is 
welcome. 

Thai. From him I come 
With message unto princely Pericles ; 

But since my landing I have understood 


Your lord has betook himself to unknown 
travels, 

My message must return from whence it 
came. 

He/. We have no reason to desire it. 

Commended to our master, not to us : 

Yet, ere you shall depart, this w^e desire. 

As friends to Antioch, we may feast in 
Tyie. [Exeunt. 

Scene IV. Tarsus. A room hi the 
Gove}'nor‘'s /lousc. 

E^iter Cleon, the governor of Tarsus^ 
wit/i Dionyza, and others. 

C/e. hly Dionyza, shall we rest us 
here. 

And by relating tales of others’ griefs. 

See if ’twill teach us to forget our own ? 

Dio. That were to blow at fire in hope 
to quench it ; 

For wdio digs hills because they do 
aspire 

Throw’s dowm one mountain to cast up a 
higher. 

O my di'^trcssed lord, even such our 
griefs are; 

Here they’re but felt, and seen with 
mischief’s eyes, 

But like to groves, being topp’d, they 
higher rise. 

Cie. O Dionyza, 

Who w’anteth food, and will not say he 
Wyants it, 

Or can conceal his hunger till he famish ? 

Our tongues and sonows do sound deep 

Our w'oes into the air ; our eyes do 
weep. 

Till tongues fetch breath that may pro- 
claim them louder; 

That, if heaven slumber while their 
creatures want. 

They may awake their helps to comfort 
them. 

I’ll then discourse our woes, felt several 
years, 

And w'anting breath to speak help me 
with tears. 

Dio. I ’ll do my best, sir. 

C/e. This Tarsus, o’er w'hich I have 
the government, 
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A city oil whom plenty held full hand, 

For riches strew ’d herself even in the 
streets : 

Whose toweis bore heads so high they 
kiss’d the clouds, 

And strangers ne’er beheld but won- 
der’d at; 

Whose men and dames so jetted and 
adorn’d, 

lake one anothei’s glass to trim them 
by: 

Their tables w^cre stoied full, to glad the 
sight, 

And not so much to feed on as de- 
light ; 

All poierty was scorn’d, and jiride so 
great, 

The name of help grew odious to 
repeat. 

Dio. O, ’tis too true. 

Cle. Jhit see wliat heaven can do ! By 
this our change, 

These mouths, who but of late, earth, 
sea, and air. 

Were all too little to content and 
please. 

Although they gave their creatures in 
abundance, 

As houses are defiled for want of use, 

^J’hey are now starved for want of 
cxeicisc : 

Those palates who, not yet two summers 
younger. 

Must have inventions to delight the 
taste, 

Would now be glad of bread, and beg 
for it : 

Tliose mothers who, to nouslc up their 
babes. 

Thought nought too curious, are ready 
now 

To eat those little darlings wdiom they 
loved. 

wSo sharp are hunger’s teeth, that man 
and wife 

Draw lots who first shall die to lengthen 
life : 

Here stands a lord, and there a lady 
W'eeping ; 

Here many sink, yet those w'hich sec 
them fall 


Have scarce strength left to give them 
burial. 

Is not this true ? 

Dio. Our checks and hollow eyes do 
witness it. 

Cle. O, let those cities that of plenty’s 
cup 

And her prosperities so largely taste, 

With their superfluous riots, he.ar these 
tears ! 

The misery of Tarsus may be theirs ! 

Eiticr a Lord. 

Lord. Where’s the lord governor? 

Cle. Here. 

Speak out thy sorrows which thou bring’st 
in haste. 

For comfort is too far for us to expect. 

Loi'd. We have descried, upon our 
neighbouring shore, 

A portly sail of ships make hitherward. 

Cle. I thought as much. 

One sorrow never comes but brings an 
heir. 

That may succeed as his inheiitor ; 

And so in ours : some neighbouring 
nation. 

Taking advantage of our misery, 

Hath stuff’d these hollow vessels wdth 
their power, 

To beat us down, the which are down 
already ; 

And make a conquest of unhappy me, 

Whereas no glory’s got to overcome. 

J^ord. That’s the least fear ; for, by 
the semblance 

Of their wdiite flags display’d, they bring 
us peace. 

And come to us as favourers, not as 
foes. 

Cle. Thou speak’st like him’s un- 
tutor’d to repeat : 

\Mio makes the fairest show means most 
deceit. 

But bring they wLat they wall and what 
they can, 

What need we fear ? 

The ground’s the lowest, and we are 
half way there. 

Go tell their general we attend him 
here, 
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To know for what he comes, and whence 
he comes, 

And what he craves. 

Lord. I go, my lord. \Exit. 

Cle. Welcome is peace, if he on peace 
consist ; 

Tf wars, we are unable to resist. 

Enter Pericles -ioith Attendants. 

Per. Lord governor, for so W'e hear 
you arc, 

Let not our ships and number of our men 

P>e like a beacon fired to amaze your eyes. 

We have heard your miseries as far as 
Tyre, 

And seen the desolation of your streets: 

Nor come w'e to add sorrow' to yolfr 
tears, 

Put to relieve them of their henvy 
load ; 

And these our ships, you happily may 
think 

Arc like the Trojan horse w'as stufl'd 
within 

With bloody veins, expecting over- 
throw', 

Arc stored with corn to make your needy 
bread. 

And give them life Avhoin hunger starved 
half dead. 

AIL The gods of Greece protect you ! 

And w'e’ll piny for you. 

Per. Arise, I pi ay you, rise: 

We do not look for reverence, Imt for 
love, 

And harbourage for ourself, our ships, 
and men. 

etc. The which when any shall not 
gratify. 

Or pay you wdth unthankful ness in 
thought, 

r>e it our wives, our children, or our- 
selves. 

The curse of heaven and men succeed 
their evils ! 

Till when, — the which I hope shall ne’er 
be seen, — 

Your grace is welcome to our tow’n 
and us. 

Per. Which welcome we’ll accept ; 
feast here awhile. 


Until our slais that frown lend us a smile. 

\Excnnt. 

ACT II. 

Enter Gower. 

Gow. Here have you seen a mighty 
king 

ITischild, I W'is, to incest bring; 

A better j-irince and benign lord. 

That will prove awful both in deed and 
word. 

T>e fiuiet then as men should be. 

Till he hath pass’d necessity. 

I’ll show you those in troubles reign, 
Losing a mite, a mountain gain. 

The good in conversation, 

To whom I give my benison, 

Is still at Tarsus, where each man 
Thin]j:s all is wiit he speken can ; 
And, to remember wdiat he does, 

Puild his statue to make him glorious ; 
Put tidings to the contrary 
Are brought your eyes ; what need 
speak I ^ 

Dumb Show. 

Enter at one door Pkrict.es talking loitJi 
Cl ICON ; all the train loith them. 
Enter at another door a Gentleman, 
'ivith a letter to Pericles ; Pertcli:s 
shoios the Liter to Cleon ; gives the 
Messenger a 7r7oard, and knights him. 
Exit Pericles atone dooi\ and Cleon 
at another. 

Good Helicane, that stay’d at home. 
Not to cat honey like a dume 
Ph-om others’ labours ; for though he 
strive 

To killen bad, keep good alive ; 

And to fulfil his piincc’ desire, 

I Sends w'ord of all that haps in Tyie: 
How Thalinrd came full bent with sin 
And had intent to murder him ; 

And that in Tarsus was not best 
Longer for him to make his rest. 

He, doing so, put forth to seas, 

Where when men been, there's seldom 
ease ; 

P’or now' the wdnd begins to blow ; 

I Thunder above and deeps below 
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Make such unquiet, that the ship 
Should house him safe is wreck’d and 
split ; 

And he, good prince, having all lost, 
lly waves from coast to coast is tost : 
All perishen of man, of pelf, 

Ne aught cscaj^en but himself; 

Till fortune, tired with doing bad, 
Threw him ashore, to give him glad : 
And here he comes. What shall be 
next, 

I’ardon old (lower, — this longs the 
text. \Exit, 

Scene I. Peiitapolis. An open place 
ly the seaside. 

Enter Pericles, 7jucf. 

Per. Yet cease your ire, you angry 
stars of heaven ! 

Wind, rain, and thunder, remember, 
earthly man 

Is but a substance that must yield to you ; 
And I, as fits my nature, do obey you : 
Alas, tlte sea hath cast me on the rocks, 
Wash’d me from shore to shore, and left 
me breath 

Nothing to think on but ensuing death: 
Let it suffice the greatness of your powers 
'Jo have bereft a prince of all his fortunes ; 
And having thrown him from your watery 
grave, 

Here to have death in peace is all he'll 
crave. 

Enter three I'ishcrmcn. 

First Fish. What, ho. Pilch ! 

Sec. Fish. Ha, come and bring away 
the nets ! 

Pdrst Fish. What, Patch-breech, I say ! 
7'hird Fish. What say you, master? 
First Fish. Look how thou stirrest 
now! come away, or I’ll fetch thee with 
a wanion. 

Third Fish. ’Faith, master, I am think- 
ing of the poor men that were cast away 
before us even now. 

First Fish. Alas, poor souls, it grieved 
my heart to hear what pitiful cries they 
made to us to help them, when, well-a- 
day, we could scarce help ourselves. 


Third Fish. Nay, master, said not I 
as much when I saw the porpus how he 
bounced and tumbled? they say they ’le 
half fish, half flesh: a plague on them, 
they ne’er come but I look to be washed. 
Master, I marvel how the fishes live in 
the sea. 

Fh'si Fish. Why, as men do a-land ; 
the great ones eat up the little ones : I 
can compare our rich misers to nothing 
so filly as to a whale ; a’ plays and tumbles, 
driving the poor fry before him, and at 
last devours them all at a mouthful : such 
whales have I heard on o’ the land, who 
never leave gai)ing till they’ve swallowed 
the whole parish, church, steeple, bells, 
and all. 

Per. {Asidel A pretty moral. 

Third Pish. Put, master, if I had been 
the sexton, I w'ould have been that day 
in the belfry. 

Sec. Fish. Why, man ? 

Third Pish. Because he should have 
sw^allowcd me too : and wdieii I had 
been in his belly, I w^ould have kept such 
a jangling of the bells, that he should 
never have left, till he cast bells, steeple, 
church, and parish, up again. Ihit if the 
good King Simonides were of my mind, — 

I^er. [^! nde] Simonides ! 

Third Fish. We would purge the land 
of these drones, that rob the bee of her 
honey. 

Per. \Aside\ How from the finny sub- 
ject of the sea 

These fishers tell the infirmities of men ; 
And from their watery empire recollect 
All that may men approve or men detect ! 
Peace be at your labour, honest fishermen. 

Sec. Fish. Honest ! good fellow, what’s 
that? If it be a day fits you, tsearch 
out of the calendar, and nobody look 
after it. 

Per. hlay see the sea hath cast upon 
your coast. 

Sec. Fish. What a drunken knave was 
the sea to cast thee in our way ! 

Per. A man wLom both the waters and 
the wind, 

In that vast tennis-court, have made the 
ball 
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For them to play upon, entreats you pity 
him ; 

lie asks of you, that never used to beg. 

First Fish. No, friend, cannot you beg ? 
Here’s them in our country of Greece gets 
more with begging than we can do with 
working. 

See. Fish. Canst thou catch any fishes, 
then ? 

Per. I never practised it. 

Sec. P'ish. Nay, then thou wilt starve, 
sure; for here’s nothing to be got now- 
a-days, unless thou canst fish for’t. 

Per. What I have been I have forgot 
to know ; 

r>ut what I am, want teaches me to think on ; 
A man throng’d up with cold: my veiits 
are chill, 

And have no more of life than may suffice 
To give my tongue that heat to ask your 
^ help; 

Which if you shall refuse, when I am 
dead. 

For that I am a man, pray see me buried. 

First Fish. I)iequoth-a? Now goda 
forbid ! I have a gown here ; come, put 
it on ; keep thee warm. Now, afore me, 
a handsome fellow! Come, thou shall 
go home, and we’ll have flesh for holi- 
days, fish for fasting-days, and moreo’er 
puddings and flap-jacks, and thou shall 
be welcome. 

Per. I thank you, sir. 

Sec. Fish. Hark you, my friend; you 
said you could not beg. 

Per. I did but crave. 

Sec. Fish. But crave ! Then I ’ll turn 
craver too, and so I shall ’scape whipping. 
Per. Why, are all your beggars whipped, 
then ? 

Sec. Fish. O, not all, my friend, not 
all ; for if all your beggars were whipped, 
I would wish no better office than to be 
beadle. But, master. I’ll go draw' up the 
net. \^Exit with Third Fisherman. 

Per. \Aside\ How well this honest 
mirth becomes their labour ! 

First Fish. Hark you, sir, do you know 
w'here ye are ? 

Per, Not well. 

First Fish, Why, I ’ll ^ell you : this is 


called Pentapolis, and our king the good 
Simonides. 

Per. The good King Simonides, do 
you call him ? 

First Fish. Ay, sir; and he deserves 
so to be called for his peaceable reign and 
good government. 

Per. I le is a happy king, since he gains 
from his subjects the name of good by his 
government. How far is his court distant 
from this shore ? 

First Fish. Marry, sir, half a day’s 
journey; and I’ll tell you, he hath a fair 
daughter, and to-morrow is her birth-day ; 
and there arc princes and knights come 
from all parts of the woild to just and 
tourney for her love. 

Per. Were my fortunes equal to my 
desires, I could wish to make one there. 

First Fish. O, sir, things must be as 
they may; and wdiat a man cannot get, 
he may lawfully deal for — this wife’s soul. 

Re-enter Second and Third P'ishennen, 
drai'Ang tip a net. 

Sec. Fish Help, master, help! here’s 
a fish hangs in the net, like a poor man’s 
right in the law; ’twill haidly come out. 
Ha! bots on’t, ’tis come at last, and ’tis 
turned to a rusty armour. 

Per. An aim our, friends ! I pi ay you, 
let me see it. 

Thanks, fortune, yet, that, after all my 
crosses. 

Thou givest me somewhat to repair myself ; 
And though it w’as mine own, part of my 
heritage. 

Which my dead father did bequeath tome. 
With this strict charge, even as he left his 
life, 

‘ Keep it, my Pericles ; it liath been a 
shield 

’Twixt me and death;’ — and pointed to 
this brace; — 

‘ For that it saved me, keep it ; in like 
necessity — 

The which the gods protect thee from ! — 
may defend thee.’ 

It kept w'hcre I kept, I so dearly loved it ; 
Till the rough seas, that spare not any 
man, 
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Took it in rage, though calm’d have 
given ’t again : 

I thank thee for’t : my shipwreck now’s 
no ill, 

Since I have here my father’s gift in ’s will. 

Fh'st Fish. What mean you, sir? 

Per. To heg of you, kind friends, this 
coat of worth. 

For it WMS sometime target to a king; 

I know it by this mark. He loved me 
dearly, 

And for his sake I wish the having of it ; 
And that you ’Id guide me to your sove- 
reign’s court. 

Where with it I may appear a gentleman; 
And if that ever my low fortune’s better, 
1 ’ll pay your bounties ; till then rest your 
debtor. 

First Fish. Why, wilt thou toumey for 
the lady ? 

Per. I’ll show the virtue I have borne 
in arms. 

First Fish. Why, do’e take it, and the 
gods give thee good on ’l ! 

Sec. Fish. Ay, but hark yon, my fiiend ; 
’twaswethat made up this garment through 
the rough seams of the waters : there are 
certain condolements, certain vails. I 
hope, sir, if you thrive, you’ll remember 
from whence you had it. 

Per, Believe ’t, I will. 

By your furtherance I am clothed in 
steel ; 

And, spite of all the rapture of the 
sea, 

This jewel holds his building on my 
arm : 

Unto thy value I will mount myself 
Upon a courser, whose delightful steps 
Shall make the gazer joy to sec him 
tread. 

Only, my friend, I yet am unprovided 
Of a pair of bases. 

Sec. Fish. We’ll sure provide: thou 
shalt have my best gown to make thee a 
pair; and I’ll bring thee to the couit 
myself. 

Per. Then honour be but a goal to my 
will, 

This day I’ll rise, or else add ill to ill. 

\Excuiit. 


Scene II. The same. A public way or 

platform leading to the lists. A pavilion 

by the side of it for the reception of the 

King, Princess, Loi'ds, etc. 

Enter Simonides, Tiiaisa, I.ords, and 
Attendants. 

Sim. Are the knights ready to begin 
the triumph ? 

Fii'st Lord. They are, my liege ; 

And stay your coming to present them- 
selves. 

Sim. Return them, we are ready; and 
our daughter, 

In honour of whose birth these triumphs 
are. 

Sits heie, like beauty’s child, whom nature 
gat 

For men to see, and seeing w'ondcr at. 

[Aa// a Lord. 

Thai. It pleaseth you, my royal father, 
to express 

My commendations great, mIiosc merit’s 
less. 

Sim. It’s fit itshould be so ; for princes 
are 

A model, which heaven makes like to 
itself; 

As jewels lose their glory if neglected. 

So princes their renowns if not respected. 

’Tis now your honour, daughter, to exjdain 

The labour of each knight in his device. 

lliai. Which, to preserve mine honour. 
I’ll perform. 

Enter a Knight ; he passes over, and his 

Siiuire A his shield to the I’rincess. 

Sim. Who is the first that doth prefer 
himself? 

Thai. A knight of Sparta, my renowned 
father ; 

And the device he bears upon his shield 

Is a black Ethiope reaching at the sun : 

The word, ‘ Lux tua vita milii.’ 

Sim. He loves you well that holds his 
life of you. 

\The Second Knight passes over. 

Who is the second that presents himself? 

Thai. A prince of Macedon, my royal 
father ; 
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And the device he bears upon his shield 

Is an arm’d knight that’s conquer’d by a 
lady; 

The motto thus, in Spanish, ‘ Pin por 
dulzura que por fueiza.’ 

[77/tf Third Knight passes over. 

Sun. And what’s the third ? 

Thai. The third of Antioch ; 

And his device, a wreath of chivalry; 

The word, ‘ Me pompce provexit apex.’ 

\The Eonrth Kniiiht parses over. 

Sim. What is the fourth 1 

Thai. A burning torch that’s turned 
upside down; 

The word, ‘ Quod me alit, me extinguit. ’ 

Sun. Which shows that beauty hath his 
power and will, • 

Which can as well inflame as it can kill. 

\71ie Fifth Knight passes over. 

Thai. The fifth, an hand environed 
with clouds, 

Holding out gold that’s by the touchstone 
tried ; 

The motto thus, ‘ Sic spectanda fides.’ 

\The Sixth Knight^ JWicieSy pa^^es over. 

Sim, And what’s 

The sixth and last, the which the knight 
himself 

With such a graceful courtesy deliver’d ? 

Thai. He seems to be a stranger ; but 
his present is 

A wither’d branch, that ’s only green at 
top; 

The motto, ‘ In hac spe vivo.’ 

Sun. A pretty moral ; 

From the dejected state wherein he is, 

He hopes by you his fortunes yet may 
flourish. 

First Lord. He had need mean better 
than his outward show 

Can any way speak in his just commend ; 

For by his rusty outside he appears 

To have practised more the whipstock 
than the lance. 

Sec. Lord. He well may be a stranger, 
for he comes 

To an honour’d triumph strangely 
furnished. 

Third Lord. And on set purpose let 
his armour rust 

Until this day, to scour it in the dust. 


Shn. Opinion’s but a fool, that makes 
us scan 

The outward habit by the inw'ard man. 

But stay, the knights are coming: we 
will withdraw 

Into the gallery. {Exeunt. 

{Great shouts 7fithin, and all uy 
‘ The mean knight !’ 

Scene HI, The same. A hall of Aatc: 
a banquet prepared. 

Enter Simonides, Tiiaisa, Lords, 
Attendants, and Knights, from tilting. 

Sim. Kniglits, 

To say you’re welcome were sujrerfluous. 

To place upon the volume of your deeds, 

As in a title-page, your worth in arms, 

Were more than you exjirect, or more 
than’s fit, 

Since every worth in show commends 
itself. 

l’rc]:»arc for mirth, for mirth becomes a 
feast : 

You are i)rinces and my guests. 

Thai. Put you, my knight and guest ; 

To whom this wreath of victory I give, 

And crown you king of this day’s happi- 
ness. 

Per. Tis more by fortune, lady, than 
by merit. 

Sim. Call it by what you will, the 
day is yours; 

And here, I hope, is none that envies it. 

In framing an artist, art hath thus decreevl. 

To make some good, but others to ex- 
ceed ; 

And you are her labour’d scholar. Come, 
queen o’ the feast, — 

For, daughter, so you aie, — here take 
your place : 

Marshal the rest, as they deserve their 
grace. 

Knights. We are honour’d much by 
good Simonides. 

Sifji. Your j^iciscnce glads our days: 
honour we love ; 

For who hates honour hates the gods 
above. 

Marshal. Sir, yonder is your place. 

Per. Some other is more fit. 
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First Kjiight, Contend not, sir; for 
we are gentlemen 

That neither in our hearts nor outward 
eyes 

Envy the great nor do the low despise. 

Per. You are right courteous knights. 

Sioi. Sit, sir, sit. 

Per. By Jove, I w'onder, that is king 
of thoughts. 

These cates resist me, she but thought 
upon. 

Thai. By Juno, that is queen of 
marriage, 

All viands that I eat do seem unsavoury. 

Wishing him my meat. Sure, he's a 
gallant gentleman. 

SiiJi. He’s but a country gentleman; 

Has done no more than other knights 
have done; 

Has broken a staff or so; so let it pass. 

That. To me he seems like diamond 
to glass. 

Per. Yon king’s to me like to my 
father’s lecture. 

Which tells me in that glory once he was ; 

Had princes sit, like stars, about his 
throne, 

And he the sim, for them to reverence ; 

None that beheld him, but, like lesser 
lights, 

Did vail their crowns to his supremacy: 

Where now his son’s like a glow-worm 
in the night. 

The which hath fire in darkness, none in 
light : 

Whereby I sec that Time’s the king of 
men. 

He’s both their parent, and he is their 
grave. 

And gives them what he wall, not w^hat 
they crave. 

Sim. What, are you merry, knights? 

Knights. Who can be other in this 
royal presence? 

Sim. Here, with a cup that’s stored 
unto the brim, — 

As you do love, fill to your mistress’ 
lips, — 

We drink this health to you. 

Knights. We thank your grace. 

Sim. Yet pause awhile : 


Yon knight doth sit too melancholy. 

As if the entertainment in our court 
Had not a show might countervail hi', 
worth. 

Note it not you, Thaisa ? 

Thai. What is it 

To me, my father ? 

Sitn. O, attend, my daughler: 

Princes in this should live like gods above, 
Who freely give to every one that corner 
To honour them : 

And princes not doing so are like to gnat^, 
Which make a sound, but kill’d arc 
wonder’d at. 

Therefore to make his entrance more 
swxet, 

Iiere, say w^e drink this standing-bowl of 
wine to him. 

Thai. Alas, my father, it befits not me 
Unto a stranger kniglit to lie so bold : 

He may my protfer take for an offence, 
Since men take women’s gifts for impu- 
dence. 

Sim. How! 

Do as I bid you, or you’ll move me else. 

Thai, [Aside] Now, by the gods, he 
could not please me better. 

Sim. And furthermore tell him, we 
desire to know of him. 

Of whence he is, his name and parentage. 

Thai. The king my father, sir, has 
drunk to you. 

Per. I thank him. 

Thai. Wishing it so much blood unto 
your life. 

Per. I thank both him and you, and 
pledge him freely. 

Thai. And further he desires to know 
of you. 

Of whence you are, your name and 
parentage. 

Per. A gentleman of Tyre ; my name, 
Pericles ; 

My education been in arts and arms; 
Who, looking for adventures in the w^orld. 
Was by the rough seas reft of ships and 
men, 

And after shipwreck driven upon this 
shore. 

Thai. He thanks your grace; names 
himself Pericles, 
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A gentleman of Tyre, 

AVho only by misfortune of the seas 

Bereft of sliips and men, cast on this 
shore. 

Sim. Now, by the gods, I pity his 
misfortune. 

And will awake him from his melan- 
clioly. 

Come, gentlemen, w^e sit too long on 
tiiflcs, 

And waste the time, which looks for 
other revels. 

Even in your armours, as you are ad- 
dress’d. 

Will very well become a soldier’s 
dance. 

I will not have excuse, with saying this* 

Loud music is too harsh for ladies’ 
heads. 

Since they love men in arms as well as 
beds. \The K)u^hts dance. 

So, this was well ask’d, ’twas so well 
perform’d. 

Come, sir; 

Here is a lady that wants breathing 
too : 

And I have heard, you knights of Tyre 

Are excellent in making ladies trip ; 

And that their measures are as excellent. 

Per. In those that practise them they 
are, my lord. 

Sim. O, that’s as much as you would 
be denied 

Of your fair courtesy. 

\The Knights and Ladies dance. 

Unclasp, unclasi): 

Thanks, gentlemen, to all ; all have done 
well, 

\To Pcr.'\ But you the best. Pages and 
lights, to conduct 

These knights unto their several lodgings! 
\To Per, 'I Yours, sir, 

We have given order to be next our 
own. 

l^cr. I am at your grace’s pleasure. 

Sim. Princes, it is too late to talk of 
love ; 

And that’s the mark I know you level 
at : 

Therefore each one betake him to his 
rest : 


To-morrow all for speeding do their 
best. \Exciuit. 

Scene IV. Tyre. A room in the 
Govei'nods honse. 

Enter IIelicanus and Escanes. 

IIcl. No, Escanes, know this of me, 

Antiochus from incest lived not fice: 

For which, the most high gods uol 
minding longer 

To withhold the vengeance that they had 
in stole, 

Due to this heinous capital offence. 

Even in the height and pride of all his 
glory, 

When he was seated in a chariot 

Of an inestimable value, and his daughter 
with him, 

A fne fiom heaven came and .shrivell’d 

Their bodies, even to loathing; for they 
so stunk, 

That all those eyes adored them ere their 
fall 

vSeorn now their hand should give them 
burial. 

Edca. ’Twas very strange. 

y/c/. And yet but justice ; for though 

This king were great, his greatness was 
no guard 

To bar heaven’s shaft, but sin had his 
rew ard. 

Esea. ’Tis very true. 

Enter t7uo or tJuxe Lords. 

First Lord. Sec, not a man in private 
conference 

Or council has respect with him but he. 

Sec. Lord. It shall no longer grieve 
without reproof. 

Third Lord. And cursed be he that 
wall not second it. 

First I.ord. Follow me, then. Lord 
Ilelicane, a word. 

Ilel. With me ? and welcome : happy 
da}^, my lords. 

First I^ord. Know that our griefs are 
risen to the top, 

And now at length they overflow their 
banks. 
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IIcL Yuar griefs ! for wliat ? wrong 
not your prince you love. 

First Lord. Wrong not yourself, then, 
noble Ilelicane ; 

But if the prince do live, let us salute him, 
Or know what ground’s made happy by 
his breath. 

If in the woild he live, we’ll seek him 
out ; 

If in his grave he rest, we’ll find him 
there ; 

And be resolved he lives to govern us, 

Or dead, give 's cause to mourn his 
funeral, 

And leave us to our free election. 

See, Lord. Wht)se death indeed ’s the 
strongest in oui censuie: 

And knowing this kingdom is without a 
head, — 

Like goodly buildings left without a 
roof 

Soon fall to ruin, — your noble self, 

That best know how to rule and how to 
reign, 

We thus submit unto, — our sovereign. 

All. Live, noble Helicane ! 

Hel. For honour’s cause, forbear your 
suffiagcs ; 

If that you love Prince Pericles, for- 
bear. 

Take I your wish, I leap into the seas, 
Where’s hourly trouble for a minute’s 
ease. 

A twelvemonth longer, let me entreat 
you to 

Forbear the absence of your king; 

If in which time expired, he not return, 

I shall with aged patience bear your 
yoke. 

But if I cannot win you to this love, 

Go search like nobles, like noble sub- 
jects, 

And in your search spend your adven- 
turous worth ; 

Whom if you find, and wdn unto return, 
You shall like diamonds sit about his 
crown. 

First I^ord. To wisdom he’s a fool 
that wall not yield ; 

And since Lord Plelicane enjoineth us, 
We with our travels will endeavour us. 


Llel. Then you love us, w^e you, and 
we’ll clasp hands : 

When peers thus knit, a kingdom ever 
stands. \Exeitni. 

Scene V. Pentapolis. A room in the 
palace. 

Enter Simonides, reading a letter^ at 
one door : the Knights meet him. 

First Ivnight. Good morrow' to the 
good Simonides. 

Sun. Knights, from my daughter tlii'> 
I let you know’'. 

That for this twelvemonth she ’ll not 
undertake 

A married life. 

Her reason to herself is only knowm, 

Which yet from her by no means can 1 
get. 

Sec. ILnight. May wc not get access to 
her, my lord ? 

Sim. ’Faith, by no means ; she hath so 
strictly tied 

Her to her chamber, that ’tis impossible. 

One twelve moons more she’ll weai 
Diana’s livery; 

This by the eye of Cynthia hath she vow'd. 

And on her virgin honour will not break it. 

Third Knight. Loath to bid farewell, 
we take our leaves. 

\Exctint Kjiights. 

Sim. So, 

They are well dispatch’d; now to my 
daughter’s letter : 

She tells me here, she ’ll wed the stranger 
knight. 

Or never more to view nor day nor light. 

’Tis well, mistress; your choice agrees 
with mine ; 

I like that well : nay, how absolute she ’s 
in't. 

Not minding wdiether I dislike or no ! 

Well, 1 do commend her choice; 

And wall no longer have it be delay’d. 

Soft ! here he comes : I must dissemble it. 

Enter PERICLES. 

Per. All fortune to the good Simonides ! 

Si in. To you as much, sir ! I am be- 
holding to you 
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For your sweet music this last night : I do 
Protest itiy ears w^ere never l>etter fed 
With such delightful pleasing harmony. 

Per. It is your grace’s pleasure to 
commend ; 

Not my desert. 

Sim. Sir, you are music’s master. 

yVr. The worst of all her scholars, 
my good lord. 

Sim. Let me ask you one thing : 

What do you think of my daughter, sir ? 

Per. A most virtuous princess. 

Sim. And she is fair too, is she not ? 

Per. As a fair day in summer, wondrous 
fair. 

Sim. Sir, my daughter thinks very 
well of you; • 

Ay, so well, that you must be her master. 
And she will be your scholar : therefore 
look to it. 

Per. I om unworthy foi her school- 
master. 

Si))i. She thinks not so; peruse this 
writing else. 

Per. [ilside] What’s here? 

A letter, that she loves the knight of Tyre ! 
’Tis the king’s subtilty to have my life. 

O, seek not to entrap me, gracious lord, 
A stranger and distressed gentleman. 
That never aim’d so high to love your 
daughter, 

Put bent all offices to honour her. 

Sim. Thou hast bewitch’d my daughter, 
and thou art 
A villain. 

Per. By the gods, I have not : 

Never did thought of mine levy offence; 
Nor never did my actions yet commence 
A deed might gain her love or your dis- 
pleasure. 

Sim. Traitor, thou liest. 

Per. Traitor ! 

Pim. Ay, traitor. 

Per. Even in his throat — unless it be 
the king — 

That calls me traitor, I return the lie. 

Sim. Inside] Now, by the gods, I do 
applaud his courage. 

Per. My actions are as nol^Ie as my 
thoughts, 

T hat never relish’d of a base descent. 

VOL. III. 


I came unto your court for honour’s cause, 
And not to be a rebel to her state ; 

And he that otherwise accounts of me, 
This sword shall prove he’s honour’s 
enemy. 

Sim. No? 

Here comes my daughter, she can witness 
it. 

Enter Thaisa. 

Per. Then, as you are as virtuous as 
fair, 

Resolve your angry father, if my tongue 
Did e’er solicit, or my hand subsciibe 
To any sjdlable that made love to you. 

Ihai. Why, sir, say if you had. 

Who takes offence at that would make 
me glad ? 

Sim. Yea, mistress, are you so iDcr- 
emptory ? 

I am glad on ’t with all my heart. — 
I’ll tame you; I’ll bring you in subjec- 
tion. 

Will you, not having my consent, 

Bestow your love and your affections 
Upon a stranger ? [Asidel who, for aught 
I know. 

May be, nor can I think the contrary. 

As great in blood as I myself. — 
Therefore hear you, mistress ; either frame 
Your will to mine, — and you, sir, hear 
y<ju. 

Either be ruled by me, or I will make 
you — 

Man and w ife : 

Nay, come, your hands and lips must seal 
it too: 

And being join’d. I’ll thus your hopes 
destroy ; 

And for a further grief, — God give you 
joy !— 

What, are you both pleased ? 

Thai. Yes, if you Jove me, sir. 

Pej\ Even as my life my blood that 
fosteis it. 

Sim. What, are you both agreed ? 

Both. Yes, if it please your majesty. 

Sim. It pleaseth me so well, that I will 
see you wed ; 

And then with w’hat haste you can get 
you to bed. \Exeunt. 

2 H 
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ACT III. 

Eiiier Gower. 

Gow, Now sleep yslaked hath the 
rout ; 

No din but snores the house about, 
Made louder by the o'er-fed breast 
Of this most pompous marriage-feast. 
The cat, with eyne of burning coal, 
Now couches fore the mouse’s hole ; 
And crickets sing at the oven’s mouth, 
E’er the blither for their drouth. 
Hymen hath brought the bride to bed, 
Where, by the loss of maidenhead, 

A babe is moulded. lie attent. 

And time that is so briefly spent 
With your fine fancies quaintly eche: 
What’s dumb in show I'll plain with 
st)eech. 

Dumb Show. 

EiJte7‘^ Pericles and Simonides, at 07zc 
doo)‘^ with Attendants; a Messenger 
meets ikon, kneels^ a7id gives Pericles 
a Utter: Pp:ricles shoivs it Simon- 
ides; the Lords kneel to hvn. Then 
enter Thais A vnth child ^ with Lyciio- 
RiDA a nurse. The King sIktws her 
the letter; she rejoices: she and Peri- 
CI.es take leave of her father^ and de- 
pai't zoith Lychorida and their At- 
tendants. Then exeunt Simonides 
and the 7‘cst, 

By many a dern and painful perch 
Of Policies the careful search. 

By the four opposing coigns 
Which the world together joins. 

Is made with all due diligence 
That horse and sail and high expense 
Can stead the quest. At last fiom 
Tyre, 

Fame answering the most strange 
inquire. 

To the court of King Simonides 
Are letters brought, the tenour these; 
Antiochus and his 'daughter dead; 

The men of Tyrus on the head 

Of Helicanus would set on 

The crown of Tyre, but he will none ; 


The mutiny he there hastes t’ oppress 
Says to ’em, if King Pericles 
Come not home in twice six moons, 
He, obedient to their dooms. 

Will take the crown. The sum oi 
this. 

Brought hither to Pentapolis, 
Y-ravished the regions round, 

And every one with claps can sound, 

‘ Our heir-apparent is a king ! 

Who dream’d, who thought of such n 
thing ? ’ 

Brief, he must hence depart to Tyre : 
His queen with child makes hei 
desire — 

Which who shall cross? — along to 
go : 

Omit we all their dole and woe : 
Lychorida, her nurse, she takes. 

And so to sea. Their vessel shakes 
On Neptune’s billow; half the flood 
Hath their keel cut ; but fortune’s mood 
Varies again ; the grisled north 
Disgorges such a tempest forth. 

That, as a duck for life that dives. 

So up and down the poor ship drives : 
The lady shrieks, and well-a-near 
Does fall in travail with her fear : 

And what ensues in this fell storm 
Shall for itself itself perform. 

I nill relate, action may 
Conveniently the rest convey; 

Which might not what by me is told. 
In your imagination hold 
This stage the ship, upon whose deck 
The sea-tost Pericles appears to speak. 

\^Eo, it. 

Scene I. 

Enter Pericles, on shipboard. 

Per. Thou god of this great vast, 
I rebuke these surges, 

Which wash both heaven and hell; and 
thou, that hast 

Upon the winds command, bind them in 
brass. 

Having call’d them from the deep ! O, 
still 

Thy deafening, dreadful thunders ; gently 
quench 



SCENE I 


PERICLES 


467 


Thy nimble, sulphurous flashes ! O, how, 
Lychorida, 

How does my queen? Thou stormest 
venomously ; 

Wilt thou spit all thyself? The seaman’s 
whistle 

Is as a whisper in the ears of death, 

U nheai d. Lyehorida ! — Lucina, O 

Divinest patroness, and midwife gentle 
To those that cry by night, convey thy 
deity 

Aboard our dancing boat ; make swift 
the pangs 

Of my queen’s travails ! 

Enter T.yctiorida, 7viih an Infant. 

Now, Lychorida! • 

Lyc. Here is a thing too young for 
such a place, 

Who, if it had conceit, would die, as I 
Am like to do; take in your arms this 
jiiece 

Of your dead queen. 

Per. IIow, how, Lychorida! 

Lyc. Patience, good sir; do not assist 
the storm. 

Here’s all that is left living of your 
queen, 

A little daughter : for the sake of it, 

T>e manly, and take comfort. 

Per. O you gods ! 

hy do you make us love your goodly 
gifts, 

And snatch them straight away? We 
here below 

Recall not what we give, and therein 
may 

Use honour with you. 

Lyc. Patience, good sir, 

Lven for this charge. 

Per, Now, mild may be thy life ! 
Lor a more blustrous birth had never 
babe : 

Quiet and gentle thy conditions ! for 
Thou art the ruddiest welcome to this 
world 

dhat ever was prince’s child. Happy 
what follows! 

d hoii hast as chiding a nativity 
As fire, air, water, earth, and heaven can 
make, 


T o herald thcc from the womb : even at 
the first 

Thy loss is more than can thy 2 '>ortagc 
quit, 

With all thou canst find here. Now, the 
good gods 

Throw their best eyes upon’t ! 

Efitcr t7vo Sailors. 

First Sail. What courage, sir? God 
save you ! 

Per. Courage enough : I dcr not fear 
the flaw; 

It hath done to me the w'orst. Yet, for 
the love 

Of this poor infant, this fresh-new sea- 
farer, 

I would it would be quiet. 

Fi7'st Sail. Slack the bolins there ! 
Thou wilt not, wilt thou ? Blow, and 
split thyself. 

Sec. Sail. But sea-ioom, an the brine 
and cloudy billow kiss the moon, I caie 
not. 

First Sail. Sir, your queen must over- 
board: the sea works high, the wind is 
loud, and will not lie till the ship be 
cleared of the dead. 

Per. That’s your superstition. 

First Sail. Pardon us, sir; with us at 
sea it hath been still observed : and we 
are strong in custom. Thercfoie briefly 
yield her ; for she must ovei board straight. 

Pe7\ As you think meet. Most 
wretched queen ! 

Lyc. Here she lies, sir. 

Per, A terrible childbed hast thou 
had, my dear; 

No light, no fire : the unfriendly elements 
Forgot thee utterly: nor have I time 
To give thee hallow’d to thy grave, but 
straight 

Must cast thee, scarcely coffin’d, in the 
ooze ; 

Where, for a monument upon thy bones, 
And e’er-remaining lamps, the belching 
whale 

And humming water must o’crwhclm thy 
corpse, 

Lying with simple shells. O Lycho- 
rida, 
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Bid Nestor bring me spices, ink and paper, 
My casket r.nd my jewels ; and bid 
Nicander 

Bring me the satin coffer : lay the babe 
Upon the pillow : hie thee, whiles I say 
A priestly farewell to her : suddenly, 
w^oman. \Exit Lyckorida. 

Sec. Sail. Sir, we have a chest beneath 
the hatches, caulked and bitumed ready. 

Per. I thank thee. Mariner, say what 
coast is this ? 

Sec. Sail. We are near Tarsus. 

Per. Thither, gentle mariner, 

Alter thy course for Tyre. When canst 
thou reach it ? 

Sec. Sail. J^y break of day, if the wind 
cease. 

Per. O, make for Tarsus ! 

There will I visit Cleon, for the babe 
Cannot hold out to Tyrus : there I’ll 
leave it 

At careful nursing. Go thy ways, good 
mariner ; 

I ’ll bring the body presently. \Exatn(. 

Scene II. Ephesus. A rooju in 
Cerimon^s house. 

Cerimon, loith a Serrani^ and some 

Persons loho have been shipioi'ccked. 

Cer. Philemon, ho ! 

Enter Philemon. 

Phil. Doth my lord call ? 

Cer. Get fire and meat for these poor 
men : 

’T has been a turbulent and stormy night. 

Serv. I have been in many; but sucli 
a night as this, 

Till now, I ne’er endured. 

Cer, Y our master will be dead ere you 
return ; 

There ’s nothing can be minister’d to nature 
That can recover him. yPo Philcvion'\ 
Give this to the ’pothccary, 

And tell me how it w'orks. 

\Exeunt all hut CeHmoii. 

Enter two Gentlemen. 

First Gent. Good morrow. 

Sec. Gent. Good morrow to your lord- 
ship. 


Cer. Gentlemen, 

Why do you stir so early ? 

First Gent. Sir, 

Our lodgings, standing bleak upon the sea, 
Shook as the earth did quake ; 

The very principals did .seem to rend. 
And all-to topple : pure surprise and fear 
Made me to quit the house. 

Sec. Gent. That is the cause we trouble 
you so early; 

’Tis not our husbandry. 

Cer. O, you say well. 

First Geiit. But I much marvel that 
your lordship, having 
Rich tire about you, should at these early 
hours 

Shake off the golden slumber of repose. 
’Tis most stiange. 

Nature should be so conversant with pain, 
Being thereto not compcll’d. 

Cci'. I hold it ever, 

Virtue and cunning were endowanents 
greater 

Than nobleness and riches: careless heiis 
iMay the two latter darken and expend ; 
But immoitality attends the former, 
flaking a man a god. ’Tis known, I ever 
Have studied physic, through which secret 
art, 

By turning o’er authorities, I have, 
Together with my practice, made familiar 
To me and to my aid the blest infusions 
d'hat dwell in vegetives, in metals, stones ; 
And I can speak of the disturbances 
That nature w^orks, and of her cures; 
which doth give me 

A more content in course of true de- 
light 

Than to be thirsty after tottering honour, 
Or tie my treasure up in silken bags, 

To please the fool and death. 

Sec. Gent. Your honour has through 
Ephesus pour’d forth 
Your charity, and hundreds call them- 
selves 

Your creatures, who by you have been 
restored : 

And not your knowledge, your personal 
pain, but even 

Your purse, still open, hath built Lord 
Cerimon 
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Such strong renown as time shall ne’er 
decay. 

Enter iivo or three Servants with a chest, 
plrst Serv. So; lift there. 

Cer. What is that ? 

First Se'i'v. Sir, even now 

Did the sea loss upon our shore this chest : 
’Tis of some wreck. 

Cer. Set’t down, let’s look upon’t. 
Sec. Gent. ’Tis like a coffin, sir. 

Cer. Whate’er it be, 

’Tib wondrous heavy. Wrench it open 
straight : 

If the sea’s stomach be o’er charged with 
gold, 

a good constiaint of fortune it belches 
upon us. 

Sec. Gent. ’Tis so, my lord. 

Cer. How close ’tis caulk’d and bitumed! 
Did the sea cast it up ? 

First Sei'v. I never saw' so huge a 
billow, sir, 

As toss’d it upon shore. 

Cer. Wrench it open; 

Soft ! it smells most sweetly in my sense. 
Sec. Gent. A delicate odour. 

Cer. As ever hit my nostril. So, uj^ 
with it. 

O you most potent gods ! what ’s here ? a 
corse ! 

First Gent. IVfost strange ! 

Cer. Shrouded in cloth of state ; balm’d 
and entreasured 

With full bags of spices ! A passport too ! 
Apollo, perfect me in the characters ! 

\Keads from a scroll. 
‘ Here I give to understand, 

If e’er this coffin drive a-land, 

I, King Pericles, have lost 
Iffils queen, w'orth all our mundane 
cost. 

Who finds her, give her burjdng; 
She was the daughter of a king : 
besides this treasure for a fee, 

The gods requite his charity!’ 

If thou livest, Pericles, thou hast a heart 
That even cracks for woe ! This chanced 
to-night. 

Sec. Gent. Most likely, sir. 


Cer. Nay, certainly to-night ; 

For look how' fresh she looks ! They 
were too rough 

That threw her in the sea. Make a fire 
within : 

Fetch hither all my boxes in my closet. 

\Exit a Sei'vani. 
Death may usurp on nature many hours. 
And yet the fire of life kindle again 
The o’erpress’d spirits. iT heard of an 
Egyptian 

That had nine hours lien dead. 

Who was by good appliance recovered. 

Re-enter a Servant, with boxes, napkins, 
and fire. 

Well said, well said ; the fire and cloths. 
The rough and woeful music that we have. 
Cause it to sound, beseech you. 

The viol once more: how thou stirr’st, 
thou block ! 

The music there ! — I jiray you, give her 
air. 

Gentlemen, 

This queen wdll live : nature awakes ; a 
W’armth 

breathes out of her : she hath not been 
entranced 

Above five hours : see how she gins to 
blow' 

Into life’s flow'er again ! 

Fii'st Gent. The heavens. 

Through you, increase our wonder and 
set up 

Your fame for ever. 

Cer. She is alive; behold, 

Her eyelids, cases to those heavenly 
jew'cls 

Which Pericles hath lost, 

Begin to part their fringes of bright gold ; 
The diamonds of a most praised water 
Do appear, to make the world twice rich. 
Live, 

And make us weep to hear your fate, fair 
creature. 

Rare as you seem to be. [.S7/6’ moves. 

Thai. O dear Diana, 

Where am I ? Where’s my lord ? What 
world is this ? 

Sec. Gent. Is not this strange ? 

First Gent. Most raic. 
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Cei\ Hush, my gentle neighbours ! 
Lend me your hands ; to the next 
chamber bear lier. 

Get linen : now this matter must be 
look’d to, 

For her relapse is mortal. Come, come; 
And Aesculapius guide us ! 

{Exetmt^ cartyin^ her azaay. 

Scene III. Tarsus. A room in Cleon's 
house. 

Enter Pericles, Cleon, Dionyza, 
and Lychorida 7aitk Marina m her 
arms. 

Pe) . Most honour’d Cleon, I must 
needs be gone ; 

My twelve months are expired, and 
Tyrus stands 

In a litigious peace. You, and your lady, 
"J'ake from my heart all thankfulness ! 
The gods 

Make up the rest upon you ! 

Cle. Your shafts of fortune, though 
they hurt you mortally, 

Yet glance full wanderingly on us. 

Di07t. O your sweet queen ! 

That the strict fates had pleased you had 
brought her hither. 

To have bless’d mine eyes with her! 

Per. ^Ye cannot but obey 

The powers above us. Could I rage and 
roar 

As doth the sea she lies in, yet the end 
Must be as ’tis. ]\Iy gentle babe Marina, 
whom, 

For she was born at sea, I have named 
so, here 

I charge your charity withal, leaving 
her 

'The infant of your care; beseeching you 
To give her princely training, that she 
may be 

Manner ’d as she is born. 

Cle. Fear not, my lord, but think 
Your grace, that fed my country with 
your corn, 

For which the people’s prayers still fall 
upon you, 

Must in your child be thought on. If 
neglection 


Should therein make me vile, the common 
body. 

By you relieved, would force me to my 
duty ; 

But if to that my nature need a spur. 

The gods revenge it upon me and mine, 

To the end of generation ! 

Per. I believe you; 

Your honour and your goodness teach me 
to’t. 

Without your vows. Till she be married, 
madam. 

By bright Diana, whom we honour, all 

Unscissar’d shall this hair of mine remain, 

Though I show ill in’t. So I take my 
leave. 

Good madam, make me blessed in your 
care 

In bringing up my child. 

Dion. I have one myself. 

Who shall not be more dear to my re- 
spect 

Than yours, my lord. 

Per. Madam, my thanks and prayers. 

Cle. We’ll bring your grace e’en to the 
edge o’ the shore, 

Then give you up to the mask’d Neptune 
and 

The gentlest winds of heaven. 

Per. I will embrace 

Your offer. Come, dearest madam. O, 
no tears, 

I.ychorida, no tears : 

Look to your little mistress, on whose 
grace 

You may depend hereafter. Come, my 
lord. {Exeunt. 

Scene IV. Ephesus. A room in 
Cervnon's house. 

Enter Cerimon and TiiAiSA. 

Cer. Madam, this letter, and some 
certain jewels, 

Lay with you in your coffer : which arc 
now 

At your command. Know you the 
character ? 

Thai. It is my lord’s. 

That I was shipp’d at sea, I well remem- 
ber. 
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Even on my eaning time; but whether 
there 

Deliver’d, by the holy gods, 

I cannot rightly say. Hut since King 
Pericles, 

My wedded lord, I ne’er shall see again, 
A vestal livery will I take me to. 

And never more have joy. 

Cer. Madam, if tliis you purpose as ye 
speak, 

Diana’s temple is not distant far, 

M’^here you may abide till your date expire. 
Moreover, if you please, a niece of mine 
Shall there attend you. 

Thai, My recompense is thanks, that’s 
all; 

Yet my good will is great, though the gift 
small. \Excunt, 

ACT IV. 

Enter Gower. 

Goio, Imagine Pericles arrived at 
lyre, 

Welcomed and settled to his own desire, 
llis woeful queen we leave at Ephesus, 
Unto Diana there a votaress. 

Now to Marina bend your mind, 
Whom our fast-growing scene must find 
At Tarsus, and by Cleon train’d 
In music, letters ; who hath gain’d 
Of education all the grace. 

Which makes her both the heart and 
place 

Of general wonder. But, alack, 

That monster envy, oft the wrack 
Of earned praise, Marina’s life 
Seeks to take off by treason’s knife. 
And in this kind hath our Cleon 
One daughter, and a wench full grown, 
Even ripe for marriage-rite ; this maid 
Might Philoten : and it is said 
For certain in our story, she 
Would ever with Marina be : 

Be’t when she weaved the sleided silk 
With fingers long, small, white as milk ; 
Or when she would with sharp needle 
wound 

The cambric, which she made more 
sound 


By hurting it ; or when to the lute 
She sung, and made the night-bird 
mute. 

That still records with moan ; or when 
She would with rich and constant i>cn 
Vail to her mistress Dian ; still 
This Philoten contends in skill 
With absolute Marina: so 
With the dove of Paphos might the 
crow 

Vic feathers white. Marina gets 
All praises, which arc paid as debts, 
And not as given. This so darks 
In Philoten all graceful marks, 

That Cleon’s wife, with envy rare, 

A jDresent murderer does prepare 
For good Marina, that her daughter 
Might stand peerless by this slaughter. 
The sooner her vile thoughts to stead, 
Lychorida, our nurse, is dead : 

And cursed Dionyza hath 
The pregnant instrument of wrath 
Brest for this blow. The unboin event 
I do commend to your content : 

Only I cany winged time 

Post on the lame feet of my rhyme ; 

Which never could I so convey, 

Unless your thoughts went on my way. 
Dionyza does appear, 

With Leonine, a murderer. yExil. 

Scene I. Tarst/s. An open place 7icar 
the seashore. 

Enter Dionyza and Leonine. 

Dion. Thy oath remember ; thou hast 
sworn to do ’t : 

’Tis but a blow, which never shall be 
known. 

Thou canst not do a thing in the world 
so soon. 

To yield thee so much profit. Let not 
conscience, 

Which is but cold, inflaming love i’ thy 
bosom. 

Inflame too nicely ; nor let pity, wdiich 
Even women have cast ofi', melt thee, 
but be 

A soldier to thy purpose. 

Leon. I will do’t; but yet she is a 
goodly creature. 
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Dion, The fitter, then, the gods should 
have her» tllere she comes weeping for 
her only mistress’ death. Thou art re- 
solved ? 

Leon. I am resolved. 

Enter Marina, ivith a basket of flowers. 

Mar. No, I will rob Tellus of her 
weed. 

To strew thy green with flowers: the 
yellows, blues, 

The purple violets, and marigolds. 

Shall as a carpet hang upon thy grave. 
While summer-days do last. Ay me! 
poor maid, 

Born in a tempest, when my mother died, 
This world to me is like a lasting storm. 
Whirring me from my friends. 

Dion. How now, Marina ! why do 
you keep alone ? 

How chance my daughter is not with 
you ? Do not 

Consume your blood with sorrowing: 
you have 

A nurse of me. Lord, how your favour ’s 

changed 

With this unprofitable woe ! 

Come, give me your flowers, ere the sea 
mar it. 

Walk with Leonine; the air is quick 
there. 

And it pierces and sharpens the stomach. 
Come, 

Leonine, take her by the arm, walk with 
her. 

Mar. No, I pray you ; 

I ’ll not bereave you of your servant. 

Dio77. Come, come ; 

I love the king your father, and yourself. 
With more than foreign heart. We 
every day 

Expect him here : wdien he shall come 
and find 

Our paragon to all reports thus blasted, 
He will repent the breadth of his gieat 
voyage; 

Blame both my lord and me, that we 
have taken 

No care to your best courses. Go, T 
pray you, 

Walk, and be cheerful once again ; reserve 


That excellent complexion, which did 
steal 

The eyes of young and old. Care not 
for me; 

I can go home alone. 

Mar. Well, I will go; 

But yet I have no desire to it. 

Dion. Come, come, I know ’tis gocxl 
for you. 

Walk half an hour. Leonine, at the least ; 

Remember what I have said, 

Leon. I warrant you, madam. 

Dion. I’ll leave you, my sweet lady, 
for a while : 

Pray, walk softly, do not heat your blood : 

What ! I must have a care of you. 

" Mar. My thanks, sweet madam. 

{Exit Dionyza. 

Is this wind westerly that blows ? 

Leon. South-west. 

Mar. When I was born, the wind 
w'as north. 

Leon. Was ’t so? 

Mar. My father, as nurse said, did 
never fear. 

But cried ‘ Good seamen ! ’ to the sailors, 
galling 

His kingly hands, haling ropes; 

And, clasping to the mast, endured a sea 

That almost burst the deck. 

Leon. When was this ? 

Mar. TOien I w^as born : 

Never was waves nor wind more violent ; 

And from the ladder-tackle wmshes off 

A canvas - climber. ‘ Ha ! ’ says one, 
‘ wilt out ? ’ 

And with a dropping industry they skip 

From stem to stern : the boatswain 
whistles, and 

The master calls, and trebles their con- 
fusion. 

Leon. Come, say your prayers. 

JSfar. What mean you ? 

Leoii. If you require a little space for 
prayer, 

I grant it : pray ; but be not tedious, 

Yot the gods are quick of ear, and I am 
sworn 

To do my work with haste. 

Mar. Why will you kill me ? 

Leon. To satisfy my lady. 
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Mar, Why would she have me kill’d ? 
Now, as I can remember, by my troth, 

I never did her hurt in all my life : 

I never spake bad word, nor did ill turn 
To any living creature : believe me, la, 

I never kill’d a mouse, nor hurt a fly: 

I trod upon a worm against my will, 

But I wept for it. How have I offended. 
Wherein my death might yield her any 
profit, 

Or my life imply her any danger ? 

Leon, My commission 
Is not to reason of the deed, but do it. 

Mar, You will not do’t for all the 
world, I hope. 

You are well favour’d, and your looks 
foreshow • 

You have a gentle heart. I saw you 
lately. 

When you caught hurt in parting two 
that fought; 

Good sooth, it show’d well in you : do so 
now : 

Y our lady seeks my life ; come you between, 
.iVnd save poor me, the weal^er. 

Leon. I am sworn. 

And will dispatch. \He seizes her. 

Enter Pirates. 

First Pirate. IloJd, villain! 

S^Leomne runs aivay. 

Sec. Pirate. A prize ! a prize ! 

'J'iiird Pirate. Half-part, mates, half- 
pai t. 

Come, let’s have her aboard suddenly. 

[Exeunt IVratcs with Marina. 

Re-enter Leonine. 

Leon. These roguing thieves serve 
the great pirate Valdes ; 

And they have seized Marina. Let her 
go: 

Uiere’s no hope she will return. I’ll 
swear she ’s dead, 

And thrown into the sea. But I ’ll see 
further : 

Perhaps they will but please themselves 
upon her. 

Not carry her aboard. If she remain. 
Whom they have ravish’d must by me be 
slain. [Exit, 


Scene II. Mytilenc. A room in a brothel. 

Enter Pandar, Bawd, and Boult. 

Pand. Boult ! 

Boult. Sir? 

Pand. Search the market narrowly; 
Mytilene is full of gallants. We lost too 
much money this mart by being tuo 
wenchlcbS. 

Bawd. We were never so much out of 
creatures. We have but poor three, and 
they can do no more than they can do; 
and they with continual action are even 
as good as rotten. 

Pand. Therefore let ’s have fresh ones, 
whate’er we pay for them. If there be 
not a conscience to be used in e\ery 
trade, we shall never prosper. 

Bawd. Thou sayest true : ’tis not our 
bringing up of poor bastards, — as, I 
think, I have brought up some eleven — 

Boult. Ay, to eleven ; and brought 
them down again. But shall I search 
the market ? 

Bawd. What else, man? The stuff 
we have, a strong w'ind will blow it to 
pieces, they are so pitifully sodden. 

Pand. Thou sayest true; they’re too 
unw^holesomc, o’ conscience. The poor 
Transylvanian is dead, that lay with the 
little baggage. 

Boult. Ay, she quickly pooped him, 
she made him roast -meat for woims. 
But I'll go search the market. [Exit. 

Pand. Three or four thousand chequins 
were as pretty a proportion to live 
quietly, and so give over. 

Bawd. Why to give over, I pray you ? 
is it a shame to get when we are old ? 

Pand. O, our credit comes not in like 
the commodity, nor the commodity \vages 
not with the danger : therefore, if in our 
youths we could pick up some pretty 
estate, ’twere not amiss to keep our door 
hatched. Besides, the soie terms we 
stand upon with the gods will be strong 
with us for giving over. 

Bawd. Come, other sorts offend as 
well as we. 

Pand. As well as we ! ay, and better 
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too; we offend worse. Neither is our 
profession any trade; it's no calling. 
But here comes Boult. 

Re-enter BouL'r, with the Pirates and 
jMarina. 

Bon It. {To Marina'] Come your ways. 
My masters, you say she’s a virgin ? 

First Pirate. O, sir, we doubt it not. 
Boult. Master, I have gone through 
for this piece, you see : if you like her, 
so ; if not, I have lost my earnest. 

Bawd. Boult, has she any qualities ? 
Boult. She has a good face, speaks 
well, and has excellent good clothes: 
there’s no further necessity of qualities 
can make her be refused. 

Bawd. What’s her price, Boult? 
Boult. I cannot be bated one doit of 
a thousand pieces. 

Pand, Well, follow me, my masters, 
you shall have your money presently. 
Wife, take her in; instruct her what she 
has to do, that she may not be raw in 
her entertainment. 

{Exeunt Bandar and Pirates. 
Bawd. Boult, take you the marks of 
her, the colour of her hair, complexion, 
height, age, with warrant of her virginity ; 
and cry ‘ He that will give most shall 
have her first.’ Such a maidenhead were 
no cheap thing, if men were as they have 
been. Get this done as I command you. 
Boult. Performance shall follow. {Exit. 
Mar. Alack that Leonine was so slack, 
so slow ! 

He should have struck, not spoke; or 
that these pirates, 

Not enough barbarous, had not o’erboard 
thrown me 

For to seek my mother! 

Bawd. Why lament you, pretty one ? 
Mar. That I am pretty. 

Bawd. Come, the gods have done their 
part in you. 

Mar. I accuse them not. 

Bawd. You are light into my hands, 
where you are like to live. 

Mar. The more my fault 
To scape his hands where I was like to 
die. 


Bawd. Ay, and you shall live in 
pleasure. 

Mar. No. 

Bawd. Yes, indeed shall you, and 
taste gentlemen of all fashions : you shall 
fare well ; you shall have the difference 
of all complexions. What ! do you stop 
your ears ? 

Mar. Are you a woman ? 

Baivd. What would you have me be, 
an I be not a woman ? 

AIa7'. An honest woman, or not a 
woman. 

Bawd. Marry, whip thee, gosling : 1 
think I shall have something to do with 
you. Come, you’re a young foolish sap- 
Ihig, and must be bowed as I would have 
you. 

Mar. The gods defend me ! 

Bawd. If it please the gods to defend 
you by men, then men must comfort you, 
men must feed you, men must stir you up. 
Boult’s returned. 

Re-cfzter Boult. 

Now, sir, hast thou cried her through the 
market ? 

Boult. I have cried her almost to the 
number of her hairs ; I have drawn her 
picture with my voice. 

Bawd. And I prithee tell me, how 
dost thou find the inclination of the people, 
especially of the younger sort ? 

Boult. ’Faith, they listened to me as 
they would have heaikened'to their father’s 
testament. There was a Spaniard’s 
mouth so watered, that he went to bed 
to her very description. 

Bawd. We shall have him here to- 
morrow with his best ruff on. 

Botilt. To-night, to-night. But, mis- 
tress, do you know the French knight 
that cowers i’ the hams ? 

Bawd. Who, Monsieur Veroles ? 

Boult. Ay, he: he offered to cut a 
caper at the proclamation ; but he made 
a groan at it, and swore he would see 
her to-morrow. 

Bawd, Well, well; as for him, he 
brought his disease hither : here he does 
but repair it. I know he will come in 
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our shadow, to scatter his crowns in the 
sun. 

Boult. Well, if we had of every nation 
a traveller, we should lodge them with 
this sign. 

Baivd. [7b Mar.'\ Pray you, come 
hither awhile. You have fortunes com- 
ing upon you. Mark me: you must 
seem to do that fearfully which you com- 
mit willingly, despise profit where you 
have most gain. To weep that you live 
as ye do makes pity in your lovers: 
seldom but that pity begets you a good 
opinion, and that opinion a mere profit. 

Mar. I understand you not. 

Boult. O, take her home, mistress, 
take her home: these blushes of hc^s 
must be quenched with some present 
practice. 

Baivd. Thou sayest true, i’ faith, so 
they must; for your bride goes to that 
with shame which is her way to go with 
wairant. 

Boult. ’Faith, some do, and some do 
not. But, mistress, if I have bargained 
for the joint, — 

Bawd. Thou mayst cut a morsel off 
the spit. 

Boult. I may so. 

Bawd, Who should deny it ? Come, 
young one, I like the manner of your 
garments well. 

Boult. Ay, by my faith, they shall not 
be changed yet. 

Bawd. Boult, spend thou that in the 
town: report what a sojourner we have; 
you’ll lose nothing by custom. When 
nature framed this piece, she meant thee 
a good turn ; therefore say what a para- 
gon she is, and thou hast the harvest out 
of thine own report. 

Boult. I warrant you, mistress, thunder 
shall not so awake the beds of eels as my 
giving out her beauty stir up the lewdly- 
inclined. I’ll bring home some’ to- 
night. 

Bawd. Come your ways ; follow me. 

Ma7\ If fires be hot, knives sharp, or 
waters deep, 

Untied I still my virgin knot will keep. 
Diana, aid my purpose ! 


Barwd. What have we to do with Diana? 
Pi ay you, will you go with us ? \Exeitut. 

Scene III. Tarsus. A room in 
Cleon's house. 

Enter Cleon and Dionyza. 

Dion. Why, are you foolish? Can it 
be undone ? 

Cle. O Dionyza, such a piece of 
slaughter 

The sun and moon ne’er look’d upon ! 

Dion. I think 

You’ll turn a child again. 

Cle. Were I chief lord of all this spacious 
world, 

I ’Id give it to undo the deed. O lady, 
IVIuch less in blood than virtue, yet a 
princess 

To equal any single crown o’ the earth 
I’ the justice of compare ! O villain 
Leonine ! 

Whom thou hast poison’d too : 

If thou hadst drunk to him, ’t had been 
a kindness 

l^ecoming well thy fact : what canst thou 
say 

When noble Pericles shall demand his 
child ? 

Dion. That she is dead. Nurses arc 
not the fates. 

To foster it, nor ever to preserve. 

She died at night; I’ll say so. Who 
can cross it ? 

Unless you play the pious innocent. 

And for an honest attribute cry out 
‘ She died by foul play.’ 

Cle. O, go to. Well, well, 

Of all the faults beneath the heavens, the 
gods 

Do like this worst. 

Dion. By one of those that think 
The petty wrens of Tarsus will fly hence, 
And open this to Pericles. I do shame 
To think of what a noble strain you are. 
And of how coward a spirit. 

Cle. To such proceeding 

Who ever but his approbation added. 
Though not his prime consent, he did not 
flow 

From honourable sources. 
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Dion. Be it so, then : 

Yet none does know, but you, how she 
came dead, 

Nor none can know. Leonine being 
gone. 

She did distain my child, and stood be- 
tween 

Her and her fortunes : none would look 
on her. 

But cast their gazes on Marina’s face ; 
Whilst ours was blurted at and held a 
malkin 

Not worth the time of day. It pierced 
me thorough; 

And though you call my course unnatural, 
You not your child well loving, yet I 
find 

It greets me as an enterprise of kind- 
ness 

Perform’d to your sole daughter. 

Cle. Heavens forgive it ! 

Dion. And as for Pericles, 

Wliat should he say? We wept after her 
hearse. 

And yet we mourn : her monument 
Is almost finish’d, and her epitaphs 
In glittering golden characters express 
h. general praise to her, and care in us 
At whose expense ’tis done. 

Cle. Thou art like the harpy, 

Which, to betray, dost, with thine angel’s 
face. 

Seize with thine eagle’s talons. 

Dion. You are like one that super- 
stitiously 

Doth swear to the gods that winter kills 
the flics ; 

But yet I know you ’ll do as I advise. 

\Exeunt. 

Scene IV. 

Enter Gower, hefo7'-e the monumeizt of 
Marina at Tarsns. 

Goiv. Thus time we waste, and 
longest leagues make short; 

Sail seas in cockles, have an wish but 
for’t; 

Making, to take your imagination, 

From bourn to bourn, region to 
region. 


By you being pardon’d, we commit no 
crime 

To use one language in each several 
clime 

Where our scenes seem to live. I do 
beseech you 

To learn of me, who stand i’ the gajjs 
to teach you. 

The stages of our story. Pericles 
Is now' again thwarting the w'ayw'ard 
seas. 

Attended on by many a lord and 
knight, 

To see his daughter, all his life’s de- 
light. 

Old Escanes, whom Helicanus late 
■ Advanced in time to great and high 
estate. 

Is left to govern. Bear you it in 
mind, 

Old Helicanus goes along behind. 
Well-sailing ships and bounteous winds 
have brought 

This king to Tarsus, — think his pilot 
thought ; 

So with his steerage shall your thoughts 
grow on, — 

To fetch his daughter home, who first 
is gone. 

Like motes and shadow's see them 
move awhile ; 

Your ears unto your eyes I ’ll reconcile. 

Dumb Show. 

Enter Pericles, at one door., loith all 
Jus ti'aui; Cleon and Dionyza, at 
the othc7\ Cleon shaivs Pericles 
the tojnb; whereat Pericles jnakes 
lamentation, puts on sackcloth, and in 
a mighty passion depai'ts. Then exeunt 
Cleon and Dionyza. 

See how belief may suffer by foul 
show ! 

This borrow’d passion stands for true 
old woe ; 

And Pericles, in sorrow all devour’d, 
With sighs shot through, and biggest 
tears o’ershower’d, 

Leaves Tarsus and again embarks. 
He swears 
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Never to wash his face, nor cut his 
hairs : 

He puts on sackcloth, and to sea. He 
hears 

A tempest, which his mortal vessel 
tears, 

And yet he rides it out. Now please 
you wit 

The epitaph is for Marina writ 

JJy wicked Dionyza. 

\Rcads the inscription on MarincCs 
momnncnf. 

‘ The fairest, sweet’st, and best lies 
here. 

Who wither’d in her spring of year. 

She was of Tyrus the king’s daughter, 

On whom foul death hath made this 
slaughter ; 

Marina was she call’d ; and at her 
birth, 

Thetis, being proud, swallow’d some 
part o’ the earth : 

Therefore the eaith, fearing to be o’ei- 
flow’d, 

Hath Thetis’ birth-child on the heavens 
bestow’d : 

Wherefore she does, and swears she’ll 
never stint, 

Make raging battery upon shoies of 
flint.’ 

No visor docs become black villany 

So well as soft and tender flattery. 

Let Pericles believe his daughter’s 
dead. 

And bear his courses to be ordered 

By Lady Fortune ; while our scene 
must play 

His daughter’s woe and heavy well-a- 
day 

In her unholy service. Patience, 
then, 

And think you now are all in Mytilcne. 

\Exit. 

Scene V. Mytilene, A street before the 
brothel. 

Enter, from the brothel, two Gentlemen, 

First Gent, Did you ever hear the 
like ? 


Sec. Gejif. No, nor never shall do in 
such a place as this, she being once 
gone. 

First Gent. But to have divinity 
preached there ! did you ever dream of 
such a thing ? 

Sec. Gent. No, no. Come, I am for 
no more baw^dy-houscs : shall’s go h<‘ar 
the vestals sing ? 

First Gent. I’ll do any thing now 
that is virtuous ; but I am out of the 
road of rutting for ever. [Exeunt. 

Scene VI. The same. A room in the 
brothel. 

Enter Pandar, Bawd, and Boult. 

Pand. Well, I had rather than twice 
the worth of her she had ne’er come 
here. 

Pa7vd. Fie, fie upon her! she’s able 
to freeze the god Priapus, and undo a 
whole generation. We must either get 
her ravished, or be rid of her. When 
she should do for clients her fitment, 
and do me the kindness of our pro- 
fession, she has me her quirks, her 
reasons, her master reasons, her prayers, 
her knees; that she would make a puri- 
tan of the devil, if he should cheapen a 
kiss of her. 

Boult. ’Faith, I must ravish her, or 
she’ll disfurnish us of all our cavnUers, 
and make our swearers priests. 

Band. Now, the pox upon her green- 
sickness for me ! 

Baivd. ’Faith, there’s no way to be 
rid on’t but by the way to the pox. 
Here comes the Lord Lysimachus dis- 
guised. 

Boult. We should have both lord and 
lown, if the peevish baggage would but 
give way to customers. 

Enter Lysimachus. 

Lys. How now ! How a dozen of 
virginities ? 

Baivd. Now, the gods to bless your 
honour ! 

Boult. I am glad to see your honour 
in good health. 
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Lys. You may so ; ’tis the better for 
you that your resorters stand upon sound 
legs. How now ! wholesome iniquity 
have you that a man may deal withal, 
and defy the surgeon ? 

Ba'ivd. We have here one, sir, if she 
vrould — but there never came her like in 
Mytilene. 

Lys. If she ’Id do the deed of darkness, 
thou wouldst say. 

l^aivd. Your honour knows what ’tii> 
to say well enough. 

lys. Well, call forth, call forth. 

Boult. For flesh and blood, sir, white 
and led, you shall see a rose; and she 
were a rose indeed, if she had but — 

Lys. What, pritliee? 

Botdt. O, sir, I can be modest. 

Lys. That dignifies the renown of a 
bawd, no less than it gives a good report 
to a number to be chaste. {Exit Boult. 

Bawd. Here comes that vFich grows 
to the stalk; never plucked yet, I can 
assure you. 

Be-enier Boult with Marina. 

Is she not a fair creature ? 

lys. ’Faith, she would serve after a 
long voyage at sea. Well, there’s for 
you : leave us. 

Bawd. I beseech your honour, give me 
leave; a word, and I’ll have done pre- 
sently. 

Lys. I beseech you, do. 

Ba7ud. [7h Marhid\ First, I would 
have you note, this is an honourable man. 

Mai\ I desire to find him so, that I 
may worthily note him. 

Bawd. Next, he’s the governor of this 
country, and a man whom I am bound to. 

LLIar. If he govern the country, you 
are bound to him indeed ; but how hon- 
ourable he is in that, I know not. 

Bawd. Pray you, without any more 
virginal fencing, will you use him kindly ? 
He will line your apron with gold. 

Mar. ^Vhat he will do graciously, I 
will thankfully receive. 

Lys. Ha’ you done ? 

Baivd. My lord, she’s not paced yet: 
you must take some pains to work her to 


your manage. Come, we will leave his 
honour and her together. Go thy ways. 
{Exeunt Bazad, Bandar^ and Boult. 
Lys. Now, pretty one, how long have 
you been at this trade ? 

Mar. What trade, sir? 
lys. Why, I cannot name’t but I shall 
offend. 

Mar. I cannot be offended with my 
trade. Please you to name it. 

I^ys. How long have you been of this 
profession ? 

Mar. E’er since I can remember. 

Lys. Did you go to’t so young ? Were 
you a gamester at five or at seven ? 

Mar. Earlier too, sir, if now I be one 
T^ys. W'hy, the house you dwell in 
proclaims you to be a creature of sale. 

Mar. Do you know this house to be a 
place of such resort, and will come into't? 
I hear say you are of honourable parts, 
and arc the governor of this place. 

lys. Why, hath your principal made 
known unto you who I am ? 

Mar. Who is my principal ? 
lys. Why, your herb- woman ; .she that 
sets seeds and roots of shame and iniquity. 
O, you have heard something of my power, 
and so stand aloof for more serious woo- 
ing. But I protest to thee, pretty one, 
my authority shall not see thee, or else 
look friendly upon thee. Come, bring 
me to some private i)lace : come, come. 
Alar. If you were born to honour, show 
it now; 

If put upon you, make the judgement 
good 

That thought you worthy of it. 

Lys. How ’s this ? how' ’s this ? Some 
more; be sage. 

Alar. For me, 

That am a maid, though most ungentle 
fortune 

Have placed me in this sty, where, since 
I came, 

Diseases have been sold dearer than physic, 
O, that the gods 

Would set me free from this unhallow’d 
place, 

Though they did change me to the meanest 
bird 
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That flies i’ the purer air ! 

Lys, I did not think 

Thou couldst have spoke so well; ne’er 
dream’d thou couldst. 

Had I brought hither a corrupted mind, 
Thy speech had alter’d it. Mold, here's 
gold for thee : 

l^ersever in that clear way thou goest, 
And the gods strengthen thee ! 

Mar. The good gods preserve you ! 
Lys. For me, Ije }’ou thoughten 
That I came with no ill intent; for to 
me 

The very doors and windows savour vilely. 
Fare thee well. Thou art a piece of 
virtue, and 

I doubt not but thy training hath beeji 
noble. 

Hold, here’s more gold for thee. 

A curse upon him, die he like a thief, 
That robs thee of thy goodness ! If thou 
dost 

Hear from me, it shall be for thy good. 
Re-enter BoULT. 

Bonlt. I beseech your hon.mr, one 
piece for me. 

Lys. Avaunt, thou damuod door- 
keeper ! 

Your house, but for this virgin that doth 
prop it, 

Would sink and overwhelm you. Away ! 

\^EjC7t. 

Bonlt. How’s this? We must take 
another course with you. If your peevish 
chastity, which is not worth a breakfast 
in the cheapest country under the cope, 
shall undo a whole household, let me be 
gelded like a spaniel. Come your ways. 
Mai'. Whither would you have me ? 
Boult. I must have your maidenhead 
taken off, or the common hangman ‘^hall 
execute it. Come your ways. We’ll 
have no more gentlemen driven away. 
Come your ways, I say. 

Re-enter Bawd, 

Bawd. How now ! what ’s the matter ? 
Botilt. Worse and worse, mistress ; she 
has here spoken holy words to the Lord 
Lysiniachus, 


Bawd. O abominable ! 

Boult. She makes our profession as it 
were to stink afore the face of the 
gods. 

Bawd. Marry, hang her up for ever ! 
Boult. The nobleman would have dealt 
with her like a nobleman, and she sent 
him away as cold as a snowball ; sayi’ .g 
his prayers too. 

Bawd. Boult, take her away; use her 
at thy pleasure : crack the glass of her 
virginity, and make the rest malleable. 

Boult. An if she were a thornier piece 
of ground than she is, she shall be 
ploughed. 

Mar. Hark, hark, you gods \ 

Bawd. She conjures : away with her ! 
W’’ould she had never come within my 
doors! Marry, hang you! She’s born 
to undo us. Will you not go the way of 
women-kind ? Marry, come up, my dish 
of chastity with rosemary and bays ! 

\Ea it. 

Boult. Come, mistress ; come your 
ways willi me. 

Mar. W'hither wilt thou have me ? 
Boult. To lake from you the jewel you 
hold so dear. 

Mar. Prithee, tell me one thing first. 
Boult. Come now, your one thing. 
JMar. What canst thou wish thine 
enemy to be ? 

Botilt. Why, I could wish him to be 
my master, or rather, my mistress. 

Mar. Neither of these are so bad as 
thou art. 

Since they do better thee in their com- 
mand. 

Thou hold’st a place, for which the 
pained’st fiend 

Of hell would not in reputation change : 
Thou art the damned doorkeeper to every 
Coistrel that comes inquiring for his 
Tib; 

To the choleric fisting of every rogue 
Thy ear is liable ; thy food is such 
As hath been belch’d on by infected 
lungs. 

Boult. What would you have me do ? 
go to the wars, would you ? where a man 
may serve seven years for the loss of a 
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leg, and have not money enough in the 
end to buy him a wooden one? 

Mar. Do any thing but this thou doest. 
Empty 

Old receptacles, or common shores, of 
filth; 

Serve by indenture to the common hang- 
man : 

Any of these ways are yet better than 
this ; 

For what thou professest, a baboon, could 
he speak, 

Would own a name too dear. O, that 
the gods 

Would safely deliver me from this 
place ! 

Here, here’s gold for thee. 

If that thy master would gain by me, 
rroclaim that I can sing, weave, sew, 
and dance, 

With other virtues, which I'll keep from 
boast ; 

And I will undertake all these to teach. 

I doubt not but this populous city will 
Yield many scholars. 

Boidt. But can you teach all this you 
speak of? 

Mar. Prove that I cannot, take me 
home again, 

And prostitute me to the basest groom 
That doth frequent your house. 

B 01 ill. Well, I will see what I can do 
for thee : if I can place thee, I will. 

JMar. But amongst honest women. 
Boult. ’Faith, my acquaintance lies 
little amongst them. But since my 
master and mistress have bought you, 
there’s no going but by their consent: 
therefore I will make them acquainted 
with your purpose, and I doubt not but 
I shall find them tractable enough. Come, 
I’ll do for thee what I can; come your 
ways. \Exemit. 

ACT V. 

Enter Gower. 

Gow. Marina thus the brothel ’scapes, 
and chances 

Into an honest house, our story says. 


She sings like one immortal, and she 
dances 

As goddess-like to her admired lays ; 

Deep clerks she dumbs; and with her 
neeld composes 

Nature’s own shape, of bud, bird, branch, 
or berry, 

That even her art sisters the natural roses ; 

Her inkle, silk, twin with the rubied 
cherry : 

That pupils lacks she none of noble race, 

Who pour their bounty on her ; and her 
gain 

She gives the cursed bawd. Here we her 
place ; 

And to her father turn our thoughts again, 

Where we left him, on the sea. We 
there him lost ; 

Whence, driven before the winds, he is 
arrived 

Here where his daughter dwells ; and on 
this coast 

Suppose him now at anchor. The city 
strived 

God Neptune’s annual feast to keep : from 
w^hence 

Lysimachus our Tyrian ship espies, 

His banners sable, trimm’d with rich ex- 
pense ; 

And to him in his barge with fervour hies. 

In your suiq)osing once more put your 
sight 

Of heavy Pericles ; think this his bark : 

Where what is done in action, more, if 
might, 

.Shall be discover’d; please you, sit and 
hark. \Exit. 

Scene I. On board Pericles^ ship, off 
Mytilene. A close pavilion on deck,' 
with a curtain before it ; Pericles with- 
in it, reclined on a couch. A bcu'ge 
lying beside the Tyrian vessel. 

Enter hvo Sailors, one belonging to the 
Tyrian vessel, the other to the barge ; 
to them Helicanus. 

Tyr. Sail. [ 7 h the Sailor of Mytilene'] 
Where is lord Helicanus? he can 
resolve you. 

O, here he is. 
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Sir, there’s a barge put off from Mytilene, 

And in it is Lysimachus the governor, 

Who craves to come aboard. What is 
your will ? 

Hel. That he have his. Call up some 
gentlemen. 

Tyr. Sail. Ho, gentlemen ! my lord 
calls. 

Enter izvo or three Gentlemen. 

First Ge7iL Doth your lordshii^ call ? 

HeL Gentlemen, there’s some of worth 
would come aboard ; 

I pray ye, greet them fairly. 

\Tke Genilcinen and the two Sailors 
descend, and go 07t hoa7‘d the barge. 

E7iter, f 7-0771 the7ice, Lysimachus a7*d 

Lords; with the Gentlemen a7td the 

two Sailors. 

Tyr. Sail. Sir, 

This is the man that can, in aught you 
would, 

Resolve you. 

Lys. Hail, reverend sir ! the gods 
preserve you ! 

Hel. And you, sir, to outlive the age 
I am. 

And die as I would do. 

Lys. You wish me well. 

Being on shore, honouring of Neptune’s 
triumphs. 

Seeing this goodly vessel ride before 
us, 

I made to it, to know of whence you 
arc. 

Hel. P'irst, what is your place? 

I^ys. I am the governor of this place 
you lie before. 

Hel. Sir, 

Our vessel is of Tyre, in it the king; 

A^man who for this three months hath 
not spoken 

To any one, nor taken sustenance 

But to prorogue his grief. 

Lys. Upon what ground is his dis- 
temperature ? ^ 

Hel. ’Twould be too tedious to re- 
peat; 

But the main grief springs from the loss 

Of a beloved daughter and a wife. 

VOL. III. 


Lys. May we not see him ? 

Hel. You may; 

But bootless is your sight : he will not 
speak 
To any. 

Lys. Yet let me obtain my wish. 

Ilel. Behold him. {IWicles dis€ove7'cd.\ 
This was a goodly peison, 

Till the disaster that, one mortal 
night. 

Drove him to this. 

Lys. Sir king, all hail ! the gods pre- 
serve you I 
Hail, royal sir ! 

Hel. It is in vain ; he will not speak 
to you. 

Fh'st Lo7-d. Sir, 

We have a maid in Mytilene, I durst 
wager, 

Would win some words of him. 

Lys. ’Tis well bethought. 

She questionless with her sweet har- 
mony 

And other chosen attractions, would 
alluie, 

And make a batteiy through his deafen’d 
parts. 

Which now aie midway slopp’d; 

She is all happy as the fairest of all. 

And, with her fellow maids, is now 
upon 

The leafy shelter that abuts against 
The island’s side. \^lVhisfe7's a Lo7'd, who 
goes off /;/ the barge of Lyswiachns. 

Ilel. Sure, all ’s effectless ; yet nothing 
we’ll omit 

That bears recovery’s name. But, since 
your kindness 

We have stretch’d thus far, let us beseech 
you 

That for our gold we may provision 
have. 

Wherein we are not destitute for want. 
But weary for the staleness. 

Lys. O, sir, a courtesy 

AVhich if we should deny, the most just 
gods 

For every graff would send a cater- 
pillar. 

And so afflict our province. Yet once 
more 

2 I 
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Let me entreat to know at large the 
cause 

Of your king’s sorrow. 

I Tel. Sit, sir, I will recount it to 
you : 

But, see. T am prevented. 

Rc-inier^ from the har^c^ Lord, 7vit1i 
Marina, and a yoimg Lady. 

Lys. O, here is 

The lady that I sent for. Welcome, fair 
one ! 

Ib’t not a goodly presence? 

IIcL She’s a gallant lady. 

Lys, She’s such a one, that, were I 
well assured 

Came of a gentle kind and noble stock, 

I ’Id uish no better choice, and think me 
rarely wed. 

Fair one, all goodness that consists in 
bounty 

Expect even here, where is a kingly 
patient : 

If that thy prosperous and artificial feat 

Can draw him but to answer thee in 
aught. 

Thy sacred physic shall receive such pay 

As thy desires can wish. 

lilar. Sir, I will use 

My utmost skill in his recovery. 

Provided 

That none but I and my companion 
maid 

JBe suffer'd to come near him. 

Ly^. Come, let us leave her ; 

And the gods make her prosperous ! 

^Marina sings, 

Lys, Mark’d he your music ? 

Jl/ar, No, nor look’d on us. 

Lys, See, she will speak to him. 

Liar. Hail, sir! my lord, lend ear. 

Per, Hum, ha! 

Mar, I am a maid, 

My lord, that ne’er before invited 
eyes. 

But have been gazed on like a comet: 
she speaks, 

My lord, that, may be, hath endured a 
grief 

Might equal yours, if both were justly 
weigh’d. 


Though w^ayward fortune did malign my 
state, 

IMy derivation was from ancestors 

Who stood equivalent with mighty kings ; 

But time hath rooted out my parent- 
age, 

And to the world and awkward casual- 
ties 

Bound me in servitude. \Asidc\ I will 
desist ; 

But there is something glows upon my 
cheek, 

And whispers in mine ear ‘ Go not till he 
speak.’ 

Per, My fortunes — parentage — good 
parentage — 

To equal mine ! — was it not thus ? wdiat 
say you ? 

Mar, I said, my lord, if you did know 
my parentage, 

You would not do me violence. 

Per, I do think so. Pray you, turn 
your eyes upon me. 

You are like something that — What 
countrywoman ? 

Here of these shores ? 

Mar, No, nor of any shores : 

"S'et I was mortally brought forth, and am 

No other than I appear. 

Per, I am great with woe, and shall 
deliver weeping. 

My dearest wife was like this maid, and 
such a one 

My daughter might have been : my 
queen’s square brows ; 

Her stature to an inch; as wand-like 
straight ; 

As silver-voiced ; her eyes as jewel-like 

And cased as richly; in pace another 
Juno; 

Who starves the eais she feeds, and 
makes them hungry. 

The more she gives them speech. Where 
do you live ? 

Mar, Where I am but a stranger: 
from the deck 

I You may discern the place. 

i Pe>\ Where were you bred ? 

And how achieved you these endowments, 
which 

You make more rich to owe ? 
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Mar. If I should tcil my history, it 
A\ould seem 

Like lies disdain’d in the rcportini^. 

Per. Prithee, speak : 

Falseness cannot come from thee; for 
thou look’st 

Modest as Justice, and thou seem’st a 
jialacc 

For the crown'd Truth to dwell in: I 
will believe thee. 

And make my senses credit thy 1 elation 

To points that seem impossible; for thou 
look’st 

Like one I loved indeed. M'hat were 
thy fnends? 

Didst thou not say, when 1 did push thee 
back — • 

Which was when I perceived thee — that 
thou earnest 

Flora good descending? 

Mar. So indeed I did. 

Per, Peport thy parentage. I think 
tliou said'st 

Thou bad's! been toss'd from wrong to 
injury, 

And that thou thought’st thy griefs 
might ecpial mine. 

If both were open’d. 

Mar. Some such thing 

I saul, and said no more but what my 
thoughts 

Did warrant me nas likely. 

Per. Tell thy story; 

If thine consider’d prove the thousandth 
piart 

Of my endurance, thou art a man, and I 

Have suffer’d like a girl: yet thou dost 
look 

Like Patience gazing on kings’ graves, 
and smiling 

Extremity out of act. What were thy 
friends ? 

How lost thou them ? Thy name, my 
most kind virgin ? 

Recount, I do beseech thee : come, sit 
by me. 

Mar. My name is Marina. 

^er. O, I am mock’d, 

And thou by some incensed god sent 
hither 

To make the world to laugh at me. 


^^^ar. Patience, good sir, 

( )r here I ’ll cease. 

y’r. Nay, I'll be patient. 

Thou little know'st how thou dost startle 
me, 

To call thyself Marina. 

A/ar. The name 

Was given me by one that had soiue 
] lower. 

My father, and a king. 

J\'r. How! a king’s daughter ? 

And call’d Marina? 

A/aj\ You said you would believe 
me; 

But, not to be a troubler of your peace, 

I will end here. 

JW. But are 5^1 fle-'.h and blood? 
Have you a working pulse? and are no 
fairy ? 

Motion ! Well ; speak on. Where were 
you born ^ 

And vvherefoie call’d Marina? 

A/ar. Call’d Marina 

l''or I wrs born at sea. 

IW. At sea ! what mother ? 

Alaj'. My mother was the daughter of 
a king ; 

Who died tlie minute I was born, 

As my good nurse Lychorida hath oft 
Deliver'd weejiing. 

7 Vr. O, stop then' a little ! 

{Ai?de\ This is the rarest dream l^at e’er 
dull sleep 

Did mock sad fools withal: this cannot 
be; 

My daughter’s buried. Well: wdiere 
w'ere you bred ? 

I ’ll hear you more, to the bottom of your 
story, 

And never interru])! you. 

Mar. You scorn : believe me, 'tw^ere 
best I did give o’er. 

Per. I will i)elieve you by the syl- 
labic 

Of w^hat you shall deliver. Yet, give me 
leave : 

How came you in these parts ? where 
were you bred ? 

A/ar. The king my father did in 
Tarsus leave me; 

Till cruel Cleon, with his wicked wife, 
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Did see^’T to murder me : and having 
woo’d 

A villain to attempt it, who having drawn 
to do’t, 

A crew of pirates came and rescued 
me ; 

Brought me to Mytilene. But, good 
sir, 

Whither wdll you have me? Why do 
you weep ? It may be. 

You think me an impostor: no, good 
faith ; 

I am the daughter to King Pericles, 

It good King Pericles be. 

Per. Ho, Ilelicanus! 

Hd, Calls my lord ? 

Per. Thou art a grave and noble 
counbolhjr, 

Most wise in general : tell me, if thou 
canst. 

What this maid is, or what is like to 
be. 

That thus hath made me weep? 

Ild. I know not; but 

Here is the regent, sir, of Mytilene 
Speaks nobly of her. 

Lys. She would never tell 

Her ]jarentagc ; being demanded that, 
She would sit still and weep. 

Per. O Ilelicanus, strike me, honour’d 
sir; 

Give me a gash, put me to present 
pain ; 

Lest this great sea of joys lushing upon 
me 

O’erbear the sliorcs of my mortality. 

And drown me with their sweetness. O, 
come hither. 

Thou that beget’st him that did thee 
beget ; 

Thou that wast bom at sea, buried at 
Tarsus, 

And found at sea again ! O Heli- 
canus, 

Down on thy knees, thank the holy gods 
as loud 

As thunder threatens us : this is Marina. 
What was thy mother’s name ? tell me 
but that, 

For truth can never be confirm’d enough, 
Though doubts did ever sleep. 


Mar. First, sir, I pray. 

What is your title ? 

Per. I am Pericles of Tyre: but tell 
me now 

My drown’d queen’s name, as in the rest 
you said 

Thou hast been godlike perfect, 

iThe heir of kingdoms and anothci 
like 

To Pericles thy father. 

Mar. Is it no more to be your 
daughter than 

To say my mother’s name was Thaisa? 

Thaisa was my mother, who did end 

Tlie minute I began. 

Pet'. Now, blessing on thee! rise; 
»- thou art my child. 

Give me fresh garments. Mine own, 
Helicanus ; 

She is not dead at Tarsus, as she should 
have been. 

By savage Cleon : she shall tell thee 
all; 

When thou shalt kneel, and justify in 
knowledge 

She is thy very princess. Who is 
this ? 

ird. Sir, ’tis the governor of Myti- 
lenc. 

Who, hearing of your melancholy state, 

Did come to see you. 

Per. I embrace you. 

(jiive me my robes. I am wild in my 
beholding. 

O heavens bless my girl 1 But, hark, 
w'hat music ? 

Tell Helicanus, my IVJarina, tell him 

O’er, point by point, for yet he seems to 
doubt. 

How sure you are my daughter. But,' 
what music ? 

Ilel. My lord, I hear none. 

Per. None ! 

The music of the spheres ! List, my 
Marina. 

Lys. It is not good to cross him ; give 
him way. 

Pei'. Rarest sounds ! Do ye not 
hear? 

Lys. My lord, I hear. [Music. 

Per. Most heavenly music ! 
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It nips me unto listening, and thick 
slumber 

Hangs upon mine eyes : let me rest. 

{Sleeps. 

Lys. A pillow for his head : 

So, leave him all. Well, my companion 
friends, 

If this but answer to my just belief, 

I ’ll well remember you. 

{Exmnt all but Pericles. 

Diana appears to Pericles as in a 
vision. 

Dia. My temple stands in Ephesus: 
hie thee thither, 

And do upon mine altar sacrifice. 

There, when my maiden priests are mU 
together, 

Before the people all. 

Reveal how thou at sea didst lose thy 
wife : 

To mourn thy crosses, with thy daughter’s, 
call 

And give them repetition to the life. 

Or perform my bidding, or thou livest in 
woe; 

Do it, and happy ; by my silver bow ! 

Awake, and tell thy dream. 

{Disappears. 

Per. Celestial Dian, goddess argen- 
tine, 

I will obey thee. Ilelicaiiiis ! 

Re-enter Helicanus, Lysimaciius, and 
Marina. 

Hel. Sir ? 

Per. My pur^iose was for Tarsus, there 
to strike 

The inhospitable Cleon; but I am 

For other service first : toward Ephesus 

Turn our blown sails; eftsoons I’ll tell 
thee why, 

{To Lysimaclms'] Shall we refresh us, sir, 
upon your shore. 

And give you gold for such piovision 

As our intents will need ? 

Lys. Sir, 

With all my heart; and, when you come 
ashore, 

I have another suit. 


Per. You shall prevail, 

Were it to woo my daughter ; for it 
seems 

You have been noble towards her. 

Lys. Sir, lend me your arm. 

Per. Come, my IMarina. {Exeunt. 

Scene II. Enter Gower, before the 
temple Diana at Ephems. 

Goio. Now our sands are almost 
run ; 

More a little, and- then dumb. 

This, my last boon, give me, 

For such kindness must relieve me, 
That you aptly will suppose 
What pageantry, wdiat feats, what 
shoW'S, 

What minstrelsy, and pretly din. 

The regent made in Mytilene 
To greet the king. So he thrived, 
That he is promised to be w'ived 
To firir Marina; but in no wdse 
Till he had done his saciifice, 

As Dian bade: whereto being bound. 
The interim, jiray you, all confound. 

In feathci’d biiefness sails arc filTd, 
And wdshes fall out as they’re will’d. 
At Ei)hesus, the temple sec, 

Our king and all his company. 

I'hat he can hither come so soon, 

Is by your fancy’s thankful doom. 

{Exit. 

Scene III. The temple of Diana at 
Ephesus ; Thais A standing 77 ear the 
altar, as high pi icstess ; a number of 
Virgins on each iide ; Cerimon and 
other Inhabitants of Ephesus ait end - 
ing. 

Enter Pericles, loith his train ; Lysi- 
machus, Helicanus, IMarina, and 
a Lady. 

Per. Hail, Dian! to perform thy just 
command, 

I here confess myself the king of 
Tyre ; 

Who, frighted fiom my counti-y, did 
wed 

At Pentapolis the fair Thaisa. 
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At sea ill childbed died she, but brought 
forth 

A maid -child call'd Manna; who, O 
goddess, 

Wears yet thy silver livery. She at 
Tarsus 

Was nursed with Cleon ; who at fourteen 
years 

He sought to murder: but her better 
stars 

Brought her to Mytilcne; ’gainst whose 
shore 

Riding, her foi tunes brought the maid 
aboard us, 

Where, by her own most clear remem- 
brance, she 

Made known herself my daughter. 

Thai, Voice and favour ! 

You are, you are — O royal rericles ! 

\ Faints. 

Per. Wliat means the niiii ? she dies ! 
help, gentlemen ! 

Cer. Noble sir 

If you have told Diana’s altar true, 

This is your wife. 

Per. Reverend appearcr, no; 

I threw her overboard with these very 
arms. 

Cer. Upon this coast, I warrant you. 

Per. ’Tis most certain. 

Cer. I.ook to the lady; O, she’s but 
o’erjoy’d. 

Early in blustering morn this lady w'as 

Thrown upon this shore. I oped the 
coffin, 

Found there rich jewels; recover’d her, 
and placed her 

Here in Diana’s temple. 

Per. May we see them ? 

Cer. Great sir, they shall be brought 
you to my house, 

Whither I invite you. Look, Thaisa is 

Recovered. 

'JViai. O, let me look ! 

If he be none of mine, my sanctity 

Will to my sense bend no licentious 
ear. 

But curb it, spite of seeing. O, my 
lord, 

Are you not Pericles? Like him you 
spake. 


Like him you aie: did you not name a 
tempest, 

A bii th, and death ? 

Per. The v(nce of dead Thaisa ! 

Thai. That Thaisa am I, supposed 
dead 

And drown'd. 

I^er. Immortal Dian ! 

Thai. Now I know you better. 

When w’^e wdlh tears parted Penta- 
polis. 

The king my father gave you such a 
ring. \.Sho7vs a ring. 

Per. This, this : no more, you gods ! 
your present kindness 

Makes my past miseries sports: you shall 
. do well. 

That on the touching of her lips I 
may 

Melt and no more be seen. O, come, 
be buried 

A second time within these arms. 

i\rar. My heart 

Leaps to be gone into my molhei’s 
bosom. [JOieeis to Thaisa. 

Per. Look, who kneels here ! Flesh 
of thy flesh, Thaisa; 

Thy burden at the sea, and call’d Marina 

For she was yielded there. 

Thai. Blest, and mine own ! 

lid. Flail, madam, and my queen ! 

Thai. I know you not. 

Per. You have heard me say, wdien I 
did fly from Tyre, 

I left behind an ancient substitute : 

Can you remember what I call’d the 
man ? 

I have named him oft. 

Thai. ’Twas Helicanus then. 

Per. Still confirmation : 

Embrace him, dear Thaisa; this is he. 

Now do I long to hear how you were 
found ; 

How possibly preserved ; and who to 
thank. 

Besides the gods, for this great miracle. 

Thai. Lord Cerimon, my lord; this 
man. 

Through whom the gods have shown 
their power ; that can 

From first to last resolve you. 
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Per. Reverend sir, 

The gods can have no mortal officer 

More like a god than you. Will you 
deliver 

How this dead queen re-lives ? 

Cer. I \Nill, my lord. 

Beseech you, first go with me to my 
house, 

Where shall be shown you all was found 
with her; 

How she came placed here in the temple; 

No needful thing omitted. 

Per, Pure Dian, bless thee for thy 
vision ! I 

Will offer night-oblations to thee. Thaisa, 

This prince, the fair -betrothed of your 
daughter, , 

Shall marry her at Pcntapolis. And 
now, 

This ornament 

JMakes me look dismal will I clip to 
form ; 

And what this fourteen years no razor 
touch’d, 

To grace thy marriage-day. I’ll beautify. 

Thai. Lord Cerimon hath letters of 
good credit, sir, 

My father’s dead. 

Per. Heavens make a star of him ! 
Yet there, my queen. 

We’ll celebrate their nuptials, and our- 
selves 

Will in that kingdom spend our following 
days : 

Our son and daughter shall in Tyrus 
reign. 

Lord Cerimon, we do our longing stay 


To hear the rest untold: sir, lead’s the 
way. [Exeunt. 

Enter Gower. 

G(nu. In Antiochiis and his daughter 
you have heaid 

Of monstrous lust the due and just 
reward : 

In Pericles, his queen and daughter, 
seen. 

Although assail’d with fortune fierce 
and keen, 

Virtue preseived from fell destruction’s 
blast. 

Led on by heaven, and crown’d wdth 
joy at last : 

In Helicanus may you w'ell descry 

A figure of truth, of faith, of loyalty: 

In reverend Cerimon there w^ell ap- 
pears 

The W’orth that learned charity aye 
W'ears : 

For wicked Cleon and his wife, when 
fame 

Had spiead their cursed deed, and 
honour’d name 

Of Pericles, to rage the city turn, 

That him and his they in his palace 
burn; 

The gods for murder seemed so con- 
tent 

To punish them; although not done, 
but meant. 

So, on your patience evermore at- 
tending, 

New joy w’ait on you ! Here our 
play has ending. [Exit, 
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TO THE 

RIGHT HONOURABLE HENRY WRIOTHESLY, 

EAKL OF SOUTHAMPTON, AND BARON OF TICHFIELD, 

Right Honourable, 

I KNOW not how I shall offend in dedicating my unpolished lines to your 
lordship, nor how the w orld ill censure me for choosing so strong a prop to support so 
weak a burden : only, if your honour seem but ]>leased, I account myself highly praised, 
and A ow to take advantage of all idle hours, till I have honoured > on with some graver 
labour. But if the first heir of my invention prove deformed, I shall be sorry it had so 
noble a god-fathe‘r, and never after ear so barren a land, for fear it yield me still so bad 
a harvest. I leave it to your honourable survey, and your honour to your heart's 
content ; which I wish may always answer your own wish and the world’s hopeful 
expectation. 

Your honour’s m all duty, 

William Shakespeare. 


Even as the sun with purplc-colour’d face 

Had ta’eii his last leave of the weeping 
morn, 

Rose-chcek’d Adonis hied him to the 
chase ; 

Hunting he loved, but love he laugh’d to 
scorn ; 

Sick-thoughted Venus makes amain 
unto him, 

And like a bold-faced suitor ’gins to 
woo him. 

‘ Thrice-fairerthan myself,’ thus shebegan, 

‘ The field’s chief flower, sweet above 
compare, 

Stain to all nymphs, more lovely than a 
man. 

More white and red than doves or roses 
are ; lo 

Nature that made thee, with herself at 
strife, 

Saith that the world hath ending with 
thy life. 


‘Vouchsafe, thou wonder, to alight thy 
steed, 

And rein his proud head to the saddle-bow ; 

If thou wilt deign this favour, for thy 
meed 

A thousand honey secrets shalt thou know : 

Here come and sit, where never serpent 
hisses, 

And being set. I’ll smother thee with 
kisses ; 

‘ And yet not cloy thy lips with loathed 
satiety, 

But rather famish them amid their 
plenty, 20 

Making them red and pale with fresh 
variety, 

Ten kisses short as one, one long as 
twenty : 

A summer’s day will seem an hour but 
short. 

Being wasted in such time-beguiling 
sport. ’ 
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With this ibheseizeth on his sweating i)alin. 
The precedent of pith and livelihood, 
And trembling in her passion, calls it 
balm, 

Earth’s sovereign salve to do a goddess 
good : 

Being so enraged, desire doth lend 
her force 

Courageously to pluck him from his 
horse. 30 

Over one arm the lusty courser’s rein, 
Under her other was the tender boy. 

Who blush’d and pouted in a dull disdain. 
With leaden appetite, unapt to toy ; 

She red and hot as coals of glowing 
fire, . 

He red for shame, but fiosty in desire. 

The studded bridle on a ragged bough 
Nimbly she fastens; — O, how quidv is 
love ! — 

The steed is stalled up, and even now 
To tie the rider she begins to inove: 40 
Backward she push’(l him, as she would 
be thrust, 

And govern’d him in strength, though 
not in lust. 

So soon was she along as he was down, 
Each leaning on their elbows and their 
hips : 

Now doth she stroke his cheek, now doth 
he frown. 

And ’gins to chide, but soon she stops 
his lips ; 

And kissing speaks, with lustful language 
broken, 

‘ If thou wilt chide, thy lips shall never 
open.’ 

He burns with bashful shame: she with 
her tears 

Doth quench the maiden burning of his 
cheeks ; 50 

Then with her windy sighs and golden 
hairs 

To fan and blow them dry again she seeks : 
He saith she is immodest, blames her 
’miss ; 

What follows more she murders with 
a kiss. j 


! Even as an empty eagle, sharp by fast, 
Tires with her beak on feathers, flesh and 
bone, 

Shaking her wings, devouring all in 
haste, 

Till cither gorge be stuff’d or prey be 
gone; 

Even so she kissed his brow, his cheek, 
his chin. 

And wheie she ends she doth anew 
begin. 60 

Forced to content, but never to obey, 
Banting he lies and breatheth in her 
face; 

She feedeth on the steam as on a prey, 
And calls it heavenly moisture, air of 
pace; 

Wishing her cheeks were gardens full 
of lloweis, 

So they were dew’d with such distilling 
showers. 

lyook, how a bird lies tangled in a net, 

So flisten'd in her arms Adonis lies ; 

Pure shame and awed resistnnee made 
him fret, 

Which bred more beauty in his angry 
eyes : 70 

Rain added to a river that is rank 
I’erforce will force it overflow^ the bank. 

Still she entreats, and prettily entreats, 
Ft)!' to a pretty ear she tunes her talc ; 
Still is he sullen, still he lours and frets, 
’Twixt ciimson shame and anger ashy- 
pale : 

Being red, she loves him best ; and 
being w'hite, 

Her best is better’d with a more 
delight. 

Look how he can, she cannot choose but 
love ; 79 

And by her fair immortal hand she swears, 
From his soft bosom never to remove, 

Till he take truce with her contending 
tears, - 

Which long have rain’d, making her 
cheeks all wet ; 

And one sweet kiss shall pay this 
countless debt. 
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Upon this promise did he raise his chin. 

Like a dive -dapper peering through a 
wave, 

Who, being look’d on, ducks as quickly 
in ; 

So offers he to give what she did crave ; 

But when her lips were ready for his 

He winks, and turns his lips another 
way. 90 

Never did passenger in summer’s heat 

More thirst for drink than she for this 
good turn. 

Her help she sees, but help she cannot 
get; 

She bathes in water, yet her fire must 
burn : 

‘ O, pity,' ’gan she cry, ‘ llint-hearted 
boy I 

'Tis but a kiss I beg; why art thou 
coy ? 

‘ I have been woo’d, as I entreat thee 
now, 

Even by the stern and direful god of 
war, 

Whose sinewy neck in battle ne’er did 
bow, 

Who conquers where he comes in every 
jar ; loo 

Yet hath he been my captive and my 
slave, 

And begg’d for that which thou unask’d 
shalt have. 

‘ Over my altars hath he hung his lance. 

His batter’d shield, his uncontrolled crest, 

And for my sake hath learn’d to sport 
and dance. 

To toy, to wanton, dally, smile and jest. 

Scorning his churlish di um and ensign 
red, 

Making my arms his field, his tent my 
bed. 

‘ Thus he that overruled I oversway’d, 

Leading him prisoner in a red -rose 
chain : no 

Strong-tempered steel his stronger strength 
obey’d, 

Yet was he servile to my coy disdain. 


O, be not proud, nor brag not of thy 
might, 

For mastering her that foil’d the god 
of fight ! 

‘ Touch but my lips with those fair lips 
of thine, — 

Though mine be not so fair, yet are they 
red — 

The kiss shall be thine own as wtU as 
mine. 

What seest thou in the ground ? hold uj) 
thy head : 

Look in mine eye -balls, theie thy 
beauty lies; 

Then vhy not lips on lips, since eyc^ 
, in eyes ? 120 

‘ Art thou ashamed to kiss ? then wink 
again. 

And I will wink; so shall the day seem 
night ; 

Love keeps his revels where there aie 
but twain ; 

Be bold to play, our sport is not in sight : 

These blue-vein’d violets whereon we 
lean 

Never can blab, nor know not what 
W'c mean. 

‘ The tender spring upon thy tempting 

lip 

Shows thee unripe; yet mayst thou w'ell 
be tasted : 

Make use of time, let not advantage slip ; 

Beauty within itself should not be wasted : 

Fair flowers that are not gather’d in 
their prime 131 

Rot and consume themselves in little 
time. 

‘ Were I hard-favour’d, foul, or wrinkled- 
old. 

Ill-nurtured, crooked, churlish, harsh in 
voice, 

O’erworn, despised, rheumatic and cold, 

Thick-sighted, barren, lean and lacking 
juice, 

Then mightst thou pause, for then I 
were not for thee ; 

But having no defects, why dost abhoi 
me? 
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Thou canst not see one wrinkle in my 

^ brow ; 

Mine eyes are gray and blight and quick 
in turning ; 140 

My beauty as the spring doth yearly 
grow, 

My flesh is soft and plump, my marrow 
binning ; 

Tvly smooth moist hand, were it with 
thy hand felt, 

Would in thy palm dissolve, or seem 
to melt. 

‘ Bid me discourse, I will enchant thine 
ear, 

Or, like a fairy, trip upon the green, 

Or, like a nymph, witli long dishevclkd 
hair. 

Dance on the sands, and yet no footing 
seen : 

Love is a spirit all comjiact of fire, 

Not gross to sink, but light, and will 
asiDire. 150 

‘ Witness this primrose bank whereon I 
lie; 

These forceless flowers like sturdy trees 
support me ; 

Two strengthless doves wdll draw me 
through the sky. 

From morn till night, even where I list 
to sport me: 

Is love so light, sweet boy, and may 
it be 

That thou shouldst think it heavy unto 
thee ? 

‘ Is thine own heart to thine own face 
affected ? 

Can thy right hand seize love upon thy 
left? 

Then woo thyself, be of thyself rejected, 

Steal thine own freedom and complain on 
theft. 160 

Narcissus so himself himself forsook, 

And died to kiss his shadow in the 
brook. 

‘ Torches are made to light, jewels to 
w'ear, 

Dainties to taste, fresh beauty for the 
use. 


Herbs for their smell, and sappy plants 
to bear: 

Things grow ing to themselves arc 
growth’s abuse : 

Seeds spring from seeds and beauty 
breedcth beauty; 

Thou w'ast begot ; to get it is thy duty. 

‘ Upon the earth’s increase why shouldst 
thou feed, 

Unless the earth wdth thy increase be 
fed ? 170 

By law of nature thou art bound to breed, 

Thai thine may live when thou thyself 
art dead ; 

And so, in spite of death, thou dost 
survive, 

In that thy likeness still is left alive.’ 

By this the love -sick queen began to 
sweat, 

For where they lay the shadow had foi- 
sook them, 

And Titan, tiled in the mid-day heat, 

With burning eye did hotly overlook 
them ; 

Wishing Adonis had his team to guide, 

So he were like him and by Venus’ 
side. 180 

And now Adonis, with a lazy spiight, 

And with a heavy, dark, disliking eye, 

His louring blows o’crwhelming liF fair 
sight, 

Like misty vapours when they blot the sky, 

Souring his cheeks cries ‘ Fie, no more 
of love ! 

The sun doth burn my face; I must 
remove. ’ 

‘Ay me,’ quoth Venus, ‘young, and so 
unkind ? 

What bare excuses makest thou to be 
gone ! 

I’ll sigh celestial breath, w'hose gentle 
wind 

Shall cool the heat of this descending 
sun : 190 

I’ll make a shadow for thee of my 
hairs ; 

If they burn too, I’ll quench them 
with my tears. 
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‘ The sun that shines from heaven shines 
but warm, 

And, lo, 1 lie between that sun and 
thee : 

The heat I have from thence doth little 
harm, 

Thine eye darts forth the fire that burneth 
me; 

And were I not immortal, life were 
done 

Between this heavenly and earthly sun. 

* Art thou obdurate, flinty, hard as steel, 

Nay, more than flint, for stone at rain 
relent eth ? 200 

Art thou a woman’s son, and canst not 
feel 

What ’tis to love? how want of love 
tormenteth ? 

O, had thy mother borne so hard a 
mind, 

She had not brought forth thee, but 
died unkind. 

‘ What am J, that thou shouldst contemn 
me this? 

Or what great danger dwells upon my 
suit ? 

What were thy lips tlic worse for one 
poor kiss ? 

Speak, fair ; but speak fair words, or else 
be mute : 

Give me one kiss. I’ll give it thee 
again. 

And one for interest, if thou wilt have 
twain. 210 

‘ Fie, lifeless picture, cold and senseless 
stone, 

Well-painted idol, image dull and dead. 

Statue contenting but the eye alone, 

Tiling like a man, but of no woman 
bred ! 

Thou art no man, though of a man’s 
complexion. 

For men will kiss even by their own 
direction. ’ 

This said, impatience chokes her pleading 
tongue. 

And swelling passion doth provoke a 
pause ; 


Red cheeks and fiery eyes blaze forth 
her wTong; 

Being judge in love, she cannot right her 
cause : 220 

And now she weeps, and now she fain 
would speak, 

And now her sobs do her intendments 
break. 

Sometimes she shakes her head and then 
his hand, 

Now gazetli she on him, now on the 
giound ; 

Sometimes her arms infold him like a 
band : 

She would, he will not in her arms be 
bound ; 

And when from thence he struggles to 
be gone, 

She locks her lily fingers one in one. 

‘Fondling,’ she saith, ‘since I have 
hemm’d thee here 

Within the circuit of this ivory pale, 230 

I’ll be a park, and thou shall be my 
deer ; 

Feed where thou wilt, on mountain or in 
dale : 

Graze on my lips; and if those hills 
be diy. 

Stray lower, where the pleasant foun- 
tains lie. 

‘ Within this limit is relief enough. 

Sweet bottom-grass and high delightful 
plain. 

Round rising hillocks, brakes obscure 
and lough, 

To shelter thee from tempest and from 
rain : 

Then be my deer, since I am such a ' 
park ; 

No dog shall rouse thee, though a 
thousand bark.’ 240 

At this Adonis smiles as in disdain, 

That in each cheek appears a pretty 
dimple : 

Love made those hollows, if himself 
were slain, 

He might be buried in a tomb so 
simple ; 
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Foreknowing well, if there he came to 
lie, 

Why, there Love lived and there he 
could not die. 

These lovely caves, these round enchant- 
ing pits, 

Open’d their mouths to swallow Venus’ 
liking. 

Being mad before, how doth she now for 
wits ? 

Struck dead at first, what needs a second 
striking ? 250 

Poor queen of love, in thine own law 
forlorn, 

To love a cheek that smiles at thee in 
scorn ! , 

Now which way shall she turn? what 
shall she say ? 

Her words are done, her woes the more 
increasing ; 

The time is spent, her ol)ject will away, 

And from her twining arms doth urge 
releasing. 

‘ Pity,’ she cries, * some favour, some 
rcmoise !’ 

Aw^ay lie spiings and hasteth to his 
horse. 

But, lo, fiom forth a copse that neigh- 
bours by, 259 

A breeding jennet, lusty, young and proud, 

Adonis’ trampling courser doth espy. 

And forth she rushes, snorts and neighs 
aloud : 

The strong-neck’d steed, being lied 
unto a tree, 

Breaketh his rein, and to her straight 
goes he. 

Imperiously he leaps, he neighs, he 
bounds, 

And now his woven girths he breaks 
asunder ; 

1 he bearing earth with his hard hoof he 
w^ounds, 

Whose hollow womb resounds like 
heaven’s thunder ; 

Theiron bithecrusheth ’tween his teeth. 

Controlling what he was controlled 
with. 270 


His ears up-prick ’d; his braided hanging 
mane 

Upon his compass’d crest now stand on 
end ; 

His nostrils drink the air, and forth 
again. 

As from a furnace, vapoui’S do<h he 
send : 

His eye, which scornfully glisters like 
fire. 

Shows his hot courage and his high 
desire. 

Sometime he trots, as if he told the 
steps. 

With gentle majesty and modest pride; 

Anon he rears upiighl, curvets and leaps, 

As who should say ‘ Lo, thus my strength 
is tried, 280 

And this I do to captivate the eye 

Of the fair breeder that is standing 
by.’ 

What rccketh he his rider’s angry stir, 

His tlaUering ‘Holla,’ or his ‘Stand, I 
say’? 

What cares he now for curb or pricking 
spur ? 

For lich caparisons or trapping gay ? 

He sees his love, and nothing else he 
secs, 

For nothing else with his proud sight 
agrees. 

Look, when a painter would surpass the 
life. 

In limning out a well-proixirtion’d steed, 

Ilis art wdth nature’s workmanship at 
strife, 291 

As if the dead the living should exceed ; 

So did this horse excel a common one 

In shape, in courage, colour, pace and 
bone. 

Round-hoof’d, short -jointed, fetlocks shag 
and long, 

Broad breast, full eye, small head and 
nostril wide. 

High crest, short ears, straight legs and 
passing strong. 

Thin mane, thick tail, broad buttock, 
tender hide : 
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Look, what a horse should have he 
did not lack, 

Save a proud rider on so proud a back. 

Sometime he scuds far off and there he 
stares ; 301 

Anon he starts at stirring of a feather; 

To bid the wind a base lie now prepares. 
And whether he run or fly they know not 
whether ; 

For through his mane and tail the 
high wind sings, 

Fanning tlie hairs, who w^ave like 
feather’d wings. 

He looks upon his love and neighs unto 
her; 

She answers him as if she knew his mind : 
Being proud, as females are, to see him 
woo her. 

She puts on outward strangeness, seems 
unkind, 310 

Spurns at his love and scorns the heat 
he feels, 

Beating his kind embracements w’ith 
her heels. 

Then, like a melancholy malcontent, 
lie vails his tail that, like a falling plume. 
Cool shadow to his melting buttock lent : 
He stamps and bites the poor flies in his 
fume. 

Ilis love, perceiving how he is enraged, 
Grew^ kinder, and his fury was assuaged. 

His testy master goeth about to take him ; 
When, lo, the unback’d breeder, full of 
fear, 320 

Jealous of catching, swiftly doth forsake 
him, 

With her the horse, and left Adonis there : 
As they were mad, unto the wood they 
hie them. 

Out-stripping crows that strive to over- 
fly them. 

All swoln with chafing, down Adonis sits, 
Banning his boisterous and unruly beast : 
And now the happy season once more 
fits. 

That love-sick Love by pleading may be 
blest ; 


For lovers say, the heart hath treble 
wrong 

When it is barr’d the aidance of the 
longue. 330 

An oven that is stopp'd, or river stay’d, 
Burncth more hotly, swelleth with more 
rage : 

So of concealed sorrow may be said ; 
Free vent of words love’s fire doth 
assuage ; 

But when the heart’s attorney once is 
mute. 

The client breaks, as desperate in his 
suit. 

He sees her coming, ami begins to glow, 
Fven as a dying coal revives with wind. 
And with his bonnet hides his angry brow ; 
Looks on the dull earth with disturbed 
mind, 340 

Taking no notice that she is so nigh, 
For all askance he holds her in his eye. 

O, what a sight it was, wistly to view 
llow^ she came stealing to the wayward 
boy ! 

To note the fighting conflict of hei hue, 

I low white and red each other did 
destroy ! 

But now her cheek was pale, and by 
and by 

It flash’d forth fire, as lightning from 
the sky. 

Now was she just before him as he sat. 
And like a lowly lover down she kneels; 
With one fair hand she heaveth up his 
hat, 351 

Her other tender hand his fair cheek 
feels : 

Ilis tenderer cheek receives her soft 
hand’s print, 

Asaptasnew-fall’n snow takes any dint. 

O, what a war of looks was then between 
them ! 

Her eyes petitioners to his eyes suing ; 
His eyes saw her eyes as they had not 
seen them; 

Her eyes woo’d still, his eyes disdain'd 
the wooing: 
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And all this dumb play had his acts 
made plain 

With tears, which, chorus - like, her 
eyes did rain. 360 

Full gently now she takes him by the 
hand, 

A lily prison’d in a gaol of snow, 

Or ivory in an alabaster band ; 

So white a friend engirts so white a foe : 
This beauteous combat, wilful and un- 
willing, 

Show’d like two silver doves that sit 
a-billing. 

Once more the engine of her thoughts 
began : , 

‘ O fairest mover on this mortal round. 
Would thou weit as I am, and I a man. 
My heart all whole as thine, thy heart 
my wound ; 370 

For one sweet look thy help I would 
assure thee, 

Though nothing but my body’s bane 
would cure thee. ’ 

‘Give me my hand,’ saith he, ‘ why dost 
thou feel it?’ 

‘ Give me my heart,’ saith she, ‘ and thou 
shalt have it; 

O, give it me, lest thy hard heart dostcel it, 
And being steel’d, soft sighs can never 
grave it : 

Then love’s deep groans I never shall 
regard. 

Because Adonis’ heart hath made mine 
hard. ’ 

‘For shame,’ he cries, ‘let go, and let 
mego;^ 379 

My day’s delight is past, my horse is gone. 
And ’tis your fault I am bereft him so : 

I pray you hence, and leave me here 
alone ; 

For all my mind, my thought, my busy 
care, 

Is how to get my palfrey from the mare.’ 

Thus she replies : ‘Thy palfrey, as he 
should. 

Welcomes the warm approach of sweet 
desire ; 


Affection is a coal that must be cool’d ; 
Else, suffer’d, it will set the heart on fire : 
The sea hath bounds, but deep desire 
hath none; 

Therefore no marvel though thy horse 
be gone. 390 

‘ How like a jade he stood, tied to .he 
tree, 

Servilely master'd with a leathern rein ! 
But \^hcn he saw his love, his youth’s 
fair fee, 

He held such petty bondage in disdain ; 
Throwing the base thong from his 
bending crest, 

Enfranchising his mouth, his back, his 
breast. 

‘ Who sees his true-love in her naked bed, 
Teaching the sheets a whiter hue than 
white. 

But, when his glutton eye so full hath 
fed. 

His other agents aim at like delight ? 400 
Who Is so taint, that dare not be so bold 
To touch the fire, the weather beingcold? 

‘Let me excuse thy courser, gentle boy; 
And learn of him, I heaitily beseech thee, 
'fo take advantage on piesented joy; 
Though I were dumb, yet his proceedings 
teach thee : 

O, learn to love; the lesson is but 
plain. 

And once made perfect, never lost 
again.’ 

‘I know not love,’ quoth he, ‘nor will 
not know it. 

Unless it be a boar, and then I chase 
it ; 410 

’Tis much to borrow, and I will not owe 
it ; 

My love to love is love but to disgrace it ; 
For I have heard it is a life in death. 
That laughs and weeps, and all but 
with a breath. 

‘ ^^^lo wears a garment shapeless and un- 
finish’d ? 

Who plucks the bud before one leaf put 
forth ? 
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If springing things be any jot diminish’d, 

Tliey wither in their prime, prove nothing 
worth : 

The colt that's back’d and burden’d 
being young 

Losetli his pride and never waxeth 
strong. 420 

‘You hurt my hand with wringing; let 
us part, 

And leave this idle theme, this bootless 
chat : 

Remove your siege from my unyielding 
heart; 

To love’s alaims it will not ope the gate: 

Dismiss your vows, your feigned tears, 
your flattery; 

For wheie a heart is hard they make 
no battery.’ 

‘What! canst thou talk?’ quoth she, 

‘ hast thou a tongue ? 

O, would thou hadst not, or I had no 
hearing ! 

Tliy mermaid’s voice hath done me double 
wrong ; 

I had my load before, now press’d with 
bearing : 410 

Melodious discord, heavenly tune harsh- 
sounding, 

Eai’s deep-sweet music, and heart’s 
deep-soie wounding. 

‘ Had I no eyes but ears, my ears would 
love 

That inward beauty and invisible; 

Or were I deaf, thy outward parts would 
move 

Each part in me that were but sensible: 

Though neither eyes nor cars, to hear 
nor see. 

Yet should I be in love by touching 
thee. 

‘Say, that the sense of feeling were 
bereft me, 

And that I could not see, nor hear, nor 
touch, 440 

And nothing but the very smell were left 
me. 

Yet would my love to thee be still as 
much; 


For from the stillitory of thy face ex- 
celling 

Comes breath perfumed that breedeth 
love by smelling. 

‘ Hut, O, what banquet wert thou to the 
taste, 

Hcing nurse and feeder of the other 
four ! 

Wouhl they not wish the feast might ever 
last. 

And bid Suspicion double-lock the door, 

Lest Jealousy, that sour unwelcome 
guest. 

Should, by his stealing in, disturb tlie 
feast?’ 43 j 

Once more the ruby - colour’d portal 
open’d. 

Which to his speech did honey passage 
yield ; 

Like a red morn, that ever yet betoken’d 

Wreck to the seaman, tempest to the 
field, 

Sorrow to shepherds, woe unto the 
birds. 

Gusts and foul flaws to herdmen and 
to herds. 

This ill presage advisedly she marketh : 

Even as the wind is hush’d before it 
raineth, 

Or as the w^olf doth grin before he 
baiketh, 459 

Or as the berry breaks before it staineth, 

Or like the deadly bullet of a gun, 

Ilis meaning struck her ere his words 
begun. 

aYnd at his look she flatly falleth down, 

For looks kill love ami love by looks 
reviveth ; 

A smile lecures the wounding of a frown; 

But blessed bankrupt, that by love so 
thriveth ! 

The silly boy, believing she is dead, 

Claps her pale cheek, till clapping 
makes it red; 

And all amazed brake off his late intent, 

For sharply he did think to reprehend 
her, 47'^ 
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ijVVhich cunning love did wittily prevent: 

Fair fall the wit that can so M^ell defend 

i her ! 

For on the grass she lies as she were 
slain, 

Till his breath breatheth life in her 
again. 

He wrings her nose, he strikes her on the 
cheeks, 

He bends her fingeis, holds her pulses 
hard. 

He chafes her lips; a thousand ways he 
seeks 

To mend the hurt that his unkindness 
niarr’d : 

He kisses her; and she, by her good 
will, • 

"Will never rise, so he will kiss hcr 
still. 480 

The night of sorrow now is turn’d to 
day : 

Her two blue windows faintly she up- 
heaveth, 

Like the fair sun, when in his fiesh 
array 

He cheers the morn and all the earth 
relieveth ; 

And as the bright sun glorifies the 

So is her face illumined with her eye ; 

Whose beams upon his hairless face are 
fix’d. 

As if from thence they borrow’d all their 
shine. 

Were never four such lamps together 
mix’d. 

Had not his clouded with his brow’s 
repine ; 490 

But hers, which through the crystal 
tears gave light, 

Shone like the moon in water seen by 
night. 

‘ O, where am I?’ quoth she, Hn earth 
or heaven. 

Or in the ocean drench’d, or in the fire ? 

r hat hour is this? or morn or weary 
even ? 

Oo I delight to die, or life desire ? 

VOL. III. 


But now I lived, and life was death's 
annoy ; 

But now I died, and death was lively 
joy. 

‘ O, thou didst kill me: kill me once 
again : 

Thy eyes’ shrew'd tutor, that hard heart 
of thine, 500 

Hath tauglit them scornful tricks and 
such disdain 

That they have murder’d this poor heart 
of mine ; 

And these mine eyes, true leaders to 
their queen, 

But for thy piteous lips no more had 
seen. 

‘ Long may they kiss each other, for this 
cure ! 

O, never let their crimson liveries wear ! 

And as they last, their verdure still 
endure. 

To drive infection fiom the dangerous 
year ’ 

That the star-gazers, having writ on 
death. 

May say, the plague is banish’d by thy 
breath. 510 

‘ Pure lips, sweet seals in my soft lips 
impiinted, 

What bargains may I make, still to be 
sealing ? 

To sell myself I can be well contented, 

So thou wdlt buy and pay and use good 
dealing ; 

Which purchase if thou make, for fear 
of slips 

Set thy seal -manual on my wax -red 
lips. 

‘ A thousand kisses buys my heart from 
me ; 

And pay them at thy leisure, one by 
one. 

What is ten hundred touches unto thee ? 

Are they not quickly told and quickly 
gone ? 520 

Say, for non-payment that the debt 
should double, 

Is twenty hundred kisses such a trouble ? ’ 
2 K 
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‘ Fair queen,’ quoth he, ‘ if any love you 
owe me, 

Measure my strangeness w'ith my unripe 
years : 

Before I know myself, seek not to know me; 

No fisher but the ungrown fry forbears: 

The mellow plum cloth fall, the green 
sticks fast, 

Or being early pluck’d is sour to taste, 

‘ Look, the world’s comforter, with weary 

gait, 

I lis day’s hot task hath ended in the west ; 

The owl, night’s herald, shrieks, “’Tis 
very late;” 5si 

The sheep are gone to fold, birds to their 
nest, 

And coal-black clouds that shadow 
heaven's light 

Do summon us to pait and bid good 
night. 

‘ Now let me say “ Good night,” and so 
say you ; 

If you will say so, you shall have a kiss.’ 

‘ Good night,’ quoth she, and, ere he 
says ‘ Adieu,’ 

The honey fee of parting tender’d is : 

Her arms do lend his neck a sweet 
embrace ; 

Incorporate then they seem ; face grou s 
to face. 540 

Till, breathless, he disjoin’d, and back- 
ward drew 

The heavenly moisture, that sweet coral 
mouth, 

Whose precious taste her thirsty lips well 
knew, 

Whereon they surfeit, yet complain on 
drouth : 

lie wnth her plenty jness’d, she faint 
with dearth, 

Their lips together glued, fall to the 
earth. 

Now quick desire hath caught the 
yielding prey. 

And glutton -like she feeds, yet never 
filleth; 

Her lips are conquerors, his lips obey, 

Paying what ransom the insulter willeth ; 


Whose vulture thought doth pitch the 
l^rice so high, 551 

Thai she wdll draw his lips’ rich 
treasure dry : 

And having felt the sweetness of the spoil, 

With blindfold fury she begins to forage ; 

Her face doth reek and smoke, her blood 
doth boil. 

And careless lust stirs up a desperate 
courage ; 

Planting oblivion, beating reason back, 

Forgetting shame's i^ure blush and 
honour’s wrack. 

Plot, faint, and weary, with her haul 
embracing, 

Like a wild bird being tamed with too 
much handling, Si'o 

Or as the fleet-foot roe that’s tired witli 
chasing, 

Or like the fro ward infant still’d with 
dandling, 

I le now obeys, and now no more 
resisteth. 

While she takes all she can, not all she 
listeth. 

What wax so frozen but dissolves with 
tempering, 

And yields at last to every light im- 
pression ? 

Things out of hope arc compass’d oft ^\ith 
venturing. 

Chiefly in love, whose leave exceeds com- 
mission : 

Afiection faints not like a pale-faced 
coward. 

But then WOOS best when most his 
choice is froward. 570 

When he did frown, O, had she then 
gave over. 

Such nectar from his lips shehad not suck’d. 

Foul words and frowns must not repel a 
lover ; 

What though the rose have prickles, yet 
’tis pluck’d : 

Were beauty under twenty locks kept 
fast, 

Yet love breaks through and picks 
them all at last. 
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For pity now she can no more detain 
him ; 

The i^oor fool prays her that he may 
depart : 

She is resolved no longer to restrain 
him ; 

Bids him farewell, and look well to her 
heart, 580 

The w^hich, by Cupid’s bow she doth 
protest, 

He carries thence incaged in his breast. 

‘Sweet boy,’ she says, ‘this night I'll 
waste in sorrow, 

For my sick heart commands mine eyes 
to watch. 

Tell me, Love’s master, shall we mc«t 
to-morrow ? 

Say, shall we ? shall we ? wait thou make 
the match ? ’ 

He tells her, no ; to-morrow he intends 

To hunt the boar with certain of his 
friends. 

‘ The boar ! ’ quoth she ; whereat a sudden 
pale, 

Like lawn being spread upon the blushing 
rose, 590 

Usurps her cheek; she dr^^n^bles at his 
tale, 

And on his neck her yoking arms she 
throw’^s : 

She sinketh down, still hanging by his 
neck, 

He on her belly falls, she on her back. 

Now is she in the very lists of love, 

Her champion mounted for the hot en- 
counter : 

^All is imaginary she doth prove. 

He will not manage her, although he 
mount her; 

That worse than Tantalus’ is her 
annoy, 

To clip Elysium and to lack her joy. 

Even as poor birds, deceived with painted 
grapes, 601 

Do surfeit by the eye and pine the maw, 

Even so she languisheth in her mishaps, 

As those poor birds that helpless berries 
saw. 


The w’^arm effects wLich she in him 
finds missing 

She seeks to kindle with continual 
kissing. 

But all in vain ; good queen, it will not 
be : 

She hath assay’d as much as may be 
proved ; 

Her pleading hath deserved a greater 
fee ; 

She’s Love, she loves, and yet she is not 
loved. 610 

‘Fie, fie,’ he says, ‘you crush me; let 
me go; 

You have no reason to withhold me so.’ 

‘ Thou hadst been gone,’ quoth she, 
‘ sweet boy, ere this, 

But that thou told’st me thou wmldst 
hunt the boar. 

O, be advised I tlioii know’st not wiiat it 
is 

With javelin’s iioint a chuilish swine to 
gore. 

Whose tushes never sheathed he 
whetteth still, 

Like to a muital butcher bent to kill. 

‘ On his bow'-back he hath a battle set 

Of bristly pikes, that ever threat liis foes; 

His eyes, like glow-worms, shine when 
he doth fret; 621 

His snout digs sepulchres where’er he 
goes; 

Being moved, he strikes w’hale’er is in 
his w^ay, 

And wLoni he strikes his crooked 
tushes slay. 

‘ Ilis brawmy sides, with hairy bristles 
arm’d, 

Are better jiroof than thy spear’s point 
can enter; 

His short thick neck cannot be easily 
harm’d ; 

Being ireful, on tiie lion he wall ven- 
ture : 

The thorny brambles and embracing 
bushes, 

As fearful of him, part, through whom 
he rushes. 630 



500 


VENUS AND A DON/S 


‘Alas, he nought esteems that face of 
thine, 

To wliich Love’s eyes pay tributaiy 
gazes ; 

Nor thy soft hands, sweet lips and crystal 
cyne, 

WhoijC full perfection all the world 
amazes ; 

But having thee at vantage, — wondrous 
dread ! — 

Would root these beauties as he roots 
the mead. 

‘ O, let him keep his loathsome cabin 
.still ; 

Beauty hath nought to do with such foul 
fiends : 

Come not witlhn his danger by thy 
will ; 

They that thrive well take counsel of 
their friends. 640 

When thou didst name the boar, not 
to dissemble, 

I fear’d thy fortune, and my joints did 
tiemble. 

‘ Didst thou not mark my face ? was it 
not white ? 

Saw’st thou not signs of fear lurk in mine 
eye? 

Grew I not faint ? and fell I not down- 
right ? 

Within my bosom, whereon thou dost lie. 

My boding heart pants, beats, and 
takes no rest, 

But, like an earthquake, shakes thee 
on my breast. 

‘ For where Love reigns, disturbing 
Jealousy 649 

Doth call himself Affection’s sentinel ; 

Gives false alarms, suggesteth mutiny, 

And in a peaceful hour doth ciy “Kill, 
kill !” 

Distempering gentle Love in his 
desire. 

As air and water do abate the fire. 

‘This sour informer, this bate-breeding 
spy. 

This canker that eats up Love’s tender 
spring, 


This carry-tale, dissentious Jealousy, 
That sometime true news, sometime fake 
doth bring, 

Knocks at my heart and whispeis in 
mine ear 

That if I love thee, I thy death should 
fear ; 6ix. 

‘And more than so, presenteth to mine 
eye 

The picture of an angry-chafing boar. 
Under whose sharp fangs on his back 
doth lie 

An image like thyself, all stain’d with 
gore ; 

Whose blood upon the fresh floweis 
being shed 

Doth make them droop wdth grief and 
hang the head. 

‘What should I do, seeing thee so 
indeed. 

That tremble at the imagination? 

The thought of it doth make my faint 
heart bleed, 

And fear doth teach it divination : 67(1 

I prophesy thy death, my living 
sorrow', 

If thou encounter wdth the boar to- 
morrow. 

‘ But if thou needs wilt hunt, be ruleil 
by me; 

Uncouple at the timorous flying hare. 

Or at the fox which lives by subtlety. 

Or at the roe wdiich no encounter dare : 
Pursue these fearful creatures o’er the 
dowms, 

And on thy w'-ell-breath’d horse keep 
with thy hounds. 

‘ And when thou hast on foot the purblind 
hare, 

Mark the poor wretch, to overshoot his 
troubles 6C0 

How he outruns the wdnd and with W'hat 
care 

He cranks and crosses with a thousand 
doubles : 

The many musets through the which 
he goes 

Are like a labyrinth to amaze his foes. 
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‘ Sometime he runs among a flock of 
sheep, 

To make the cunning hounds mistake 
their smell, 

And sometime where earth-delving conies 
keep. 

To stop the loud pursuers in their yell. 
And sometime sorteth with a herd of 
deer : 

J)anger deviseth shifts; ^it waits on 
fear : 6yo 

‘ For there his smell with others being 
mingled, 

The hot scent-snuffing hounds are driven 
to doubt, 

Ceasing their clamorous cry till they have 
singled 

With much ado the cold fault cleanly out ; 
IFen do they spend their mouths : 
Echo rejihes, 

As if another chase were in the skies. 

‘ By this, poor Wat, far off upon a hill. 

Stands on his hinder legs with listening 
ear, 

To hcaiken if his foes pursue tiim still : 

Anon their loud alarums he ik)ih hear; 
And now his giief may be compared 
well 70X 

I'o one sore sick that hears the 
passing-bell. 

‘ Then shall thou see the dew-bedabbled 
wietch 

Turn, and I'eturn, indenting with the 
way ; 

Each envious brier his wcaiy legs doih 
scratch, 

Each shadow makes him slop, each 
murmur stay: 

For misery is trodden on by many, 
And being low never relieved by any. 

‘ Lie quietly, and hear a little more; 

Nay, do not struggle, for thou shall not 
rise : 710 

To make thee hate the hunting of the 
boar. 

Unlike myself thou hear’st me moializc, 
Applying this to that, and so to so; 
For love can comment upon every woe. 
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‘Where did I leave?’ ‘No matter 
w'hci e ; ’ quoth he, 

‘ Leave me, and then the story aptly 
ends : 

The night is spent. ’ ‘ Why, what of 

that?’ quoth she. 

‘ I am,’ quoth he, ‘ exq^ected of my 
friends ; 

And now ’tis dark, and going I shall 
fall.’ 

‘Ill night,’ quoth she, ‘desiie sees 
best of all. 720 

‘ But if thou fall, O, then imagine this, 

The earth, in love with thee, thy footing 
trips. 

And all is but to rob thee of a kiss. 

l\ich preys make true men thieves; so 
do thy lips 

Make modest Dian cloudy and forlorn. 

Lest .she should steal a kiss and die 
forsworn. 

‘ Now^ of this daik night I perceive the 
re. I son : 

Cynthia for shame obscures her silver 
shine, 

'I'ill forging Nature be condemn’d of 
treason, 

For stealing moulds from heaven that 
weie divine; 730 

Wherein she framed thee in high 
heaven’s despite. 

To shame the sun by day and her by 
night. 

‘And therefore hath she bribed the 
Destinies 

To cross the cuiious workmanship of 
nature. 

To mingle beauty with infirmities, 

And pure perfection wdth impure de- 
feature, 

INIakmg it subject to the t)Tann}' 

Of mad mischances and much misery ; 

‘ As burning fevers, agues pale and faint. 

Life -poisoning pestilence and frenzies 
w ood, 740 

The marrow -eatmg sickness, whose 
attaint 

Disorder breeds by heating of the blood : 
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Surfeits, imposthiimes, grief, and ] 
damn’d despair, 

Swear Naiurc’s death for framing thee 
so fair. 

‘ And not the least of all these maladies 
But in one minute’s fight brings beauty 
under : 

Both favour, savour, hue and qualities, 
Whereat the impartial gazer late did 
wonder, 

Are on the sudden wasted, thaw'd and 
done. 

As mountain-snow melts with the mid- 
day sun. 750 

‘ Therefore, despite of fruitless chastity, 
Love-lacking vestals and self-loving nuns. 
That on the earth would breed a scarcity 
And barren dearth of daughters and of 
sons, 

Be prodigal : the lamp that burns by 
night 

Dries up his oil to lend the world his 
light. 

‘What is thy body but a swallowing 
grave, 

Seeming to bury that posterity 
Which by the rights of time thou needs 
must have. 

If thou destroy them not in dark ob- 
scurity ? 760 

If so, the world will hold thee in dis- 
dain, 

Sith in thy ])ridc so fair a hope is slain. 

‘ So in thyself thyself art made away; 

A misclijcf w'oise than civil home-bred 
strife, 

Or theirs whose desperate hands them- 
selves do slay, 

Or butcher-sire that reaves his son of 
life. 

Foul -cankering rust the hidden treasure 
frets, 

But gold that’s put to use more gold 
begets. ’ 

‘ Nay, then,’ quoth Adon, ‘ you will fall 
again 

Into your idle over-handled theme : 770 


The kiss I gave you is bestow’d in vain, 

And all in vain you strive against the 
stream ; 

For, by this black-faced night, desire’s 
foul nurse, 

Your treatise makes me like you worse 
and worse. 

‘ If love have lent you twenty thousand 
tongues. 

And every tongue more moving than youi 
owm. 

Bewitching like the wanton mermaid’s 
songs. 

Yet from mine ear the tempting tunc is 
blown ; 

For know, my heart stands armed in 
mine ear, 

And wall not let a false sound enter 
there ; 780 

‘ Lest the deceiving harmony should 
run 

Into the quiet closure of my breast; 

And then my little heart were quite un- 
done, 

In his bedchamber to be barr’d of rest. 

No, lady, no; my heart longs not to 
groan. 

But soundly sleeps, while now it sleeps 
alone. 

‘ What have you urged that I cannot re- 
prove ? 

The path is smooth that Icadeth on to 
danger : 

I hale not love, but your device in love, 

That lends embracements unto every 
stranger. 790 

Y oil do it for increase : O strange 
excuse, 

Whenreason is the bawd tolust’s abuse ! 

‘ Call it not love, for Love to heaven is fled. 

Since sweating Lust on earth usurp'd his 
name ; 

Under whose simple semblance he hath 
fed 

Upon fresh beauty, blotting it with blame ; 

Which the hot tyiant stains and soon 
bereaves. 

As caterpillars do the tender leaves. 
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‘ Love comforteth like sunshine after rain, 

But Lust’s effect is tempest after sun ; 800 

Love’s gentle spring doth always fresh 
remain, 

Lust’s winter comes ere summer half be 
done ; 

Love surfeits not, Lust like a glutton 
dies ; 

Love is all truth. Lust full of forged 
lies. 

* More I could tell, but more I dare not 
say;^ 

The text is old, the orator too green. 

Therefore, in sadness, now I will aw\ay; 

My face is full of shame, my heart of 
teen : 

Mine ears, that to your wsanton talk 
attended. 

Do burn themselves for having so 
offended.’ 810 

With this, he breaketh from the swxct 
embrace. 

Of those fair arms which bound him to 
her breast, 

And homeward through the dark laimd 
runs apace ; 

Leaves Love upon her back deeply dis- 
tress'd. 

Look, how a bright star shooteth from 
the sky, 

vSo glides he in the night from Venu'i’ 
eye; 

Which after him she darts, as one on 
shore 

Gazing upon a late-embarked friend, 

Till the wild waves will have him seen 
no more, 

Mliose ridges wdth the meeting clouds 
contend : 820 

So did the merciless and pitchy night 

Fold in the object that did feed her 
sight. 

Whereat amazed, as one that unaware 

Hath dropp’d a precious jewel in the 
flood, 

Or stonish’d as night -wanderers often are. 

Their light blown out in some mistrustful 
w'ood, 


Even so confounded in the dark she 
lay. 

Having lost the fair discovery of her 
way. 

And now she beats her heart, whereat it 
groans. 

That all the neighbour caves, as seeming 
troubled, 830 

Make verbal repetition of her moans; 
Passion on passion deeply is redoubled : 
‘Ay me!’ she cries, and tw^enty times 
‘Woe, w^oc!’ 

And tw^enty echoes twenty times cry so. 

She marking them begins a wailing note 
And sings extemporally a woeful ditty ; 
How love makes young men thrall and 
old men dote ; 

How love is wise in folly, foolish-witty: 
Her heavy anthem still concludes in 
woe. 

And still the choir of echoes answer so. 

Her song w'as tedious and outw’ore the 
nigin, 841 

For lovers’ hours arc long, though seem- 
ing short : 

If plea<^ed themselves, others, they think, 
delight 

In such -like circumstance, with such-like 
sport : 

Their copious stories oftentimes begun 
End without audience and are iie\er 
<lonc. 

For who hath she to spend the night 
withal 

But kllc sounds resembling parasites, 
Like shiill-tongued tapsters answxning 
every call. 

Soothing the humour of fantastic W'its ? 850 
She says ‘ ’Tis so : ’ they answ^er all 
‘ ’Tis so ; ’ 

And w'ould say after her, if she said 
‘No.’ 

Lo, here the gentle lark, weary of rest. 
From his moist cabinet mounts upon high. 
And w’akes the morning, from whose 
silver breast 

The sun arisetli in his majesty ; 
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^Vllo doth the world so gloriously 
behold 

That cedar-to])s and hills seem bur- 
nish'd gold. 

Venus srdutes him with this fair good- 
morrow : 

‘ O thou clear god, and patron of all 

light, 860 

From w'hom each lamp and shining star 
doth borrow 

The beauleous influence that makes him 
bright. 

There lives a son that suck'd an earthly 
mother, 

hTay lend thee light, as thou dost lend 
to other.’ 

This said, she hasteth to a myrtle grove, 

Musing the morning is so much o'erworn, 

And yet she hears no tidings of her 
love : 

She hearkens h)r his hounds and for his 
horn : 

Anon slic hears them chant it lustily. 

And all in haste she coasteth to the 
cry. S70 

And ns she runs, the bushes in the way 

Some catch her by the neck, some kiss 
her face. 

Some twine about her thigh to make her 
slay : 

She wdldly breaketh from their stiict 
embrace. 

Like a milch doe, whose swelling dugs 
do ache, 

Hasting to feed her fawm hid in some 
brake. 

By this, she hears the hounds nrc at a 
bay; 

Whereat she starts, like one that spies an 
adder 

Wreathed up in fatal folds just in his 
ivay, 

The fear whereof doth make him shake 
and shudder ; 880 

Even so the timorous yelping of the 
hounds 

Appals her senses and her spirit con- 
founds. 


For now she know^s it is no gentle chase, 
But the blunt boar, rough bear, or lion 
proud. 

Because the cry remaineth in one place. 
Where fearfully the dogs exclaim aloud : 
Finding their enemy to be so curst, 
They all strain courtesy who shall cope 
him first. 

This dismal cry rings sadly in her cai. 
Through which it enters to surprise hei 
heart ; S^o 

Who, overcome by doubt and bloodiest 
fear, 

With cold -pale weakness numbs each 
feeling pait : 

, Like soldiers, when their captain once 
doth yield, 

Tliey basely fly and dare not stay the 
field. 

Thus stands she in a trembling ecstasy ; 
Till, cheering up her senses all dismay’d. 
She tells them ’tis a causeless fantasy, 
And childish eiior, that they arc afraid; 
Bids them leave quaking, bids them 
fear no more : — 

And with that word she spied the 
hunted boar, 900 

Whose frothy mouth, bepainted all wit h red. 
Like milk and blood being mingled both 
together, 

A second fcai through all her sinews 
spread, 

Which madly hurries her she knows not 
w'hilher : 

This way she runs, and now she will 
no further, 

But back retires to rate the boar for 
murthcr. 

x\ thousand spleens bear her a thousand 
ways ; 

She treads the path that she untreads 
again ; 

Her more than haste is mated with delays, 
Like the proceedings of a drunken brain, 
P"ull of respects, yet nought at all 
respecting; 91 1 

In hancl with all things, nought at all 
effecting. 
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Here kennell’d in a brake she finds a 
hound, 

And asks the weary caitiff for his master, 
And there another licking of his wound, 
’Gainst venom’d sores the only sovereign 
plaster ; 

And here she meets another sadly 
scowling, 

To whom she speaks, and he leplies 
with howling. 

When he hath ceased his ill -resounding 
noise. 

Another flap-mouth’d mourner, black and 
grim, 920 

Against the welkin volleys out his 
voice ; , 

Another and another answer him, 

Clapping their proud tails to the 
giound below. 

Shaking their scratch’d ears, bleeding 
as they go. 

Look, how the world’s poor peoi')lc are 
amazed 

At apparitions, signs and prodigies. 
Whereon with fearful eyes they long have 
pzed. 

Infusing them with dreadful prophecies; 
80 she at these sad signs draws up hei 
breath 

And sighing it again, exclaims on 
Death. 930 

‘Hard-favour’d tyrant, ugly, meagre, lean. 
Hateful divorce of love,’ — thus chides she 
Death, — 

‘ Grim -grinning ghost, earth’s worm, 
wLat dost thou mean 
To stifle beauty and to steal his breath, 
Who when he lived, his breath and 
beauty set 

Gloss on the rose, smell to the violet ? 

‘ If he be dead, — O no, it cannot be. 
Seeing his beauty, thou shouldst btrike at 
it : — 

O yes, it may; thou hast no eyes to see, 
l>ut hatefully at random dost thou hit. 940 
T hy mark is feeble age, but thy false dart 
Mistakes that aim and cleaves an 
infant’s heart. 


‘ Iladst thou but bid bewaie, then he had 
spoke, 

And, hearing him, thy power had lost 
hib power. 

The Destinies wdll curse thee for this 
stroke; 

They bid thee crop a weed, thou pluck’st 
a floAver : 

Love’s golden arrow at him should 
have fled. 

And not Death’s ebon dart, to stiike 
him dead. 

‘Dost thou diink tears, that thou pro- 
vokes! such weeping? 

What may a heavy groan advantage 
thee ? 950 

Why hast thou cast into eternal sleeping 

Those eyes that taught all other eyes to 
see ? 

Now' Nature caics not for thy mortal 
^ igour, 

Since her best work is ruin’d with thy 
ngour.’ 

Here ovcrcoine, as one full of despair. 

She \ ail'd her eyelids, who, like sluices, 
sto]H 

The crystal tide that from her two cheeks 

kill 

In ihe sw'cet channel of hci bosom dropt; 

Ilut thiough the flood-gates bieaks the 
silver rain, 

And w'ith his stiong course opens them 
again. 960 

O, how her eyes and tears did lend and 
borrow' ! 

Her eyes seen in the tears, tears in her 
eye; 

Doth crystals, wheie they view’d each 
othei’s sorrow. 

Sorrow' that fiiendly sighs sought still to 
dry ; 

But like a stormy day, now' w'ind, now 
rain, 

Sighs dry her cheeks, tears make 
them wet again. 

Variable passions throng her constant w'oe, 

As striving who should best become hei 
grief; 
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All entertain’d, each passion labours so, 

That every present sorrow seemeth chief, 

But none is best: then join they all 
together, 971 

Like many clouds consulting for foul 
weather. 

By this, far off she hears some huntsman 
hollo ; 

A nurse’s song ne'er pleased her babe so 
well : 

The dire imagination she did follow 

This sound of hope doth labour to expel ; 

For now reviving joy bids her rejoice. 

And Hatters her it is Adonis’ voice. 

Whereat her tears began to turn their tide. 

Being prison’d in her eye like pearls in 
glass ; 080 

Vet sometimes falls an orient drop beside, 

Which her cheek melts, as scorning it 
sliould pass. 

To wash the foul face of the sluttish 
ground. 

Who is but drunken when she seemeth 
drown’d. 

O hard -believing love, how strange it 
seems 

Not to believe, and yet loo cicdulons! 

Thy weal and woe arc both of them 
extremes ; 

Despair and hof>e makes thee ridiculous : 

The one doth flatter thee in thoughts 
unlikely. 

In likely thoughts the other kills thee 
quickly. 990 

Now she unweaves the web that she hath 
wrought ; 

Adonis lives, and Death is not to blame; 

It was not she that call'd him all-to 
naught : 

Now* she adds honours to his hateful 
name ; 

She clepes him king of graves and 
grave for kings. 

Imperious supreme of all mortal things. 

‘ No, no,’ quoth she, ‘ sweet Death, I did 
but jest ; 

Yet pardon me I felt a kind of fear 


When as I met the boar, that bloody beast, 
Which knows no pity, but is still severe ; 
Then, gentle shadow, — truth 1 must 
confess, — loor 

I rail’d on thee, fearing my love’s de- 
cease. 

‘ ’Tis not my fault : the boar provoked 
my tongue ; 

Be wreak’d on him, invisible commandei ; 
Tis he, foul creature, that hath done thee 
wrong ; 

I did but act, he’s author of thy slander: 
Grief hath two tongues, and never 
woman yet 

Could lule them both without ten 
women's wit.’ 

Thus hoping that Adonis is alive, 

I I ler lash suspect she doth extenuate ; toto 
I And that his beauty may the better thrive, 
With Death she humbly doth insinuate ; 
Tells him of trophies, statues, tombs, 
and stories 

Ilis victoiies, his triumphs and his 
glories. 

‘O Jove,’ quoth she, ‘how much a fool 
was I 

To be of such a weak and silly mind 
To wail his death who lives and must 
not die 

Till mutual overthrow of moital kind! 
For he being dead, Avith him is beauty 
slain. 

And, beauty dead, black chaos comc-^ 
again. io::o 

‘ Fie, fie, fond love, thou art so full of 
fear 

As one with treasure laden, hemm’d with 
thieves ; 

Trifles, unwitnessed with eye or ear. 

Thy cow'ard heart with false bethinking 
grieves.’ 

Even at this word she hears a merry horn. 
Whereat she leaps that W’^as but late 
forlorn. 

As falcon to the lure, away she flies; 

The grass stoops not, she treads on it so 
light; 
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And in her haste unfortunately spies 

The foul boar’s conquest on her fair de- 
light ; 1030 

Which seen, her eyes, as murder’d 
with the view, 

Like stars ashamed of day, themselves 
withdrew ; 

Or, as the snail, whose tender horns 
being hit, 

Shi inks backward in his shelly cave 
with pain, 

And theie, all smother’d up, in shade 
doth sit, 

Long after fearing to creep forth again ; 

So, at his bloody view, her eyes are 
fled , 

Into the deep daik cabins of her head : 

Where they resign their offlce and their 
light 

To the disposing of her troubled brain ; 

Who bids them still consort with ugly 
night, 1041 

And never wound the heart with looks 
again ; 

Who, like a king perplexed in his 
throne. 

By their suggestion gives a deadly groan. 

Whereat each tributary subject quakes; 

As when the wind, imprison’d in the 
ground. 

Struggling for passage, earth’s foundation 
shakes, 

Which with cold terror doth men’s minds 
confound. 

This mutiny each pait doth so surprise 

That from their dark beds once more 
leap her eyes ; 1050 

And, being open'd, threw unwilling light 

Upon the wide wound that the boar had 
trench’d 

In his soft flank ; whose wonted lily 
white 

With purple tears, that his wound wept, 
was drench’d : 

No flower was nigh, no grass, herb, 
leaf, or weed, 

But stole his blood and seem’d with 
him to bleed. 


This solemn sympathy poor Venus noteth; 

Over one shoulder doth she hang her head; 

Dumbly she passions, franticly she doteth; 

She thinks he could not die, he is not dead: 

Her voice is stopt, her joints forget to 
bow; 1061 

Her eyes are mad that they have wept 
till now. 

Upon his hurt she looks so steadfastly, 

That her sight dazzling makes the wound 
seem three; 

And then she reprehends her mangling 
eye. 

That makes more gashes where no bicach 
should be : 

His face seems twain, each several 
limb is doubled ; 

For oft tlie eye mistakes, the biain 
being troubled. 

‘ My tongue cannot express my grief for 
one. 

And yet,’ quoth she, ‘behold two Adons 
dead 1 1070 

My sighs arc blowm away, my salt tears 
gone, 

Mine eyes are turn'd to fire, my heart to 
lead : 

Heavy heart’s lead, melt at mine eyes’ 
led fire! 

So shall I die by drops of hot desiie. 

‘Alas, poor world, what tieasure hast 
thou lost ! 

What face remains alive that’s worth the 
view ing ? 

Whose tongue is music now ? what canst 
thou boast 

Of things long since, or any thing ensuing ? 

The flowers aie sweet, their colours 
fresh and trim ; 

But true-sw'eet beauty lived and died 
wdth him. loSo 

‘ Bonnet nor veil henceforth no creature 
w ear ! 

Nor sun nor wind will ever strive to kiss 
you : 

Having no fair to lose, you need not fear ; 

The sun doth scorn you and the wind doth 
hiss you : 



5o8 


VENUS AND ADONIS 


But when A(kuiis lived, sun and sharp 
air 

Lurk’d like two thieves, to rob him of 
his fair : 

‘ And therefore would he put his bonnet 
on, 

Under whose brim the gaudy sun would 
peep ; 

The wind would blow it off and, being 
gone, 

Play with his locks : then would Adonis 
weep ; 1090 

And straight, in pity t)f his tender 
years, 

They both would strive who first should 
dry his tears. 

‘ To see his face the lion walk’d along 

Behind some hedge, because he would 
not fear liim ; 

To recreate himself when he hath sung, 

The tiger would be tame and gently hear 
him ; 

If he had spoke, the w^olf would leave 
his prey 

And never fright the silly lamb that day. 

‘ When he beheld liis shadow' in the brook, 

The fishes spread on it their golden gills; 

When he w\as by, the birds such pleasiuc 
took, 110 1 

That some w'ould sing, some other in 
their bills 

Would bring him mulberries and lipe- 
red cherries; 

lie fed them with hi-, sight, they him 
with berries. 

‘ But this foul, glim, and urchin-snouted 
boar, 

Whose dowmw’ard eye still looketh for a 
grave, 

Ne’er saw the beauteous livery that he 
wrore ; 

Witness the entertainment that he gave : 

If he did see his face, w'hy then 1 know 

He thought to kiss him, and hath kill’d 
him so. 1110 

‘ ’Tis true, 'tis true ; thus was Adonis slain: 

lie ran upon the boar with his sharp spear, 


Who did not whet his teeth at him again. 
But by a kiss thought to i^Tsuade him 
there ; 

And nuzzling in his flank, the lovin^ 
swine 

Sheathed unaware the tusk in his soft 
groin. 

‘ Had I been tooth’d like him, I must 
confess. 

With kissing him I should have killM 
him first ; 

But he is dead, and never did he bless 
IVIy youth with his; the more am 1 
accurst.’ ii:>o 

With this, she fallcth in the place she 
stood. 

And Stains her face with his congealed 
blood. 

She looks upon his lips, and they aie 
pale ; 

She takes him by the hand, and that is 
cold ; 

She whisjaers in his ears a heavy talc. 

As if they heard the w'oeful words she 
told ; 

She lifts the coffer-lids that close his 
eyes. 

Where, lo, two lamps, burnt out, in 
darkness lies; 

Two glasses, wLere herself herself beheld 
A thousand times, and now no more re- 
flect; 1130 

Theirvirtue lost, wherein they latecxcell’d, 
And every beauty robb'd of his effect : 

‘ Wonder of time,’ quoth she, ‘ this i^ 
my spite. 

That, thou being dead, the day should 
yet be light. 

* Since thou art dead, lo, here I prophesy . 
Sorrow on love hereafter shall attend : 

It shall be waited on with jealousy. 

Find sweet beginning, but unsavoury end, 
Ne’er settled equally, but high or low, 
That all love’s pleasure shall not match 
his woe. ii4<^ 

‘ It shall be fickle, false and full of fraud, 
Bud and be blasted in a breathing-w'hile : 



VENUS AND ADONIS 


509 


The bottom poison, and the top o’erstraw’d 
With sweets that shall the truest sight 
beguile : 

The strongest body shall it make most 
weak, 

Strike the wise dumb and teach the 
fool to sjieak. 

‘ It shall be sparing and too full of riot, 
'reaching decrepit age to tread the mea- 
sures ; 

The staring ruft'ian shall it keep in quiet, 
Pluck down the rich, enrich the poor 
with treasures ; 1150 

It shall be raging-mad and silly -mild, 
Make the young old, the old become a 
child. 

‘ It shall suspect where is no cause of fear ; 
It shall not fear where it should most 
mistrust ; 

It shall be merciful and too severe. 

And most deceiving when it seems most 
just ; 

Perverse it shall be wdiere it shows 
most towaid. 

Put fear to valour, courage to the 
coward. 

‘ It shall be cause of w'ar and dire events, 
And set dissension ’twi\t the son and sire ; 
Subject and servile to all discontents, ti6i 
As dry combustions matter is to fire : 

Sith in his prime Death doth my love 
destroy, 

They that love best their loves shall 
not enjoy.’ 

Py this, the boy that by her side lay 
kill’d 

' Was melted like a vapour from her 
sight, 

And in his blood that on the ground lay 

spill’d, 

A purple flower sprung up, chequer’d 
with white, 


Resembling well his pale cheeks and 
the blood 

Which in round drops upon their white- 
ness stood. 1170 

She bows her head, the new-sprung flower 
to smell, 

Comparing it to her Adonis’ breath. 

And says, within her bosom it shall dwell. 
Since he himself is reft from her by death : 
She crops the stalk, and in the breach 
appears 

Green dropping sap, which she com- 
pares to tears. 

‘Poor flower,’ quoth she, ‘this was thy 
father’s guise — 

Sweet issue of a more sweet -smelling sire — 
For every little grief to wet his eyes : 

To grow unto himself wms his desire, 1180 
And so ’tis thine; but know, it is as 
good 

To wdther in my breast as in his blood. 

* Here was thy father’s bed, here in my 
breast ; 

Thou art the next of blood, and ’tis thy 
right : 

Lo, in this hollow cradle take thy rest. 
My throbbing heart shall rock thee day 
and night : 

There shall not be one minute in an 
hour 

Wherein I wall not kiss my sweet love’s 
flower. ’ 

Thus w'eary of the woild, away she hies. 
And yokes her silver doves; by whose 
swift aid 1 190 

Their mistress mounted through the empty 
skies 

In her light chariot quickly is convey’d ; 
Holding their course to Paphos, where 
their queen 

Means to immure herself and not be 
seen. 
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TO THE 

RIGHT HONOURABLE HENRY WRIOTHESLY, 

EARL OF bOUTHAMl'TON, AND BARON OF IICHFIELD. 

The love I dedicate to your lordship is without end : whereof this pamphlet, without 
beginning, is but a superfluous moiety. The warrant I have of your honourable 
di-jposilion, not the worth of my untutored lines, makes it assured of acceptance. What 
1 have done is yours ; what I have to do is yours , being part in all 1 have, devoted 
yours. Were my worth greater, m\ duty would show greater ; meantime, as it is, it is 
bound to your lordship, to whom I wish long life, still lengthened with all happiness. 

Your lordship’s in all duty, 

W^iLLiAM Shakespeare, 

THE ARGU.MENT. 

Lucius Tarquinius, for his excchsive pride surnamed Superbus, after he had caused 
his own father-m-law Servms I'ulhus to be cruelly murdered, and, contrary to the 
Roman laws and customs, not requiring or staging for the people’s suffrages, had 
possessed himself of the kingdom, went, accompanied with his sons and other noblemen 
of Rome, to besiege Ardea. During wdiich siege the principal men of the army meeting 
one evening at the tent of Sextus Tarquinius, the king’s son, in their discourses aftei 
supper every one commended the virtues of his own wife: among wdiom C'ollatmus 
extolled the incomp.irable chastity of his wife Liicretia. In that pleasant humour they all 
posted to Rome ; and intending, by their secret and sudden arrival, to make trial of that 
which every one had before axouched, only C'ollatmus finds his w’lfc, though it were late 
111 the night, s]3iiiniiig amongst her maids : the other ladies w’cre all found dancing and 
revelling, or in several disports. Whereujion the noblemen yielded Collatinus the 
victory, and his wife the fame. At that time Sextus Tarquinius being inflamed with 
Lmcrecc’ beauty, yet sinotheiing his passions for the present, departed w'lth the rest back 
to the camp , from w'hence he shortly after privily withdrew himself, and w^as, according 
to his estabi, royally entertained and lodged by Jmcrece at C.’ollaliiim. The same nighl 
he treacherously stealeth into her chamber, violently ravished her, and early m the 
morning speedeth aw’ay. Lucrecc, in this lamentable plight, hastily dispatchclh 
messengers, one to Rome for her father, another to the cam]j for Collatine, They came, 
the one accompanied with Junius Brutus, the other with Publius Valerius; and finding 
Lucrecc attired in mourning habit, deniniided the cause of her sorrow. She, first taking 
an oath of them for her revenge, revealed the actor, and wdiole manner of his dealing, 
and withal suddenly stabbed herself. Which done, w'lth one consent they all \ow'ed to 
root out the whole hated fiimily of the Tarquins ; and bearing the dead body to Rome, 
Brutus acquainted the iicoyflc with the doer and manner of the \ile deed, with a bitter 
invective against the tyranny of the king : wherewith the people were so moved, that with 
one consent and a general acclamation the I'arqums w^ere all exiled, and the state 
government changed from kings to consuls. 


From the besieged Ardea all in post, 
Borne by the trustless wings of false de- 
sire, 

Lust -breathed Tarquin leaves the Roman 
host, 

And to Collatium bears the lightless fire 
Which, in pale embers hid, lurks to aspire 


And girdle with embracing flames the* 
waist 

Of Collatine’s fair love, Lucrece the 
chaste. 

Haply that name of ^chaste’ unhappily set 
This bateless edge on his keen appetite ; 
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When Collatine unwisely did not let 10 
To praise the clear unmatched led and 
white 

Which triumph’d in that sky of his de- 
light, 

Wlieie mortal stars, asbriglitas heaven’s 
beauties, 

With pure aspects did him peculiar 
duties. 

For he the night before, in Tarquin’s 
tent, 

Unlock’d the treasure of his happy state; 
What priceless w^ealth the heavens had 
him lent 

In the i)ossessi()n of his beauteous mate; 
Reckoning his fortune at such high- 
ju'oud rate, 

That kings might be espoused to more 
fame, 20 

But king nor peer to such a peerless 
dame. 

O happiness enjoy’d but of a few ! 

And, if possess’d, as soon deca} ’d and done 
As is the morning’s silver-melting dew 
Against the golden splendour of the sun I 
An expired date, cancell'd eie well begun : 
Honour and beauty, in the owners 
arms, 

Arc xveakly fortress'd from a world of 
harms. 

Beauty itself doth of itself persuade 
The eyes of men without an orator ; 30 

^Vhat needeth then ajiologies be made. 
To set forth that -which is so singular? 

Or why is Collatine the juiblisher 

Of that rich jewel he should keep un- 
know n 

From thievish ears, because it is his 
own ? 

Berchance his boast of Lucrece' sovereignty 
Sdiggestcd this proud issue of a king ; 
for Ijy our ears our hearts oft tainted be : 
Berchance that envy of so rich a thing. 
Braving compare, disdainfully did sting 40 
His high-pitch’d thoughts, that meaner 
men should vaunt 

That golden hap which their siiperioi^ 
want. 


But some untimely thought did instigate 
llisall-too-tiinelcss sjieed, if noneof those : 
His honour, his affairs, his friends, his 
state, 

Neglected all, with swift intent he goes 
T o quench the coal wdrich in his liv er glow s. 
O rash false heat, wrapp’d in repentant 
cold, 

Thy hasty spring still blasts, and ne’er 
glows old ! 

AMicn at Collatium this false loid arriv’ed, 
Well was he welcomed by the Roman 
dame, 51 

Within whose face beauty and virtue 
striv ed 

Which of them both should underprop her 
fame : 

When virtue bragg’d, beauty w'ould blush 
for shame; 

When beauty boasted blushes, in despite 
Virtue would stain that o'er with sih'ei 
white. 

But beauty, in that white intituled, 

From A'enus’ doves doth challenge that 
fair field : 

Then \ irtueclaims fi om beauty beauty’s red. 
Which vntue gave the golden age to gild 
Their silver cheeks, and call’d it then 
their shiekl; 61 

Teaching them thus tousc it in the fight. 
When shame assail’d, the led should 
fence the white. 

This hcral(li7 in lAicrccc’ face was seen. 
Argued by beauty’s red and virtue’s white : 
Of eiiher’s colour w as the other queen, 
Proving from world's minority their right : 
Yet their ambition maizes them still to 
fight ; 

The sovereignty of either being so great. 
That ofl they interchange each other’s 
seat. 70 

Their silent war of lilies and of roses, 

V hich Tarquin view’d in her fair face’s 
field. 

In their pure ranks his traitor eye encloses ; 
Where, lest betw^een them both it should 
be kill’d. 

The coward captive vanquished doth yield 
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To those two armies that would let him 

go, 

Rather than triumph in so false a foe. 

Now thinks he that her husband’s shallow 
tongue, — 

The niggard prodigal that praised her so, — 
In that high task hath done her beauty 
wrong, 8o 

Which far exceeds his barren skill to 
show : 

Therefore that praise which Collatine doth 
owe 

Enchanted Tarquin answers with sur- 
mise, 

’ In silent wonder of still-gazing eyes. 

This earthly saint, adored by this devil. 
Little suspecteth the false worshijqiei ; 
For unstain’d thoughts do seldom dieam 
on evil; 

Birds never limed no secret bushes fear : 
So guiltless she securely gives good cheer 
And reverend w^elcome to her princely 
guest, 90 

Whose inward ill no outward harm 
express’d : 

For that he colour’d with his high estate, 
Hiding base sin in plaits of majesty ; 

That nothing in him seem'd inordinate, 
Save sometime too much wonder of his eye, 
Which, having all, all could not satisfy; 
But, poorly rich, so wanteth in his 
store. 

That, cloy’d wdth much, he pineth still 
for more. 

But she, that never coped with stranger 
eyes, 

Could pick no meaning from their parling 
looks, joo 

Nor read the subtle-shining secrecies 
Writ in the glassy margents of such books : 
She touch’d no unknown baits, nor fear’d 
no hooks ; 

Nor could she moralize his w^anton sight, 
More than his eyes w^ere open’d to the 
light. 

He stories to her ears her husband’s fame, 
Won in the fields of fruitful Italy; 


And decks with praises Collatine’s high 
name. 

Made glorious by his manly chivalry 
With bruised arms and wreaths of victory • 
Her joy w ith hcaved-up hand she doth 
express, m 

And, wordless, so greets heaven for his 
success. 

Far from the purpose of his coming hithei, 
He makes excuses for his being there: 
No cloudy show of stormy blustering 
weather 

Doth yet in his fair w^elkin once appear : 
Till sable Niglit, mother of Dread and 
Fear, 

U]')on the world dim darkness doth 
‘ display, 

And in her vanity prison stows the Day. 
For then is Tarquin brought unto hi.-> 

bed, 120 

Intending w^eariness with heavy spright; 
For, after supper, long he questioned 
With modest Lucrece, and wore out the 
night : 

Now leaden slumber with life's strength 
doth fight; 

And every one to rest themselves be- 
take, 

Save thieves, and cares, and troubled 
minds, that w^ake. 

As one of which doth Tarquin lie revolving 
The sundry dangers of his will’s obtaining; 
Yet ever to obtain his will resolving, 
Thougli weak -built, hopes persuade him 
to abstaining : 

Despair to gain doth traffic oft for gaining ; 
And when great treasure is the meed 
proposed, 

Though death be adjunct, there’s no 
death supposed. 

Those that much covet are with gain '-0 
fond, 

For what they have not, that which they 
possess 

They scatter and unloose it from thcii 
bond, 

And so, by hoping more, they have but less ; 
Or, gaining more, the profit of excess 
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Is but to surfeit, and such griefs sustain, 
That they prove bankrupt in this poor- 
rich gain. 140 

The aim of all is but to nurse the life 
With honour, wealth, and ease, in waning 
age ; 

And in this aim there is such thwarting 
strife, 

That one for all, or all for one we gage ; 
As life for honour in fell battle’s rage ; 
Honour for wealth ; and oft that wealth 
doth cost 

The death of all, and all together lost. 

So that in venturing ill we leave to be 
The things we are for that which we ex- 
pect ; • 

And this ambitious foul infirmity, 150 
In having much, torments us with defect 
Of that we have : so then we do neglect 
The thing we have ; and, all for want 
of wit. 

Make something nothing by augment- 
ing it. 

Such hazard now must doting Tarquin 
make. 

Pawning his honour to obtain his lust ; 
And for himself himself he must forsake : 
Then where is truth, if there be no self- 
trust ? 

When shall he think to find a stranger 
just, 

When he himself himself confounds, 
betrays 160 

To slanderous tongues and wretched 
hateful days ? 

Now stole upon the time the dead of 
night. 

When heavy sleep had closed up mortal 
eyes ; 

No comfortable star did lend his light, 

No noise but owls’ and wolves’ death - 
boding cries ; 

Now serves the season that they may 
surprise 

The silly lambs : pure thoughts are dead 
and still, 

MTiile lust and murder wake to stain 
and kill. 

VOL. III. 


And now this lustful lord leap'd from his 
bed, 169 

Throwing his mantle rudely o'er his arm ; 
Is madly toss’d between desire and dread ; 
Th’ one sweetly flatters, th’ other fearclh 
harm ; 

But honest fear, bewitch’d with lust's foul 
charm. 

Doth too too oft betake him to retire, 
Beaten away by brain-sick rude desir j. 

Plis falchion on a flint he softly smitclh, 
That from the cold stone sparks of fiie 
do fly ; 

Whereat a waxen torch forthwith he 
lighteth, 

WTiicfi must be lode-star to his lustful eye ; 
And to the flame thus speaks advisedly, 

‘ As from this cold flint I enforced tins 
fire, 18 I 

vSo Lucrece must I force to my desire. ’ 

Here pale with fear he doth premeditate 
The dangeis of his loathsome enterprise, 
And in his inward mind he doth debate 
What following sorrow may on this arise : 
Then looking scornfully, he doth despise 
Ilis naked aimour of still-slaughter’d 
lust. 

And justly thus controls his thoughts 
unjust : 

‘ Fair torch, burn out thy light, and lend 
it not 190 

To darken her whose light excelleth thine : 
And die, unhallow’d thoughts, before you 
blot 

With your uncleanness that which is 
divine ; 

Ofler pure incense to so pure a shrine : 
Let fair humanity abhor the deed 
That spots and stains lo\e’s modest 
snow-white weed. 

‘ O shame to knighthood and to shining 
arms ! 

O foul dishonour to my household’s grave! 
O impious act, including all foul harms! 
A martial man to be soft fancy’s slave ! 200 
True valour still a true respect should have ; 
Then my digression is so vile, so base, 
That it will live engraven in my face. 

2 L 
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‘ Yea, though I die, the scandal will survive, 
And be an eye -sore in my golden coat; 
Some loathsome dasli the herald will 
contrive, 

To cipher me how fondly I did dote ; 
That my posterity, shamed with the note. 
Shall curse my bones, and hold it for 
no sin 209 

To wish that I their father had not been. 

‘ What win I, if I gain the thing I seek ? 
A dream, a breath, a froth of fleeting joy. 
Who buys a minute’s mirth to wail a week? 
Or sells eternity to get a toy ? 
f'or one sweet grape wlto will the vine 
destroy ? 

Or what fond beggar, but to touch the 
crown. 

Would with the sceptre straight be 
strucken down ? 

‘ If Collatinus dream of my intent, 

Will he not wake, and in a desperate rage 
Post hither, this vile purpose to prevent ? 
This siege that hath engirt his marriage, 
This blur to youth, this sorrow to the sage, 
This dying virtue, this surviving shame, 
Whose crime will bear an ever-during 
blame ? 

^ O, what excuse can my invention make, 
When thou shalt charge me wdth so black 
a deed ? 

Will not my tongue be mute, my frail 
joints shake, 

^line eyes forego their light, my false 
heart bleed ? 

The guilt being great, the fear doth still 
exceed ; 

And extreme fear can neither fight nor 
fly, 230 

But coward -like with trembling terror 
die. 

‘ Had Collatinus kill’d my son or sire, 

Or lain in ambush to betray my life. 

Or were he not my dear friend, this desire 
Might have excuse to work upon his wife, 
As in revenge or quittal of such strife : 
But as he is my kinsman, my dear friend. 
The shame and fault finds no excuse 
nor end. 


‘ Shameful it is ; ay, if the fact be known : 
Hateful it is ; there is no hate in 
loving : 240 

I ’ll beg her love ; but she is not her ow^n : 
The worst is but denial and reproving: 
My will is strong, past reason’s weal 
removing. 

Who fears a sentence or an old man’s saw 
Shall by a painted cloth be kept in awe.' 

Thus, graceless, holds he disputation 
’Tw’een frozen conscience and hot-burnino 
will, 

And Avith good thoughts makes dispensa- 
tion, 

I Urging the worser sense for vantage still; 
Which in a moment doth confound and 
kill 250 

All pure effects, and doth so far proceed, 
That what is vile shows like a virtuoib 
deed. 

Quoth he, ‘ She took me kindly by the hand, 
And gazed for tidings in my eager eyes, 
Fearing some hard news from the warlike 
band, 

Where her beloved Collatinus lies. 

O, how her fear did make her colour rise ‘ 
First red as roses that on lawn we lay, 
Then white as lawn, the roses took away. 

‘ And how her hand, in my hand being 
lock’d, 260 

Forced it to tremble with her loyal fear! 
Which struck her sad, and then it fastei 
rock’d, 

Until her husband’s welfare she did heai : 
Whereat she smiled with so sweet a cheei , 
That had Narcissus seen her as she 
stood, 

Self-love had never drown’d him in the 
flood. 

‘ Why hunt I then for colour or excuses ^ 
All orators are dumb when beauty pleadeth : 
Poor wretcheshave remorse in poor abuses ; 
Love thrives not in the heart that shadow'^ 
dreadeth : 27*^ 

Affection is my captain, and he leadeth ; 
And when his gaudy banner is display’d* 
The coward fights and will not be di‘'- 
may’d. 
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‘ Then, childish fear, avaunt ! debating, 
die ! 

Respect and reason, wait on wrinkled age ! 

My heart shall never countermand mine 
eye : 

Sad ])ause and deep regard beseem the 
sage ; 

My jiart is youth, and beats these from 
the stage : 

Desiie my pilot is, beauty my prize; 

Then who fears sinking wheie such 
treasure lies?’ 280 

As corn o’ergrown by weeds, so heedful 
feai 

Is almost choked by unresisted lust. 

Away he steals with open listening ear. 

Full of foul hope and full of fond mistrust* ; 

both which, as servitors to the unjust. 

So cross him with their opposite per- 
suasion. 

That now he vows a league, and now' 
invasion. 

\Vithin his thought her heavenly image 
sits. 

And in the self-same seat sits Collatinc : 

That eye wdiicli looks on her confounds 
his wdts ; 290 

That eye wdiich him beholds, as moie 
divine, 

Unto a view' so false wdll not incline; 

But with a pure appeal seeks to the 
heart. 

Which once corrupted takes the worscr 
part ; 

And therein heartens up his servile powers, 

Mho, flatter’d by their leader's jocund 
show, 

Stuff up his lust, as minutes fill up hours ; 

And as their captain, so their pride doth 
grow'. 

Paying more slavish tribute than they owe. 

By rejirobate desire thus madly led, 300 

The Roman lord marcheth to Lucrece’ 
bed. 

"Pbe locks between her chamber and his 
will, 

Each one by him enforced retires his 
ward ; 


But, as they open, they all late his ill, 

Which drives the creeping thief to some 
regard : 

The threshold grates the door to have him 
heard ; 

Night-wandering weasels shriek to see 
him there ; 

They fright him, yet he still pursues 
his fear. 

As each unwilling portal yields him way, 

Through little vents and crannies of the 
place 510 

The wund wars wdth his torch to make 
him stay, 

And blows the smoke of it into his face, 

Extinguishing his conduct in this case ; 

But his hot heart, which fond desire 
doth scorch, 

Puffs forth another wind that fires the 
torch : 

And being lighted, by the light he spies 

Lucretia’s glove, w'herein her needle 
sticks • 

ITc takes it from the rushes where it 
lies, 

And griping it, the needle his finger 
pricks ; 

As w'lio should say ‘ This glove to W'anton 
tiicks 320 

Is not inuied; return again in haste; 

Thou sce’st our mistress’ ornaments are 
chaste. ’ 

But all these poor forbiddings could not 
stay him ; 

He in the w'orst sense construes their 
denial : 

The doors, the wind, the glove, that did 
delay him, 

He takes for accidental things of trial ; 

Or as those bars wRich stop the houily 
dial. 

Who w’ith a lingering stay his course 
doth let. 

Till every minute pays the hour his debt. 

‘ So, so, ’ quoth he, ‘ these lets attend the 
time, 330 

Like little hosts that sometime threat the 
spring, 
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To add a more rejoicing to the prime, 

And give the sneaped birds more cause to 
sing. 

Pain pays the income of each precious 
thing; 

Huge rocks, high winds, strong pirates, 
shelves and sands. 

The merchant fears, ere rich at home 
he lands.’ 

Now is he come unto the chamber door, 

That shuts him from the heaven of his 
thought. 

Which with a yielding latch, and with no 
more, 

Hath barr’d him from the blessed thing 
he sought. 340 

So from himself impiety hath wrought, 

That foi his prey to pray he doth begin, 

As if the heavens should countenance 
his sin. 

But in the midst of his unfiuitful prayer, 

Having solicited th’ eternal power 

That his foul thoughts might compass his 
fair fair, 

And they would stand auspicious to the 
hour, 

Even there he starts : quoth he, ‘ I must 
deflower : 

The powers to whom I pray abhor this 
fact, 

How can they then assist me in the 
act ? 350 

‘ Then Love and Fortune be my gods, my 
guide ! 

My wall is back’d with resolution : 

Thoughts are but dreams till their effects 
be tried ; 

The blackest sin is clear’d with absolution ; 

Against love’s fire fear’s frost hath dis- 
solution. 

The eye of heaven is out, and mistynight 

Covers the shame that follows sweet 
delight. ’ 

This said, his guilty hand pluck’d up the 
latch. 

And with his knee the door he opens wide. 

The dove sleeps fast that this night-owl 
wall catch : 360 


Thus treason works ere traitors be espied. 
Who sees the lurking serpent steps aside ; 
But she, sound sleeping, fearing iv. 
such thing. 

Lies at the mercy of his mortal sting. 

Into the chamber wickedly he stalks, 
And gazeth on her yet unstained bed. 
The curtains being close, about he walks. 
Rolling his greedy eyeballs in his hend 
By their high treason is his heart misled ; 
Which gives the watch -word to his 
hand full soon 37.) 

To draw the cloud that hides the .silvei 
moon. 

Look, as the fair and fiery-pointed sun, 
Rushing from forth a cloud, bereaves oui 
sight ; 

Even so, the curtain drawn, his eyes 
begun 

To wink, being blinded with a greatei 
light : ^ 

Whether it is that she reflects so bright, 
That dazzleth them, or else some shame 
supposed ; 

But blind they arc, and keep themselves 
enclosed. 

O, had they in that darksome prison 
died ! 

Then had they seen the period of their 
ill ; 38^ 

Then Collatine again, by Lucrece’ side, 
In his clear bed might have reposed still : 
But they must ope, this blessed league to 
kill; 

And holy-thoughted Lucrece to theii 
sight 

Must sell her joy, her life, her world's 
delight. 

Her lily hand her rosy cheek lies under. 
Cozening the pillow of a lawful kiss; 
Who, therefore angry, seems to part in 
sunder, 

Swelling on either side to want his bliss ; 
Between whose hills her head entombed 
is : 390 

Where, like a virtuous monument, she 
lies, 

To be admired of lewd unhallow’d eyes. 
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Without the bed her other fair hand 
was, 

On the green coverlet; whose perfect 
white 

Show’d like an April daisy on the grass, 
With pearly sweat, resembling dew of 
night. 

Her eyes, like marigolds, had sheathed 
their light. 

And canopied in darkness sweetly lay. 
Till they might open to adorn the day. 

Her hair, like golden threads, play’d with 
her breath ; 400 

O modest wantons ! wanton modesty ! 
Showing life’s triumph in the map of 
death. 

And death’s dim look in life’s mortality : 
Each in her sleep themselves so beautify, 
As if between them twain there w'ere 
no strife, 

But that life lived in death, and death 
in life. 

Her breasts, like ivory globes circled with 
blue, 

A pair of maiden worlds ur conquered, 
Save of their lord no bearuig yoke they 
knew', 

And him by oath they truly honoured. 410 
These worlds in Tarquin new ambition 
bred ; 

Who, like a foul usurj^cr, went about 
Fiom this fair throne to heave the 
owner out. 

W^hat could he see but mightily he noted ? 
What did he note but strongly he desired? 
-What he beheld, on that he firmly doted, 
And in his will his wilful eye he tired. 
With more than admiration he admired 
Her azure veins, her alabaster skin. 
Her coral lips, her snow'- white dimpled 
chin. 420 

As the grim lion fawneth o'er his prey, 
Sharp hunger by the conquest satisfied, 
So o’er this sleeping soul doth Tarquin 
stay, 

His rage of lust by gazing qualified ; 
Slack’d, not suppress’d ; for standing by 
her side, 


His eye, which late this mutiny re- 
strains, 

Unto a greater uproar tempts his veins : 

And they, like straggling slaves for pillage 
fighting, 

Obdurate vassals fell exploits effecting. 

In bloody death and ravishment delight- 
ing, 430 

Nor children’s tears nor mothers’ groans 
respecting, 

Swell in their pride, the onset still ex- 
pecting : 

Anon his beatinghcart, alarum striking. 

Gives the hot charge and bids them do 
their liking. 

His drumming heart cheers up his burn- 
ing eye, 

His eye commends the leading to his 
hand ; 

His hand, as proud of such a dignity, 
Smoking with 2nidc, march’d on to make 
his stand 

On hei bare breast, the heart of all her 
Ian 1 ; 

Whose lanks of blue veins, as his hand 
did scale, 440 

Left their round turrets destitute and 
pale. 

They, mustering to the quiet cabinet 
Where their deai governess and lady lies, 
Do tell hei she is dreadfully beset, 

And fright her with confusion of their 
cries ; 

She, much amazed, breaks ope her lock’d- 
up eyes, 

Who, iieeping forth this tumult to 
behold, 

Are by his flaming torch dimm’d and 
coni loll’d. 

Imagine her as one in dead of night 
Fiom forth dull sleep by dreadful fancy 
waking, 450 

That thinks she hath beheld some ghastly 
sprite, 

Whose grim aspect sets every joint a- 
shaking ; 

What terror ’tis ! but she, in w'orser tak- 
ing, 
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From sleep d]sliirl:>ecl, heedfiilly doth 
view 

The sight which makes supposed terror 
true. 

Wrapp’d and confounded in a thousand 
fears, 

Like to anew-kiird bird she trembling lies ; 
She dares not look ; yet, winking, there 
appeal s 

Quick-shifting antics, ugly in hei eyes : 
Such shadow^ are the weak brain’s for- 
geries ; 460 

Who, angry that the eyes fly from their 
lights. 

In darkness daunts them with more 
dreadful sights. 

Ilis hand, that yet remains upon hei 
breast, — 

Rude ram, to batter such an ivory wall ! — 
May feel her heart — poor citizen ! — dis- 
tress’d, 

Wounding itself to death, rise up and fall. 
Beating her bulk, that his hand shakes 
withal. 

This moves in him more rage and lesser 

To make the breach and enter this 
sweet city. 

First, like a trumpet, doth his tongue 
Ijegin 470 

To sound a parley to his heartless foe ; 
Who o’er the white sheet peers her whiter 
chin, 

The reason of this rash alarm to know. 
Which he by dumb demeanour seeks to 
show ; 

But she with \'ehement prayers urgeth 
still 

Under what colour he commits this ill. 

Thus he replies: ‘ The colour in thy face. 
That even for anger makes the lily pale, 
And the red rose blush at her own disgrace. 
Shall plead for me and tell my lo\ing tale : 
Under that colour am 1 come to scale 481 
Thy never -conquer’d fort : the fault is 
thine, 

P'or those thine eyes betray thee unto 
mine. 


‘Thus I forestall thee, if thou mean n, 
chide : 

Thy beauty hath ensnared thee to thi^ 
night, 

Where thou with patience must my Mill 
abide ; 

My will that marks thee for my earth's 
delight. 

Which I to conquer sought with all in\ 
might ; 

But as reproof and reason beat it dead, 
By thy bright beauty was it newly bied. 

‘ I see what crosses my attempt w ill bring , 
I know what thorns the growing lose 
defends ; 

I think the honey guarded witli a sting : 
All this beforehand counsel comprehends 
But will is deaf and hears no heedlul 
friends ; 

Only he hath an eye to gaze on beaut) . 
And dotes on what he looks, ’gainst 
law' or duty. 

‘ 1 have debated, even in my soul, 

What wrong, what shame, what sorrow 
I shall breed ; 41,, 9 

But nothing can affection’s course control, 
Or stop the headlong fury of his speed. 

I know repentant tears ensue the deed, 
Reproach, disdain, and deadly enmity : 
Yet strive I to embrace mine infamy.' 

This said, he shakes aloft his Roman blade, 
Which, like a falcon towering in the skies, 
Coucheth the fowl below^ with his wings’ 
shade, 

Whose crooked beak threats if he mount 
he dies : 

So under his insulting falchion lies 
Harmless Lucretia, marking wdiat he 
tells 510 

With trembling fear, asfowl hearfalcon’s 
bells. 

‘ Lucrece,’ quoth he, ‘ this night I must 
enjoy thee: 

If thou deny, then force must work my way. 
For in thy bed I purjiose to destroy thee ; 
That done, some worthless slave of thine 
I'll slay. 

To kill thine honour with thy life’s decay ; 
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And in tliy dead arms do I mean to 
place him, 

Swearing I slew him, seeing thee 
embrace him. 

‘ So thy surviving husband shall remain 
The scornful mark of every open eye ; 520 
Thy kinsmen hang their heads at this 
disdain, 

Thy issue blurr’d with nameless bastardy ; 
And thou, the author of their obloquy, 
Shalt have thy trespass cited up in 
rhymes. 

And sung by children in succeeding 
times. 

‘ l)Ut if thou yield, I rest thy secret 
friend : • 

The fault unknown is as a thought unacted ; 
A little harm done to a great good end 
For lawful policy remains enacted. 

The poisonous simple sometimes is com- 
pacted 530 

In a pure compound ; being so applied. 
His venom in effect is purified. 

‘ Then, for thy husband and thy children’s 
sake. 

Tender my suit : bequeath not to their lot 
The shame that from them no device can 
take, 

The blemish that will never be forgot ; 
Worse than a slavish wipe or birth -hour’s 
blot : 

For marks descried in men’s nativity 
Are nature’s faults, not their own 
infamy.’ 539 

Here with a cockatrice’ dead-killing eye 
He rouseth up himself and makes a pause ; 
While she, the picture of pure piety, 

Like a white hind under the gripe’s shaip 
claws, 

Pleads, in a wilderness where are no laws. 
To the rough beast that knows no 
gentle right, 

Nor aught obeys but his foul appetite. 

But when a black-faced cloud the woikl 
doth threat. 

In his dim mist the aspiring mountains 
hiding, 


From earth’s dark womb some gentle gust 
doth get. 

Which blows these pitchy vapours from 
their biding, 550 

Hindering their present fall by this 
dividing ; 

So his unhallow’d haste her words 
delays. 

And moody Pluto wdnks while Orpheus 
plays. 

Yet, foul night-waking cat, he doth but 
dally, 

While in his hold-fast foot the weak mouse 
panteth : 

Pier sad behaviour feeds his vulture folly, 
A swallowing gulf that even in plenty 
wanteth : 

His car her prayeis admits, but his heart 
granteth 

No penetrable entrance to her plain- 
ing; 

Tears haiden lust, though marble wear 
with raining. 560 

Her pity-pleading eyes are sadly fixed 
In the remorseless wrinkles of his face ; 
IIci modest elo(|uence with sighs is mixed, 
Which to her oiatory adds more grace. 
She puts the period often fiom his place; 
And midst the sentence so her accent 
breaks. 

That twice she doth begin ere once she 
speaks. 

She conjures him by high almighty Jove, 
By knighthood, gentry, and sweet friend- 
ship’s oath, 560 

By her untimely tears, hci husband’s love, 
By holy human law, and common troth, 
By heaven and earth, and all the pow'ci 
of both. 

That to his borrow’d bed heniakeietire, 
And stoop to honour, not to foul desire. 

Quoth she, ‘ Reward not hospitality 
With such black payment as thou hast 
pretended ; 

Mud not the fountain that gave drink to 
thee; 

Mar not thething that cannot beamended ; 
End thy ill aim before thy shoot be ended ; 
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He is no -svoodman that doth bend his 
bow 580 

To strike a poor unseasonable doe. 

‘ My husband is thy friend ; for his sake 
spare me : 

Thyself art mighty; for thine own sake 
leave me : 

Myself a weakling; do not then ensnare 
me : 

Thou look’s! not like deceit ; do not 
deceive me. 

My sighs, like whirlwinds, labour hence 
to heave thee : 

If ever man were moved with woman’s 
moans. 

Be moved with my tears, my sighs, my 
groans : 

‘ All which together, like a tioiibled 
ocean, 

Beat at thy rocky and wreck-threatening 
heart, 590 

To soften it with their continual motion ; 

For stones dissolved to water do con veil. 

O, if no harder than a stone thou art, 

Melt at my tears, and be com- 
passionate ! 

Soft pity enters at an iron gate. 

‘ In Tarquin’s likeness I did entertain 
thee : 

Hast thou put on his shape to do him 
shame ? 

To all the host of heaven I complain me, 

Thou wrong’s! his honour, wound ’st his 
princely name. 

Thou art not what thou seem’st; and if 
the same, 600 

Thou seem’st not what thou art, a god, 
a king; 

For kings like gods should govern 
every thing. 

‘ How wdll thy shame be seeded in thine 
age, 

When thus thy vices bud before thy 
spring ! 

If in thy hope thou darest do such outrage, 

What darest thou not when once thou 
art a king ? 

O, be remember’d, no outrageous thing 


From vassal actors can be wiped away; 
Then kings’ misdeeds cannot be hid m 
clay. 

‘ This deed will make thee only loved foi 
fear ; 610 

But happy monarchs still are fear’d foi 
love : 

With foul offenders thou perforce must 
bear, 

When they in thee the like offences prove : 
If but for fear of this, thy will remove ; 
For princes are the glass, the school, 
the book, 

Where subjects’ eyes do learn, do read, 
do look. 

‘ And wilt thou be the school where Lust 
shall learn ? 

Must he in thee read lectures of such 
shame ? 

Wilt thou be glass wherein it shall discern 
Authority for sin, w^arrant for blame, 620 
To privilege dishonour in thy name ? 
Thou back’st reproach against long- 
living laud, 

And makest fair reputation but a bawd. 

‘ Hast thou command ? by him that gave 
it thee, 

From a pure heart command thy rebel 
will : 

Draw not thy swoid to guard iniquity, 
For it was lent thee all that brood to kill. 
Thy princely office how canst thou fulfil, 
When, pattern’d by thy fault, foul sin 
may say, 

He learn’d to sin, and thou didst teach 
the way ? 630 

‘ Think but how vile a spectacle it were, 
To view thy present trespass in another. 
Men’s faults do seldom to themselve'> 
appear ; 

Their own transgressions partially they 
smother : 

This guilt would seem death-worthy in 
thy brother. 

O, how are they wrapp’d in with in- 
famies 

That fiom their own misdeeds askance 
their eyes ! 
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* To thee, to thee, my heaved-up hands 
appeal, 

Not to seducing lust, thy rash relier : 

I sue for exiled majesty’s repeal ; 640 

Let him return, and flattering thoughts 
retire : 

His true respect will prison false de- 
sire. 

And wipe the dim mist from thy doting 
eyne, 

That thou shalt see thy state and pity 
mine.’ 

‘ Have done, ’ quoth he : ‘ my uncontrolled 
tide 

Turns not, but swells the higher by this 

let. 

Small lights arc soon blown out, huge 
fires abide. 

And with the wind in greater fury fret : 

The petty streams that pay a daily debt 

To their salt sovereign, with their fresh 
falls’ haste 650 

Add to his flow, but alter not his taste.’ 

‘ Thou art, ’ quoth she, ‘ a sea, a sovereign 
king; 

And, lo, there falls into thy boundless 
flood 

Black lust, dishonour, shame, misgovern- 
ing, 

Who seek to stain the ocean of thy 
blood. 

If all these petty ills shall change thy 
good, 

Thy sea within a puddle’s womb is 
hearsed. 

And not the puddle in thy sea dispersed. 

‘ So shall these slaves be king, and thou 
their slave; 659 

Thou- nobly base, they basely dignified ; 

Thou their fair life, and they thy fouler 
grave : 

Thou loathed in their shame, they in thy 
pride : 

The lesser thing should not the greater 
hide ; 

The cedar stoops not to the base shrub’s 
foot. 

But low shrubs wither at the cedar’s 
root. 


‘ So let thy thoughts, low vassals to thy 
state ’ — 

‘ No more,’ quoth he ; ‘by heaven, I will 
not hear thee : 

Yield to my love ; if not, enforced hate. 

Instead of love’s coy touch, shall rudely 
tear thee ; 

That done, despitefully I mean to bear 
thee 670 

Unto the base bed of some rascal 
groom. 

To be thy partner in this shameful 
doom. ’ 

This said, he sets his foot upon the light. 

For light and lust are deadly enemies : 

Shame folded up in blind concealing 
night. 

When most unseen, then most doth 
tyrannize. 

The wolf hath seized his prey, the poor 
lamb cries ; 

Till with her own white fleece her 
voice controll’d 

Entombs her outcry in her lips’ sweet 
fold: 

For with the nightly linen that she wears 

He pens her piteous clamours in her 
head ; 681 

Cooling his hot face in the chastest 
tears 

That ever modest eyes with sorrow 
shed. 

O, that prone lust should stain so pure a 
bed ! 

The spots whereof could weeping purify. 

Her tears should drop on them per- 
petually. 

But she hath lost a dearer thing than 
life. 

And he hath won what he would lose 
again : 

This forced league doth force a further 
strife ; 

This momentary joy breeds months of 
pain ; 690 

This hot desire converts to cold disdain : 

Pure Chastity is rifled of her store. 

And Lust, the thief, far poorer than 
before. 
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Look, as the full-fed hound or gorged 
hawk, 

Unapt for tender smell or speedy flight, 
Make slow pursuit, or altogether balk 
The prey ^vherein by nature they delight ; 
-So surfeit-taking Tarquin fares this night : 
His taste delicious, in digestion souring, 
Devours his will, that lived by foul 
devouring. 700 

O, deeper sin than bottomless conceit 
Can comprehend in still imagination ! 
Drunken Desire must vomit his receipt, 
Ere he can see his own abomination. 
While Lust is in his pride, no exclamation 
Can curb his heat or rein his rash desire, 
Till like a jade Self-will himself doth 
tire. 

And then with lank and lean di&colour’d 
cheek, 

With heavy eye, knit brow, and strength- 
less pace. 

Feeble Desire, all recreant, poor, and 
meek, 710 

Like to a bankrupt beggar wails his case : 
The flesh being proud. Desire doth fight 
with Grace, 

For there it revels; and when that 
decays, 

The guilty lebel for remission prays. 

So fares it with this fault ful lord of 
Rome, 

Who this accomplishment so hotly chased ; 
k'or now against himself he sounds this 
doom, 

That through the length of times he 
stands disgraced : 

Besides, his soul’s fair temple is defaced; 
To w’hose weak ruins muster troops of 
cares, 720 

To ask the sj)otted princess how she 
fares. 

She s.ays, her subjects with foul insurrec- 
tion 

I lave batter’d dowm her consecrated w'all, 
And by their mortal fault brought in sub- 
jection 

Her immortality, and made her thrall 
To living death and pain perpetual : 


Which in her prescience she controlled 
still, 

But her foresight could not forestall 
their will. 

Even in this thought through the dark 
night he stealcth, 

A captive victor that hath lost in gain ; 

Bearing away the w^ound that nothing; 
healeth, 7^1 

The scar that will, despite of cure, re- 
main ; 

Ix*aving his spoil perplex’d in grealci 
l)ain. 

.She bears the load of lust he left l)c- 
hind, 

And he the burthen of a guilty mind. 

lie like a thievish dog creeps sadly thence : 

She like a w’caried lamb lies panting 
there ; 

He scowls and hales himself for hl^ 
offence ; 

She, desperate, wdth her nails her flesli 
doth tear; 

He faintly flies, sweating with guilty feai * 

She stays, exclaiming on the direful 
night; ^ 741 

He runs, and chides his vanish’d, 
loathed delight. 

He thence dejmrts a hea\’y convertite ; 

She there remains a hopeless castaway ; 

He in his speed looks for the morning 
light ; 

She prays she never may behold the day. 

‘For day,’ quoth she, ‘night’s .scapes 
doth open lay. 

And my true eyes have never practised 
how 

To cloak offences wdth a cunning brow. 

‘ They think not but that every eye can 
see 750 

The same disgrace which they thcmsclvc^ 
behold ; 

And therefore would they still in darkness 
be, 

To have their unseen sin remain un- 
told ; 

For they their guilt with weeping will 
unfold, 
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And grave, like water that doth eat in 
steel, 

ITpon my cheeks what helpless shame 
I feel.’ 

Here she exclaims against repose and 
lest. 

And bids her eyes hereafter still be blind. 
She wakes her heart by beating on her 
breast, 

And bids it leap from thence, where it 
may find 760 

Some purer chest to close so pure a mind, 
biantic with grief thus breathes she 
forth her s]>ite 

Against the unseen secrecy of night : 

‘ C) comfort -killing Night, image of hell ! 
Dim register and notary of shame ! 
black stage for tragedies and murders 
fell ! 

Vast sin-concealing chaos ! nurse of blame ! 
Blind muffled bawd ! dark harbour for 
defame ! 

Grim cave of death ! whispering con- 
spirator 

With close - tongued treason and the 
ravisher ! 770 

‘ O hateful, vaporous, and foggy Night ! 
Since thou art guilty of my cureless crime, 
Muster thy mists to meet the eastern 
light. 

Make w^ar against proportion'd course of 
time ; 

Or if thou wilt permit the sun to climb 
His wonted height, yet ere he go to 
bed. 

Knit poisonous clouds about his golden 
head. 

‘ ith rotten damps ravish the morning 
air ; 

i^et their exlialed unwholesome breaths 
make sick 

"Bhc life of purity, the supreme fair, 780 
Kre he arrive his w^eary noon-tide prick ; 
And let thy misty vapours march so thick, 
That in their smoky ranks his smother’d 
light 

iday set at noon and make perpetual 

night. 


‘Were Tarquin Night, as he is but 
Night’s child. 

The silver-shining queen he would dis- 
tain ; 

Her twdnkling handmaids too, by him 
defiled. 

Through Night's black bosom should not 
peep again : 

So should J have co-partners in my 
pain ; 

And fellow^shipin w'oc doth woe assuage. 
As palmers’ chat makes short their 
pilgrimage. 791 

‘ Where now I have no one to blush wdth 
me. 

To cross their arms and hang their heads 
with mine. 

To mask their brows and hide their 
infamy ; 

But I alone alone must sit and pine. 

Seasoning the earth with showers of 
silver brine, 

Mingling iny talk wdth tears, my grief 
\vith groans, 

I’oor wasting monuments of lasting 
moans. 

‘ O Night, thou furnace of foul-reeking 
smoke. 

Let not the jealous Day behold that 
face 800 

Which underneath thy black all -hiding 
cloak 

Immodestly lies martyr’d with disgrace ! 

Keep still possession of thy gloomy place. 
That all the faults which in thy leign 
are made 

May likewise be sepulchred in thy 
shade ! 

‘Make me not object to the tell-tale 
I )ay ! 

The light will show^, character’d in my 
brow, 

The story of sweei charity's decay. 

The impious breach of holy w^edkjck 
vow: 809 

Yea, the illiterate, that know not how 
To cipher what is writ in learned books. 
Will quote my loathsome trespass in 
my looks. 
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The nurse, to still her child, will tell 
my story, 

And fright her crying babe with Tarquin’s 
name; 

The orator, to deck his oratory, 

Will couple my rei^roach to Tarquin’s 
shame ; 

Feast -finding minstrels, tuning my de- 
fame, 

Will tie the hearers to attend each line, 
Flow Tarquin wronged me, I Collatine. 

‘ Let my good name, that senseless repu- 
tation, 820 

For Collatine’s dear love be kept un- 
spotted : 

If that be made a theme for disputation, 
The branches of another root are lotted. 
And undeserved reproach to him allotted 
That is as clear from this attaint of 
mine 

As I, ere this, was pure to Collatine. 

‘ O unseen shame ! invisible disgrace ! 

O unfelt bore ! crest -wounding, private 
scar ! 

Reproach is stamp’d in Collatinus’ face. 
And Tarquin’s eye may read the mot 
afar, 830 

How he in peace is wounded, not in war. 
Alas, how many bear such shameful 
blows. 

Which not themselves, but he that 
gives them knows ! 

‘ If, Collatine, thine honour lay in me. 
From me by strong assault it is bereft. 
My honey lost, and I, a drone-like bee, 
Have no perfection of my svimmer left. 
But robb’d and ransack’d by injurious 
theft : 

In thy weak hive a wandering wasp 
hath crept, 

And suck’d the honey wdiich thy chaste 
bee kept. 840 

‘Yet am I guilty of thy honour’s wrack; 
Yet for thy honour did I entertain him; 
Coming from thee, I could not put him 
back, 

F^or it had been dishonour to disdain him : 
Besides, of weariness he did complain him, 


And talk’d of virtue: O unlook’d-foi 
evil. 

When virtue is profaned in such a 
devil ! 

‘ Why should the worm intrude tlic 
maiden bud ? 

Or hateful cuckoos hatch in sparrows’ 
nests ? 

Or toads infect fair founts with venoiD 
mud ? 85M 

Or tyrant folly lurk in gentle breasts ? 

Or kings be breakers of their own be- 
hests ? 

But no perfection is so absolute. 

That some impurity doth not pollute. 

‘ The aged man that coffers-up his gold 

Is plagued with cramps and gouts and 
painful fits; 

And scarce hath eyes his treasure to be- 
hold. 

But like still-pining Tantalus he sits, 

And useless barns the harvest of hb 
wits; 

Having no other pleasure of his gain 860 

But torment that it cannot cure hib 
pain. 

‘ So then he hath it when he cannot 
use it. 

And leaves it to be master’d by his 
young; 

WTio in their pride do presently abuse it : 

Their father was too weak, and they too 
strong,^ 

To hold their cursed -blessed fortune long. 

The sweets we wish for turn to loathed 
sours 

Even in the moment that we call them 
ours. 

‘ Unruly blasts wait on the tender spring : 

Unwholesome weeds take root with 
precious flowers ; S/^ 

The adder hisses where the sweet biuh 
sing; 

What virtue breeds iniquity devours : 

We have no good that we can say i" 
ours. 

But ill-annexed Opportunity 

Or kills his life or else his quality. 



LUCRECE 


525 


‘ O Opportunity, thy guilt is great ! 

Tis thou that executes! the traitor’s 
tieason : 

Thou set’st the wolf where he the lamb 
may get ; 

Whoever plots the sin, thou ’point’st the 
season ; 

Tis thou that spurn’s! at right, at law, 
at reason ; 880 

And in thy shady cell, where none 
may spy him, 

Sits Sin, to seize the souls that wander 
by him. 

‘ Thou makes! the vestal violate her 
oath; 

Thou blow’s! the fire when temperance 
is thaw’d; 

'Fhou smother’st honesty, thou murdcr’st 
troth ; 

Thou foul abettor ! thou notorious bawd ! 

Thou plantest scandal and displacest 
laud ; 

Thou ravisher, thou traitor, thou false 
thief. 

Thy honey turns to gall, thy joy to 
grief ! 

‘ Thy secret pleasure turns to open 
shame, 890 

Thy private feasting to a public fast, 

Thy smoothing titles to a ragged name, 

Thy sugar’d tongue to bitter wormwood 
taste : 

Thy violent vanities can never last. 

How comes it then, vile Opportunity, 

Being so bad, such numbers seek for 
thee ? 

‘When wilt thou be the humble sup- 
pliant’s friend. 

And bring him where his suit may be 
obtain’d ? 

When wilt thou sort an hour great strifes 
to end ? 

Or free that soul which wretchedness- 
hath chain’d ? 9c 

(live physic to the sick, ease to ri j 
pain’d ? 

The poor, lame, blind, halt, creep, 
cry out for thee ; 

But they ne’er meet with Opportunity. 


'The patient dies while the physician 
sleeps ; 

The orphan pines while the oppressor 
feeds ; 

Justice is feasting while the widow 
weeps ; 

Advice is sporting while infection breeds : 

Thou grant’s! no time for charitaole 
deeds : 

Wrath, envy, treason, rape, and 
murder’s rages. 

Thy heinous hours wait on them as 
their pages. 910 

' When Truth and Virtue have to do with 
thee, 

A thousand crosses keep them from thy 
aid : 

They buy thy help ; but Sin ne’er gives 
a fee. 

He gratis comes ; and thou art well ap- 
paid 

As -svell to hear as grant what he hath 
sai 1. 

My Coilatine would else have come 
to me 

WTen Taiquin did, but he was stay’d 
by thee. 

‘ Guilty thou art of murder and of theft. 

Guilty of perjury and subornation. 

Guilt of treason, forgery, and shift, 920 

Guilty ^ incest, that abomination ; 

An accessary by thine inclination 

To all sins past, and all that are to 
come. 

From the creation to the general 
doom. 

'Mis-shapen Time, copesmate of ugly 
Night, 

Swift subtle post, carrier of grisly care, 

Eater of youth, false slave to false de- 
light. 

Base watch of woes, sin’s pack-horse, 
virtue’s snare ; 

Thou nursest all and niurder’st all that 
are: 

O, hear me then, injurious, shifting 
Time ! 930 

Be guilty of my death, since of my 
crime. 
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* Why hath thy servant. Opportunity, 
Betray’d the hours thou gavest me to 
repose, 

Cancell’d my fortunes, and enchained me 
To endless date of never-ending woes ? 
Time’s office is to fine the hate of foes ; 
To eat up errors by opinion bred. 

Not spend the dowry of a lawful bed. 

‘ Time’s glory is to calm contending kings. 
To unmask falsehood and bring truth to 

light, ^ 940 

To stamp the seal of time in aged things. 
To wake the morn and sentinel the night, 
To wrong the wronger till he render right, 
To ruinate proud buildings with thy 
hours. 

And smear with dust their glittering 
golden towers; 

‘ To fill with worm-holes stately monu- 
ments. 

To feed oblivion with decay of things, 

To blot old books and alter their contents, 
To pluck the quills from ancient ravens’ 
wings, 

To dry the old oak’s sajj and cherish 
springs, 950 

To spoil antiquities of hammer’d steel. 
And turn the giddy round of Fortune’s 
wheel ; 

‘ To show the beldam daughters of her 
daughter, 

To make the child a man, the man a 
child, 

Vo slay the tiger that doth live by slaughter, 
To tame the unicorn and lion wiki, 

To mock the subtle in themselves beguiled, 
To cheer the ploughman with increase- 
ful crops. 

And waste huge stones with little water- 
drops. 

‘ Why work’st thou mischief in thy pil- 
grimage, 960 

Unless thou couldst return to make 
amends ? 

One poor retiring minute in an age 
Would purchase thee a thousand thousand 
friends, 

Lending him wit that to bad debtors lends: 


O, this dread night, wouldst thou one 
hour come back, 

I could prevent this storm and shun 
thy wrack! 

‘ Thou ceaseless lackey to eternity. 

With some mischance cross Tarquin in 
his flight : 

Devise extremes beyond extremity. 

To make him curse this cursed crimeful 
night : 070 

Let ghastly shadows his lewd eyes affright; 
And the dire thought of his committed 
evil 

Shape every bush a hideous shapelesc 
devil. 

‘ Disturb his hours of rest with restless 
trances, 

Afflict him in his bed with bedrid groans ; 
Let there bechance him pitiful mischances, 
To make him moan; but pity not his 
moans : 

Stone him with harden'd hearts, hardei 
than stones; 

And let mild women to him lose theii 
mildness. 

Wilder to him than tigers in theii 
wildness. 980 

‘ Let him have time to tear his curled 
hair. 

Let him have time against himself to 
rave, 

Let him have lime of Time’s help to 
despair. 

Let him have time to live a loathed slave. 
Let him have time a beggar’s orts to crave, 
And time to see one that by alms doth 
live 

Disdain to him disdained scraps to give. 

‘ Let him have time to see his friends his 
foes, 

And merry fools to mock at him resort ; 
Let him have time to mark how slow 
time goes 990 

In time of sorrow, and how swift and short 
Ilis time of folly and his time of sport; 
And ever let his unrecalling crime 
Have time to wail th’ abusing of his 
time. 
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< O Time, thou tutor both to good and bad, 
Teach me to curse him that thou taught’st 
this ill ! 

At his own shadow let the thief run mad, 
Himself himself seek every hour to kill ! 
Such wretched hands such wretched blood 
should spill ; 

]"or who so base would such an office 
have 1000 

As slanderous deathsman to so base a 
slave ? 

‘ The baser is he, coming from a king. 

To shame his hope with deeds degenerate : 
The mightier man, the mightier is the 
thing 

That makes him honour’d, or begets him 
hate ; ® 

For greatest scandal waits on greatest state. 
The moon being clouded presently is 
miss’d, 

But little stars may hide them wffien 
they list. 

‘ The crow may bathe his coal-black wings 
in mire, 1009 

And unperceived fly with the filth away; 
But if the like the snow-white swan desire. 
The stain upon his silver down will stay. 
Poor grooms are sightless night, kings 
glorious day : 

Gnats are unnoted wheresoe’er they fly. 
But eagles gazed upon with every eye. 

‘ Out, idle words, servants to shallow 
fools ! 

Unprofitable sounds, weak arbitrators ! 
Busy yourselves in skill -contending schools ; 
Debate where leisure serves with dull 
debaters ; 1019 

'To trembling clients be you mediators: 
For me, I force not argument a straw. 
Since that my case is past the help of 
law. 

‘ In vain I rail at Opportunity, 

At Time, at Tarquin, and uncheerfiil 
Night ; 

In vain I cavil with mine infamy, 

In vain I spurn at my confirm’d despite : 
This helpless smoke of words doth me 
no right. 


The remedy indeed to do me good 
Is to let forth my foul-defiled blood. 

' Poor hand, why quiver’st thou at this 
decree ? 1030 

Honour thyself to rid me of this shame; 
For if I die, my honour lives in thee ; 

But if I live, thou livest in my defame: 
Since thou couldst not defend thy oyal 
dame. 

And wast afeard to scratch her wicked 
foe. 

Kill both thyself and her for yielding 
so.’ 

This said, from her be-tumbled couch she 
starteth. 

To find some desperate instrument of 
death : 

But this no slaughterhouse no tool im- 
parteth 

To make more vent for passage of her 
breath ; 1040 

AVhich, thronging through her lips, so 
vanisheth 

As smoke from /Etna, that in air con- 
sumes. 

Or that which from discharged cannon 
fumes. 

‘ In vain,’ quoth she, ‘ I live, and seek in 
vain 

Some happy mean to end a hapless life. 

I fear’d by Tarquin’s falchion to be §lain. 
Vet for the seif-same purpose ^eek a 
knife : 

But when T fear’d I was a loyal wife : 

So am 1 now : O no, that cannot be ; 
Of that true type hath Tarquin rifled 
me, 1050 

‘O, that is gone for which I sought to 
live, 

And therefore now I need not fear to die. 
To clear this spot by death, at least I 
give 

A badge of fame to slander's livery ; 

A dying life to living infamy : 

Poor helpless help, the treasure stol’n 
away, 

To burn the guiltless casket where it 
lay! 
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‘Well, well, dear Collatine, thou shalt 
not know 

The stained taste of violated troth; 

I will not wrong thy true affection so, 1060 

To flatter thee with an infringed oath ; 

This bastard graff shall never come to 
growth : 

He shall not boast who did thy stock 
pollute 

That thou art doting father of his 
fruit. 

‘ Nor shall he smile at thee in secret 
thought. 

Nor laugh with his companions at thy 
state ; 

But thou shalt know thy interest was not 
bought 

Basely with gold, but stol’ii from forth 
thy gate. 

For me, I am the mistress of my fate, 

And with my trespass never will dis- 
pense, 1070 

Till life to death acquit my forced 
offence. 

‘ I will not poison thee with my attaint. 

Nor fold my fault in cleanly - coin’d 
excuses ; 

My sable ground of sin I will not paint, 

To hide the truth of this false night’s 
abuses : 

My tongue shall utter all; mine eyes, 
like sluices. 

As from a mountain-spring that feeds a 
dale. 

Shall gush pure streams to purge my 
impure tale.’ 

By this, lamenting Philomel had ended 

The well-timed warble of her nightly 
sorrow, 1080 

And solemn night with slow sad gait 
descended 

To ugly hell; when, lo, the blushing 
morrow 

Lends light to all fair eyes that light will 
borrow : 

But cloudy Lucrece shames herself to 
see, 

And therefore still in night would 
cloister’d be. 


Revealing day through every cranny spies, 

And seems to point her out where she sits 
weeping ; 

To whom she sobbing speaks : ‘ O eye of 
eyes, 

Why pry’st thou through my window^ 
leave thy peeping : 

Mock with thy tickling beams eyes that 
are sleeping : 1090 

Brand not my forehead with thy 
piercing light. 

For day hath nought to do what\ 
done by night.’ 

Thus cavils she with every thing slu* 
sees : 

True grief is fond and testy as a child, 

M^o wayward once, his mood with 
nought agrees : 

Old woes, not infant sorrows, bear them 
mild ; 

Continuance tames the one; the othei 
wild. 

Like an unpractised swimmer plunging 
still. 

With too much labour drowns for want 
of skill. 

So she, deep“drenched in a sea of care. 

Holds disputation with each thing she 
views, iroi 

And to herself all sorrow doth compare ; 

No object but her passion’s strength 
renews ; 

And as one shifts, another straight 
ensues : 

Sometime her grief is dumb and hath 
no words; 

Sometime ’tis mad and too much talk 
affords. 

The little birds that tune their morning’s 
joy 

Make her moans mad with their sweet 
melody : 

For mirth doth search the bottom of 
annoy; 1109 

Sad souls are slain in merry company; 

Grief best is pleased with grief’s society : 

True sorrow then is feelingly sufficed 

When with like semblance it is sym- 
pathized. 
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’Tis double death to drown in ken of 
shore ; 

lie ten times pines that pines beholding 
food; 

To see the salve doth make the wound 
ache more ; 

Great grief grieves most at that would do 
it good ; 

Deep woes roll forward like a gentle flood, 

Who, being stopp’d, the bounding 
banks o’erflows; 

Grief dallied with nor law nor limit 
knows. 1120 

‘You mocking birds,’ quoth she, ‘your 
tunes entomb 

Within your hollow • swelling feather’d 
breasts, 

And in my hearing be you mute and 
dumb : 

My restless discord loves no stops nor 
rests ; 

A woeful hostess brooks not merry guests : 

Relish your nimble notes to pleasing 
ears ; 

Distress likes dumps when time is kept 
with tears. 

‘ Come, Philomel, that sing’st of ravish- 
ment, 

Make thy sad grove in my dishevell'd 
hair : 

As the dank earth weeps at thy languish - 
ment, 1130 

So I at each sad strain will strain a tear. 

And with deep groans the diapason bear ; 

For burden- wise I’ll hum on Tarquin 
still. 

While thou on Tereus descanl'st better 
skill. 

‘ And whiles against a thorn thou bear’st 
thy part. 

To keep thy sharp woes waking, wretched 

. 1 , 

To imitate thee well, against my heart 

Will fix a sharp knife to affright mine eye ; 

Who, if it wink, shall thereon fall and die. 

These means, as frets upon an instru- 
ment, 1140 

Shall tune our heart-strings to true 
languishment. 
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‘ And for, poor bird, thou sing’st not in 
the day. 

As shaming any eye should thee behold. 
Some dark deep desert, seated from the 
way. 

That knows not parching heat nor freezing 
cold. 

Will we find out ; and there we will 
unfold 

To creatures stern sad tunes, to change 
their kinds : 

Since men prove beasts, let beasts bear 
gentle minds.’ 

As the poor frighted deer, that stands at 
gaze. 

Wildly determining which way to fly, 1150 
Or one encompass’d with a winding maze, 
That cannot tread the way out readily ; 
So with herself is she in mutiny, 

To live or die which of the twain were 
better, 

When life is shamed, and death 
re2:>roach’s debtor. 

‘ To kill myself,’ quoth she, ‘ alack, what 
were it. 

But with my bodymypoor soul’s jiollution? 
They that lose half with greater patience 
bear it 

Than they whose whole is swallow’d in 
confusion. 

That mother tries a merciless conclusion 
Who, having two sweet babes, when 
death takes one, 1161 

Will slay the other and be nurse to 
none. 

‘ My body or my soul, which was the 
dearer. 

When the one jjure, the other made 
divine ? 

Whose love of either to myself was nearer. 
When both were kept for heaven and 
Coliatine ? 

Ayme ! the bark jieel’d from the loftypine, 
His leaves will wither and his sap decay ; 
So must my soul, her bark being peel’d 
away. 1169 

‘ Her house is sack’d, her quiet interrupted, 
Her mansion batter’d by the enemy ; 

2 M 
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Her sacred temple spotted, spoil’d, cor- 
rupted, 

Grossly engirt with daring infamy : 

Then let it not be call'd impiety, 

If in this blemish’d fort I make some 
hole 

Through wliich 1 may convey this 
troubled soul. 

‘ Yet die I will not till my Collatine 
Have heaid the cause of my untimely 
death; 

That he may vow, in that sad hour of mine, 
Revenge on him that made me stop my 
breath. ii8o 

My stained blood to Tarquin I’ll bequeath, 
Which by him tainted shall for him be 
spent. 

And as his due wiit in my testament. 

‘ My honour 1 ’ll bequeath unto the knife 
That wounds my body so dishonoured. 
’Tis honour to deprive dishonour’d life ; 
The one will live, the other being dead : 
So of shame’s ashes shall my fame be bred ; 
For in my death I murder shameful 
scorn : 

My shame so dead, mine honour is 
new-born. 1190 

‘ Dear lord of that dear jewel I have 
lost. 

What legacy shall I bequeath to thee ? 
My resolution, love, shall be thy boast. 
By whose example thou revenged mayst 
be. 

How Tarquin must be used, read it in me : 
Myself, thy friend, will kill myself, thy 
foe. 

And for my sake serve thou false Tar- 
quin so. 

‘ This brief abridgement of my will I make : 
My soul and body to the skies and ground ; 
JVIy resolution, husband, do thou take; 
Mine honour be the knife’s that makes 
my wound ; 1201 

INIy shame be his that did my fame con- 
found ; 

And all my fame that lives disbursed be 
To those that live, and think no shame 
of me. 


‘Thou, Collatine, shalt oversee this v ill; 

How was I overseen that thou shalt seen'! 

My blood shall wash the slander of mine' 

ill; : 

My life’s foul deed, my life’s fair end sha! 
free it. ^ 

Faint not, faint heart, but stoutly sa;, 
“ So be it 

Yield to my hand; my hand shal’ 
conquer thee : 12 

Thou dead, both die, and both sha ' 
victors be. ’ 

This plot of death when sadly she had laid j 

And wiped the brinish pearl from he' 
bright eyes. 

With untuned tongue she hoarsely calh 
her maid, 

Whose swift obedience to her misUe^' 
hies ; 

For fleet -wing’d duty with thought*' 
feathers flies. 

Poor Lucrece’ cheeks unto her male 
seem so 

As winter meads when sun doth mel 
their snow. 

Fler mistress she doth give demure good 
morrow. 

With soft -slow tongue, true mark 0. 
modesty, 12: 

And sorts a sad look to her lady’s sorrov. 

P'or why her face wore sorrow’s livery ; 

But durst not ask of her audaciously 

Why her two suns were cloud-eclipsed 
so. 

Nor why her fair cheeks over-wash c 
with woe. 

But as the earth doth weep, the sun bcini 
set, 

Each flower moisten’d like a meltim 
eye ; 

Even so the maid with swelling drop 
gan wet 

Her circled eyne, enforced by sympathy 

Of those fair suns set in her mistress 
sky, i2> 

Who in a salt -waved ocean quencl 
their light. 

Which makes the maid weep like th' 
dewy night. 
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^.pretty while these pretty creatures stand, 
L,ike ivoiy conduits coral cisterns filling : 
Dne justly weeps ; the other takes in hand 
^so cause, but company, of her drops 
spilling : 

Their gentle sex to weep are often willing; 
Grieving themselves to guess at others’ 
smarts. 

And then they drowm their eyes or 
break their hearts. 

"or men have marble, women waxen, 
minds, 1240 

\.nd therefore are they form’d as marble 
will ; 

The weak oppress’d, the impression of 
strange kinds • 

!s form’d in them by force, by fraud, or 
skill : 

Then call them not the authors of their 
ill. 

No more than wax shall be accounted 
evil 

Wherein is stamp’d the semblance of 
a devil. 

Their smoothness, like a goodly cham- 
paign plain, 

->ays open all the little worms that creep ; 
n men, as in a rough -grown grove, 
remain 

Jave-keeping evils that obscurely sleep : 
Through crystal walls each little mote 
will peep : 1251 

I Though men can cover crimes with 
I bold stern looks, 

I Poor women’s faces are their own faults’ 

I books. 

*0 man inveigh against the wither’d 
flower, 

>ut chide rough winter that the flower 
hath kill’d : 

^ot that devour’d, but that which doth 
devour, 

s worthy blame. O, let it not be hild 
'oor women’s faults, that they are so 
1 fulfill’d 

^Vith men’s abuses : those proud lords, 
to blame. 

Make weak -made women tenants to 
their shame. 1260 


The precedent whereof in Lucrece view. 

Assail’d by night with circumstances strong 

Of present death, and shame that might 
ensue 

By that her death, to do her husband 
wrong : 

Such danger to resistance did belong. 

That dying fear through all her bctdy 
spread ; 

And who cannot abuse a body dead ? 

By this, mild patience bid fair Lucrece 
speak 

To the poor counterfeit of her complain- 
ing: 

‘ My girl,’ quoth she, ‘ on what occasion 
break 1270 

Those tears from thee, that down thy 
cheeks are raining? 

If thou dost weep for giief of my sustain- 
ing* 

Know, gentle wench, it small avails 
my mood : 

If tears could help, mine owm W'ould 
d''> me good. 

‘ But tell me, girl, when went ' — and there 
she stay’d 

Till after a deep groan — ‘ Tarquin from 
hence?’ 

‘ Madam, ere I was up, ’ replied the 
maid, 

‘ The more to blame my sluggard negli- 
gence : 

Yet with the fault I thus far can dispense ; 

INIyself was stirring ere the break of 
day, 1280 

And, ere I rose, was Tarquin gone 
away. 

‘ But, lady, if your maid may be so 
bold. 

She would request to know your heavi- 
ness.’ 

‘ O, peace ! ’ quoth Lucrece : ‘ if it should* 
be told. 

The repetition cannot make it less; 

For more it is than I can well express : 

And that deep torture may be call’d a 
hell 

When more is felt than one hath 
power to tell. 



LUCRECE 


Her sacred temple si^otted, spoil’d, cor- 
rupted, 

Grossly engirt with daring infamy : 

Then let it not be call’d imi)iety, 

If in this blemish’d fort I make some 
hole 

Through which I may convey this 
troubled soul. 

‘ Yet die I will not till my Collatiiie 
Have heaid the cause of my untimely 
death ; 

That he may vow, in that sad hour of mine, 
Revenge on him that made me stop my 
breath. 1180 

My stained blood to T arquin I ’ll bequeath, 
^Yhich by him tainted shall for him be 
spent, 

And as his due writ in my testament. 

‘ My honour I ’ll bequeath unto the knife 
That wounds my body so dishonoured. 
’Tis honour to deprive dishonour’d life ; 
The one will live, the other being dead : 
So of shame’s ashes shall my fame be bred ; 
For in my death I murder shameful 
scorn : 

My shame so dead, mine honour is 
new-born. 1190 

‘ Dear lord of that dear jewel I have 
lost, 

What legacy shall I bequeath to thee ? 
My resolution, love, shall be thy boast, 
By whose example thou revenged mayst 
be. 

How Tarquin must be used, read it in me : 
Myself, thy friend, will kill myself, thy 
foe, 

And for my sake serve thou false Tar- 
quin so. 

‘ This brief abridgement of my will I make : 
My soul and body to the skies and ground ; 
My resolution, husband, do thou take; 
Mine honour be the knife’s that makes 
my wound; 1201 

My shame be his that did my fame con- 
found ; 

And all my fame that lives disbui-sed be 
To those that live, and think no shame 
of me. 


‘ Thou, Collatine, shalt oversee this will ; 

How was I overseen that thou shalt see it ' 

My blood shall wash the slander of mine 

ill; 

My life’s foul deed, my life’s fair end shall 
free it. 

Faint not, faint heart, but stoutly say 
“ So be it 

Yield to my hand ; my hand shall 
conquer thee: 1210 

Thou dead, both die, and both shall 
victors be.’ 

This plot of death when sadly she had laid, 

And wiped the brinish pearl from her 
bright eyes, 

With untuned tongue she hoarsely calls 
her maid, 

Whose swift obedience to her mistress 
hies; 

Foi fleet -wing’d duty with thought’s 
feathers flies. 

Poor Lucrece’ cheeks unto her maid 
seem so 

As winter meads when sun doth melt 
their snow. 

Her mistress she doth give demure good- 
morrow. 

With soft -slow tongue, true mark of 
modesty, 1220 

And sorts a sad look to her lady’s sorrow. 

For why her face wore sorrow^’s livery ; 

But durst not ask of her audaciously 

Why her tw'o suns W'ere cloud-eclipsed 
so. 

Nor why her fair cheeks over-wash’d 
with woe. 

But as the earth doth weep, the sun being 
set. 

Each flow^er moisten’d like a melting 
eye ; 

Even so the maid with swelling drops 
gan wet 

Her circled eyne, enforced by sympathy 

Of those fair suns set in her mistress’ 
sky, 1230 

Who in a salt -waved ocean quench 
their light, 

Which makes the maid weep like the 
dewy night. 
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A pretty while these pretty creatures stand, 
Like ivoiy conduits coral cisterns filling: 
One justly W’eeps ; the other takes in hand 
No cause, but company, of her drops 
spilling : 

Their gentle sex to weep are often willing ; 
Grieving themselves to guess at others’ 
smarts, 

And then they drown their eyes or 
^ break their hearts. 

I 

For men have marble, women waxen, 
minds, 1240 

And therefore are they form’d as marble 
will ; 

The w^eak oppress’d, the impression of 
strange kinds • 

Is form’d in them by force, by fraud, or 
skill : 

Then call them not the authors of their 
ill. 

No more than wax shall be accounted 
evil 

Wherein is stamp’d the semblance of 
a devil. 

r heir smoothness, like a goodly cham- 
paign plain, 

fLays open all the little worms that creep ; 
sin men, as in a rough -grown grove, 

[ remain 

Cave-keeping evils that obscurely sleej) : 
Through crystal walls each little mote 
will peej) : 1251 

Though men can cover crimes with 
bold stern looks, 

Poor women’s faces are their own faults’ 
books. 

No man inveigh against the wither’d 
flower, 

But chide rough winter that the flower 
hath kill’d : 

^ot that devour’d, but that which doth 
devour, 

Is worthy blame. O, let it not be hild 
Poor women’s faults, that they are so 
fulfill’d 

With men’s abuses : those proud lords, 
to blame. 

Make weak -made women tenants to 
their shame. 1260 j 


The precedent whereof in Lucrece view, 

Assail’d by night wdth circumstances strong 

Of present death, and shame that might 
ensue 

By that her death, to do her husband 
W'rong : 

Such danger to resistance did belong. 

That dying fear through all her body 
spread ; 

And who cannot abuse a body dead ? 

By this, mild patience bid fair Lucrece 
speak 

To the poor counterfeit of her complain- 
ing: 

‘ My girl,’ quoth she, ‘ on what occasion 
break 1270 

Those tears from thee, that down thy 
cheeks are raining ? 

If thou dost weep for grief of my sustain- 
ing. 

Know’, gentle wench, it small avails 
my mood : 

If tears could help, mine own would 
do me good. 

‘ But tell me, girl, wdren went ’ — and there 
she stay’d 

Till after a deep groan — ‘ Tarquin from 
hence ?’ 

‘ Madam, ere I was up, ’ replied the 
maid, 

‘ The more to blame my sluggard negli- 
gence : 

Yet w'ith the fault I thus far can dispense ; 

Myself w’as stirring ere the break of 
day, 1280 

And, ere I rose, was Tarquin gone 
aw^ay. 

‘ But, lady, if your maid may be so 
bold. 

She would lequest to know your heavi- 
ness. ’ 

‘ O, peace ! ’ quoth Lucrece : ‘ if it should* 
be told, 

The repetition cannot make it less ; 

For more it is than I can well express : 

And that deep torture may be call’d a 
hell 

When more is felt than one hath 
power to tell. 
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‘ Go, get me hither paper, ink, and pen : 

Yet save that labour, for I have them 
here. 1290 

What should 1 say? One of my hus- 
band’s men 

Hid thou be ready, by and by, to bear 

letter to my lord, my love, my dear : 

Bid him with speed prepare to carry it ; 

The cause craves haste, and it will 
soon be writ.’ 

Her maid is gone, and she prepares to 
write. 

First hovering o’er the paper with her 
quill : 

Conceit and grief an eager combat fight ; 

What wit sets down is blotted straight 
with will ; 

This is too cuiious-good, this blunt and 
ill ; 1300 

Much like a press of people at a door. 

Throng her inventions, which shall go 
before. 

At last she thus begins : ‘ Thou worthy 
lord 

Of that unwoithy wife that gieeteth thee, 

Health to thy person ! next vouchsafe t’ 
afford — 

If ever, love, thy Lucrece thou wilt see — 

Some present speed to come and visit 
me. 

So, I commend me from our house in 
grief : 

My woes are tedious, though my words 
are brief.’ 

Here folds she up the tenour of her 
w^oe, 

Her certain sorrow WTit uncertainly. 

By this short schedule Collatme may 
know 

Her grief, but not her grief’s true quality : 

She dares not thereof make discovery, 

Lest he should hold it her own gross 
abuse, 

Ere she with blood had stain’d her 
stain’d excuse. 

Besides, the life and feeling of her pas.sion 

She hoards, to spend wdien he is by to 
hear her ; 


When sighs and groans and tears may 
grace the fashion 

Of her disgrace, the better so to clear her 
From that suspicion wdiich the w'orld 
might bear her. 1321 

To shun thib blot, she would not blot 
the letter 

With words, till action might become 
them better. 

To see sad sights moves moie than heai 
them told ; 

For then the eye interprets to the ear 
The heav7 motion that it doth behold, 
When every part a part of woe doth bear. 
’'Tis but a part of sorrow^ that w'e hear : 

, Deep sounds make lesser noise than 
shallow fords, 

And sorrow ebbs, being blown with 
wind of W'ords. 1330 

Her letter now’ is seal’d, and on it writ 
‘ At Ardea to my lord wdth more than 
haste. ’ 

The post attends, and she delivers it. 
Charging the sour-faced groom to hie as 
fast 

As lagging fowls before the northein 
blast : 

Speed moic than speed but dull and 
slow she deems : 

Extremity still urgeth such extremes. 

The homely villain couit’sies to her low; 
And, blushing on her, with a steadfast 
eye 

Receives the scroll wuthout or yea or no, 
And forth with bashful innocence doth 
hie. 1341 

But they whose guilt w ithin their bosoms 
lie 

Imagine every eye beholds their blame ; 
For Lucrece thought he blush’d to see 
her shame 

When, silly groom ! f lod wot, it was 
defect 

Of spirit, life, and bold audacity. 

! Such harmless creatures have a true 
I respect 

To talk in deeds, w^hile others saucily 
I Promise more speed, but do it leisurely: 
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Even so this pattern of the worn-out 
age 1350 

Pawn’d honest looks, but laid no word-, 
to gage. 

His kindled duty kindled her mistrust, 
That two red hies in both their faces 
blazed ; 

She thought he blush’d, as knowing 
Tarquin’s lust, 

And, blushing with him, wistly on him 
gazed ; 

I ler earnest eye did make him more 
amazed : 

The moie she saw the blood his cheeks 
replenisli, 

The more she thought he spied in hei 
some blemish. * 

r)Ut long she thinks till he return again, 
And yet tlie duteous vassal scarce is gone. 
The weaiy time she cannot entertain, 1361 
For now 'tis stale to sigh, to weep, and 
groan : 

So woe hath wearied woe, moan tired 
moan. 

That she her plaints a little while doth 
stay, j 

Pausing for means to mouin some • 
newer way. 

At last she calls to mind wheie hangs a 
piece 

()f skilful painting, made for Piiam’s 
T roy ; 

Before the which is diawn the power of 
Greece, 

For Helen’s rape the city to destroy, 
Threatening cloud -kissing Ilion with 
annoy ; 1370 

■ Which the conceited painter drew so 

pi Olid, 

As heaven, it seem'd, to kiss the 
turiets bow’d. 

A thousand lamentable objects there, 

In scorn of nature, art gave lifeless life : 
Many a dry drop seem’d a weeping tear. 
Shed for the slaughter’d husband by the 
wife : 

The red blood reek’d, to show the 
painter’s strife; 


And dying eyes gleam’d forth their 
ashy lights, 

Like dying coals burnt out in tedious 
nights. 

There might you see the labouring pioner 

Begrimed with sweat, and smeaied all 
with dust; 1381 

And from the towers of Troy there would 
appear 

The very eyes of men through loop-holes 
thiust, 

Gazing upon the Greeks with little lust : 

Such sweet observance in this woik 
was had, 

That one might see those far-off eyes 
look sad. 

In great commanders grace and majesty 

You might behold, triumphing in their 
faces ; 

In youth, quick beating and dexterity; 

And here and theie the painter inter- 
laces 1390 

I ’ale cowards, marching on with trem- 
bling paces ; 

Which heartless peasants did so well 
resend )le, 

That one would swear he saw them 
quake and tremble. 

In Ajax and Ulysses, O, what art 

Of physii>gnomy might one behold I 

The face of cither cijiher’d cither's heart ; 

Tlieir face their manners most expressly 
told : 

In Ajax’ eyes blunt rage and rigoui 1 oil’d ; 

But the mild glance that sly Ulysses 
lent 

Show'd deep regai d and smiling govern- 
ment. 1400 

There pleading might you sec grave 
Nestor stand, 

As ’twerc encouraging the Greeks to 
light ; 

Making such sober action with his 
hand, 

That it beguiled attention, charm’d the 
sight: 

In speech, it seem’d, his beard, all silver 
while. 
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Wagg’d up and down, and from his 
lips did fly 

Thin winding breath, which purl’d up 
to the sky. 

About him were a press of gaping faces, 

Which seem’d to swallow up his sound 
advice ; 

All jointly listening, but with several 
graces, 1410 

As if some mermaid did their ears en- 
tice. 

Some high, some low, the painter was 
so nice; 

The scalps of many, almost hid be- 
hind, 

To jump up higher seem’d, to mock 
the mind. 

Here one man’s hand lean'd on another’s 
head. 

His nose being shadow’d by his neigh- 
bour’s ear; 

Here one being throng’d bears back, all 
boll’n and red; 

Another smother’d seems to pelt and 
swear ; 

And in their rage such signs of rage they 
bear, 

As, but for loss of Nestor’s golden 
words, 1420 

It seem’d they would debate with 
angry swords. 

For much imaginary work was there; 

Conceit deceitful, so compact, so kind. 

That for Achilles’ image stood his spear. 

Griped in an armed hand ; himself, be- 
hind. 

Was left unseen, save to the eye of mind : 

A hand, a foot, a face, a leg, a head. 

Stood for the whole to be imagined. 

And from the walls of strong -besieged 
Troy 

When their brave hope, bold Hector, 
march’d to field, 1430 

Stood many Trojan mothers, sharing joy 

To see their youthful sons bright weapons 
wield ; 

And to their hope they such odd action 
yield, 


That through their light joy seemed to 
appear. 

Like bright things stain’d, a kind of 
heavy fear. 

And from the strand of Dardan, where 
they fought. 

To Simois’ reedy banks the red blood ran. 
Whose waves to imitate the battle sought 
With swelling ridges; and their ranks 
began 1439 

To break upon the galled shore, and than 
Retire again, till, meeting greater ranks. 
They join and shoot their foam at 
Simois’ banks. 

To this well-painted piece is Lucrecc come, 
To find a face where all distress is stell’d. 
Many she sees where cares have carved 
some, 

But none where all distress and dolour 
dwell’d, 

Till she despairing Hecuba beheld. 
Staring on Piiam’s wounds with her 
old eyes, 

Which bleeding under Pyrrhus' proud 
foot lies. 

In her the painter had anatomized 1450 
Time’s ruin, beauty’s wreck, and grim 
care’s reign : 

Her checks with chaps and wrinkles were 
dis^iised ; 

Of what she was no semblance did remain : 
Her blue blood changed to black in every 
vein. 

Wanting the spring that those shrunk 
pipes had fed, 

Show’d life imprison’d in a body dead. 

On this sad shadow Lucrece spends her 
eyes. 

And shapes her sorrow to the beldam’s 
woes. 

Who nothing wants to answer her but cries, 
And bitter words to ban her cmel 
foes ; 1460 

The painter was no god to lend her those ; 
And therefore Lucrece swears he did 
her wrong, 

To give her so much grief and not a 
tongue. 
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‘Poor instrument,’ quoth she, ‘without 
a sound, 

I’ll tune thy woes with my lamenting 
tongue ; 

And drop sweet balm in Priam’s painted 
wound, 

And rail on Pyrrhus that hath done him 
wrong ; 

And with my tears quench Troy that 
burns so long; 

And with my knife scratch out the 
angiy eyes 1469 

Of all the Greeks that are thine enemies. 

* Show me the strumpet that began this 
stir, 

That with my nails her beauty I may 
tear. * 

Thy heat of lust, fond Paris, did incur 

This load of wrath that burning Troy 
doth bear : 

Thy eye kindled the fire that bumeth 
here ; 

And here in Troy, for trespass of thine 
eye, 

The sire, the son, the dame, and 
daughter die. 

‘ Why should the private pleasure of some 
one 

Become the public plague of many moe ? 

Let sin, alone committed, light alone 1480 

Upon his head that hath trangressed so; 

Let guiltless souls be freed ftom guilty 
woe : 

For one’s offence why should so many 
fall. 

To plague a private sin in general ? 

‘ Lo, here weeps Hecuba, here Priam dies. 

Here manly Hector faints, here Troilus 
swounds. 

Here friend by friend in bloody channel 
lies, 

And friend to friend gives unadvised 
wounds, 

And one man’s lust these many lives con- 
founds ; 

Had doting Priam check’d his son’s 
desire, 1490 

Troy had been bright with fame and 
not with fire.’ 


Here feelingly she weeps Troy’s painted 
woes: 

For sorrow, like a heavy-hanging bell. 
Once set on ringing, with his own weight 
goes; 

Then little strength lings out the doleful 
knell: 

So Lucrece, set a- work, sad tales doth 
tell 

To pencill’d pensiveness and colour’d 
sorrow ; 

She lends them words, and she their 
looks doth borrow. 

She throws her eyes about the painting 
round, 

And whom she finds forlorn she doth 
lament. 1500 

At last she sees a wretched image bound, 
That piteous looks to Phrygian shepherds 
lent: 

His face, though full of cares, yet show’d 
content ; 

Onward to Troy with the blunt swains 
he goes, 

So mild, that Patience seem’d to scorn 
his woes. 

In him the painter laboni’d with his skill 
To hide deceit, and give the haimless 
show 

An humble gait, calm looks, eyes wailing 
still, 

A brow unbent, that seem’d to welcome 
w'oe ; 

Cheeks neither red nor pale, but mingled 
so i5lo 

That blushing red no guilty instance 
gave. 

Nor ashy pale the fear that false hcaits 
have. 

But, like a constant and confirmed devil, 
He entertain’d a show so seeming just. 
And therein so ensconced his secret evil, 
That jealousy itself could not mistrust 
False -creeping craft and perjury should 
thrust 

Into so bright a day such black -faced 
storms, 

Or blot with hell-born sin such saint- 
like forms. 
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The well-skill’d workman this mild image 
drew 1520 

For perjured Sinon, whose enchanting 
story 

The credulous old Priam after slew; 

Whose words like wildfire burnt the 
sliining glory 

Of rich 'built Ilion, that the skies were 
sorry, 

And little stars shot from their fixed 
places, 

When their glass fell w'herein they 
view’d their faces. 

This picture she advisedly perused, 

And chid the painter for his wondrous 
skill, 

Saying, some shape in Sinon’s was 
abused ; 

So fair a form lodged not a mind so ill : 1530 

And still on him she gazed ; and gazing 
still, 

Such signs of truth in his plain face 
she spied, 

That she concludes the picture was 
belied. 

‘ It cannot be,’ quoth she, * that so much 
guile’ — 

She would have said ‘ can lurk in such a 
look ; ’ 

But Tarquin’s shape came in her mind 
the while, 

And from her tongue *can lurk’ from 
‘ cannot ’ took : 

‘ It cannot be ’ she in that sense for- 
sook, 

And turn’d it thus, ‘ It cannot be, I 
find. 

But such a face should bear a wdcked 
mind : 1540 

‘ For even as subtle Sinon here is 
painted, 

So sober-sad, so weary, and so mild, 

As if with grief or travail he had fainted, 

To me came Tarquin armed ; so beguiled 

With outward honesty, but yet defiled 

With inward vice: as Priam him did 
cherish, 

So did I Tarquin; so my Troy did 
perish. 


‘ Look, look, how listening Priam wets 
his eyes. 

To see those borrow’d tears that Sinon 
sheds ! 

Priam, why art thou old and yet not 
wise ? 1550 

For every tear he falls a Trojan bleeds ; 

His eye drops fire, no w^'ater thence 
proceeds; 

Those round clear pearls of his, that 
move thy pity, 

Are balls of quenchless fire to burn 
thy -city. 

'• Such devils steal effects from lightless 
hell; 

For Sinon in his fire doth quake with 
cold, 

And in that cold hot -burning fire doth 
dwell; 

These contraries such unity do hold, 

Only to flatter fools and make them 
bold : 

So Priam’s trust false Sinon’s tears 
doth flatter, 1560 

That he finds means to burn his Troy 
with water.’ 

Here, all enraged, such passion her 
assails. 

That patience is quite beaten from her 
brei^t. 

She tears the senseless Sinon with her 
nails, 

Comparing him to that unhappy guest 

Whose deed hath made herself herself 
detest : 

At last she smilingly with this gives 
o’er ; 

‘Fool, fool!’ quoth she, ‘his wounds 
will not be sore.’ 

Thus ebbs and flows the current of her 
sorrow, 

And time doth weary time with her 
complaining. 1570 

She looks for night, and then she longs 
for morrow. 

And both she thinks too long with her 
remaining : 

Short time seems long in sorrow’s sharp 
sustaining : 
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Though woe be heavy, yet it seldom 
sleeps ; 

And they that watch see time how 
slow it creeps. 

Which all this time hath overslipp’d her 
thought, 

That she with painted images hath spent ; 

Being from the feeling of her own grief 
brought 

By deep surmise of others’ detriment ; 

Losing her woes in shows of discontent. 

It easeth some, though none it ever 
cured, 1581 

To think their dolour others have 
endured. 

But now the mindful messenger, come 
back, 

Brings home his lord and other company ; 

Who finds his Lucrece clad in mourning 
black : 

And round about her tear-distained eye 

Blue circles stream’d, like rainbows in 
the sky : 

These water-galls in her dim element 

Foretell new storms to those already 
spent. 

Which when her sad-beholding husband 
saw, 1590 

Amazedly in her sad face he stares ; 

Her eyes, though sod in tears, look’d red 
and raw, 

Her lively colour kill’d with deadly cares. 

He hath no power to ask her how she 
fares : 

Both stood, like old acquaintance in a 
trance, 

Met far from home, wondering each 
other’s chance. 

At last he takes her by the bloodless 
hand, 

And thus begins ; ‘ What uncouth ill 
event 

Hath thee befall’n, that thou dost 
trembling stand ? 

Sweet love, what spite hath thy fair 
colour spent ? i 6 oc, 

Why art thou thus attired in discon- 
tent? 


Unmask, dear dear, this moody heavi- 
ness, 

And tell thy grief, that we may give 
redress. ’ 

Three times with sighs she gives her 
sorrow fire. 

Ere once she can discharge one word of 
woe : 

At length address’d to answer his desire, 

She modestly prepares to let them know 

Her honour is ta’en prisoner by the foe ; 

While Collatine and his consorted 
lords 

With sad attention long to hear her 
words. 1610 

And now this pale swan in her w’atery 
nest 

Begins the sad dirge of her certain 
ending ; 

‘Few words,’ quoth she, ‘shall fit the 
trespass best, 

Wheie no excuse can give the fault 
amending : 

In me moe woes than words are now 
depending; 

And my laments would be drawn out 
too long, 

To tell them all with one poor tired 
tongue. 

‘ Then be this all the task it hath to say : 

Dear husband, in the interest of thy bed 

A stranger came, and on that pillow 
lay 1620 

Where thou wast wont to rest thy weary 
head; 

And what wrong else may be imagined 

By foul enforcement might be done to 
me, 

From that, alas, thy Lucrece is not 
free. 

*' For in the dreadful dead of dark mid- 
night. 

With shining falchion in my chamber 
came 

A creeping creature, with a- flaming light. 

And softly cried “Awake, thou Roman 
dame, 

And entertain my love ; else lasting shame 
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On thee and thine this night I will 
inflict, 1630 

If thou my love’s desire do contradict. 

‘‘‘For some hard -favour’d groom of 
thine,” quoth he, 

“Unless thou yoke thy liking to my 
will, 

I’ll murder straight, and then I’ll 
slaughter thee 

And swear I found you where you did 
fulfil 

The loathsome act of lust, and so did 
kill 

The lechers in their deed : this act 
will be 

My fame and thy perpetual infamy.” 

‘With this, I did begin to start and 
cry; 

And then against my heart he sets his 
sword, 1640 

Swearing, unless I took all patiently, 

I should not live to speak another word; 

So should my shame still rest upon record, 
And never be forgot in mighty Rome 
Th’ adulterate death of Lucrece and 
her groom. 

‘ Mine enemy was strong, my poor self 
weak, 

And far the weaker with so strong a fear : 

My bloody judge forbade my tongue to 
speak ; 

No rightful plea might plead for justice 
there : 

Ilis scarlet lust came evidence to swear 
That my poor beauty had pudoin’d his 
eyes ; 1651 

And when the judge is robb’d the 
prisoner dies. 

‘ O, teach me how to make mine own 
excuse ! 

Or at the least this refuge let me find ; 

Though my gross blood be stain’d with 
this abuse, 

Immaculate and spotless is*my mind; 

That was not forced ; that never was in- 
clined 

To accessary yieldings, but still pure 
Doth in her poison’d closet yet endure. ’ 


Lo, here, the hopeless merchant of this 
loss, 1660 

With head declined, and voice damm’d 
up with woe. 

With sad set eyes, and wretched arms 
across, 

From lips new-waxen pale begins to blow 
The grief away that stops his answer so : 

But, wretched as he is, he strives in 
vain ; 

What he breathes out his bieath drinks 
up again. 

As through an arch the violent roaring tide 
Outruns the eye that doth behold his haste, 
Yet in the eddy boundeth in his pride 
Back to the strait that foiced him on 
so fast ; 1670 

In rage sent out, recall’d in rage, being 
past : 

Even so his sighs, his sorrows, make 
a saw, 

To push grief on, and back the same 
grief draw. 

Which speechless woe of his poor she 
attendeth. 

And his untimely frenzy thus awaketh : 
‘Dear lord, thy sorrow to my sorrow 
lendeth 

Another power ; no flood by raining 
slaketh. 

My woe too sensible thy passion maketh 

More feeling-painful : let it then suffice 

To drown one woe, one pair of weep- 
ing eyes. 1680 

‘ And for my sake, when I might charm 
thee so 

For she that was thy Lucrece, now attend 
me : 

Be suddenly revenged on my foe, 

Thine, mine, his own : suppose thou dost 
defend me 

From what is past: the help that thou 
shalt lend me 

Comes all too late, yet let the traitor die ; 

For sparing justice feeds iniquity. 

‘ But ere I name him, you fair lords,’ 
quoth she, 

Speaking to those that came with Colla- 
tine, 
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* Shall plight your honourable faiths to 
me, 1690 

With swift pursuit to venge this wrong 
of mine ; 

For ’tis a meritorious fair design 

To chase injustice with revengeful arms : 
Knights, by their oaths, should right 
poor ladies’ harms.’ 

At this request, with noble disposition 
Each present lord began to promise aid. 
As bound in knighthood to her imposition. 
Longing to hear the hateful foe bewray’d. 
But she, that yet her sad task hath not said. 
The protestation stops. ‘ O, speak, ’ 
qiioth she, 1700 

‘ How may this forced stain be wiped 
from me ? 

‘ What is the quality of mine offence. 
Being constrain’d with dreadful circum- 
stance ? 

May my pure mind with the foul act dis- 
pense. 

My low-declined honour to advance ? 
May any terms acquit me from this chance '•* 
The poison’d fountain clears itselfagain * 
And why not I from this compelled 
stain ?’ 

With this, they all at once began to say, 
Her body’s stain her mind untainted 
clears ; * 1710 

While with a joyless smile she tuims away 
The face, that map which deep impres- 
sion bears 

Of hard misfortune, carved in it with 
tears. 

‘No, no,’ quoth she, ‘no dame, here- 
after living. 

By my excuse shall claim excuse’s 
giving.’ 

Here with a sigh, as if her heart would 
break. 

She throws forth Tarquin’s name : ‘He, 
he,’ she says, 

But more than ‘he’ her poor longue 
could not speak; 

Till after many accents and delays, 
Untimely breathings, sick and short 
assays, 1720 


She utters this, ‘ He, he, fair lords, 
’tis he. 

That guides this hand to give this 
wound to me.’ 

Even here she sheathed in her harmless 
breast 

A harmful knife, that thence her soul 
unsheathed : 

That blow did bail it from the deep un- 
rest 

Of that polluted prison where it breathed ; 
Her contrite sighs unto the clouds be- 
queathed 

Her winged sprite, and through her 
wounds doth fly 

Life’s lasting dale from cancell’d 
destiny. 

vStone- still, astonish’d with this deadly 
deed, 1730 

Stood Coilatine and all his lordly crew ; 
Till Lucrece’ father, that beholds her 
bleed. 

Himself on her sclf-slaughter’d body 
threw; 

And from the purple fountain Brutus drew 
The murderous knife, and, as it left 
the place, 

Her blood, in poor revenge, held it in 
chase ; 

And bubbling from her breast, it doth 
divide 

In two slow rivers, that the crimson blood 
Circles her body in on every side. 

Who, like a late-sack’d island, vastly 
stood 1740 

Bare and unpeopled in this fearful flood. 
Some of her blood still pure and red 
remain’d. 

And some look’d black, and that false 
Tarquin stain’d. 

About the mourning and congealed face 
Of that black blood a watery rigol goes. 
Which seems to weep upon the tainted 
place : 

And ever since, as pitying Lucrece’ woes. 
Corrupted blood some watery token shows ; 
And blood untainted still doth red abide, 
Blushing at that which is so putrified. 
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‘ Daughter, dear daughter,’ old Lucretius 
cries, 1751 

‘ That life was mine which thou hast here 
deprived. 

If in the child the father’s image lies, 

Where shall I live now Lucrece is unlived ? 

Thou wastnot to thisend from me derived. 

If children pre -decease progenitors, 

We are their offspring, and they none 
of ours. 

‘ Poor broken glass, I often did behold 

In thy sweet semblance my old age new 
born ; 

But now that fair fresh mirror, dim and 
old, 1760 

Shows me a bare -boned death by time 
outworn : 

O, from thy cheeks my image thou hast 
torn. 

And shiver’d all the beauty of my glass, 

That I no more can see what once I was ! 

‘ O time, cease thou thy course and last 
no longer, 

If they surcease to be that should survive. 

Shall rotten death make conquest of the 
stronger 

And leave the faltering feeble souls alive ? 

The old bees die, the young possess their 
hive : 

Then live, sweet Lucrece, live again 
and see 1770 

Thy father die, and not thy father thee !’ 

By this, starts Collatine as from a 
dream, 

And bids Lucretius give his sorrow 
place ; 

And then in key-cold Lucrece’ bleeding 
stream 

He falls, and bathes the pale fear in his 
face. 

And counterfeits to die wdth her a 
space ; 

Till manly shame bids him possess his 
breath 

And live to be revenged on her death. 

The deep vexation of his inward soul 

Hath served a dumb arrest upon his 
tongue ; 1780 


Who, mad that sorrow should his use 
control, 

Or keep him from heart-easing words so 
long. 

Begins to talk; but through his lips do 
throng 

Weak words, so thick come in his poor 
heart’s aid. 

That no man could distinguish what he 
said. 

Vet sometime ‘ Tarquin’ was pronounced 
plain, 

But through his teeth, as if the name he 
tore. 

This windy tempest, till it blow up rain. 

Held back his sorrow’s tide, to make it 
more ; 

At last it rains, and busy winds give o’ei : 

Then son and father weep with equal 
strife 1791 

\Mio should weep most, for daughter or 
for wife. 

The one doth call her his, the other his, 

Yet neither may possess the claim they 
lay. 

The father says ‘ She’s mine.’ ‘ O, mine 
she is,’ 

Replies her husband : ‘ do not take away 

My sorrow’s interest ; let no mourner say 

He wcgps for her, for she was only mine. 

And only must be wail’d by Collatine. ’ 

‘ O, ’ quoth Lucretius, ‘ I did give that 
life 1800 

Which she too early and too late hath 
spiff’d.’ 

‘Woe, woe,’ quoth Collatine, ‘she was 
my wife, 

I owed her, and ’tis mine that she hath 
kill’d.’ 

‘ My daughter ’and ‘my wife ’with clamours 
fill’d 

The dispersed aii, who, holding 
Lucrece’ life, 

Answer’d their cries, ‘my daughter’ and 
‘ my wife. ’ 

Brutus, who pluck’d the knife from 
Lucrece’ side, 

Seeing such emulation in their woe. 
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Began to clothe his wit in state and pride, 
Burying in Lucrece’ wound his folly’s 
show. i8io 

He with the Romans was esteemed so 
As silly-jeering idiots are with kings, 
For sportive words and uttering foolish 
things : 

But now he throws that shallow habit by. 
Wherein dee]) policy did him disguise; 
And arm’d his long-hid wits advisedly. 
To check the tears in Collatinus’ eyes. 

‘ Thou wronged lord of Rome,’ quoth he, 

‘ arise : 

Let my unsounded self, supposed a fool, 
Now set thy long-experienced wit to 

school. 1820 

• 

‘ Why, Collatine, is woe the cure for woe? 
Do wounds help wounds, or grief help 
grievous deeds ? 

Is it revenge to give thyself a blow 
For his foul act by whom thy fair wife 
bleeds ? 

Such childish humour from weak minds 
proceeds : 

Thy wretched wife mistook the matter 'O 
To slay herself, that should have slan. 
her foe. 

‘ Courageous Roman, do not steep thy 
heart 

In such relenting dew of lamentations ; 
But kneel with me and help to bear thy 
part, 1830 

To rouse our Roman gods with invocations. 
That they will suffer these abominations, 
Since Rome herself in them doth stand 
disgraced. 

By our strong arms from forth her fair 
streets chased. 


‘ Now, by the Capitol that we adore, 

And by this chaste blood so unjustly 
stain’d. 

By heaven’s fair sun that breeds the fat 
earth’s store. 

By all our country rights in Rome main- 
tain’d. 

And by chaste Lucrece’ soul that late 
complain’d 

Her wrongs to us, and by this bloody 
knife, 1840 

We will revenge the death of this true 
wife.’ 

This said, he struck his hand upon his 
breast. 

And kiss’d the fatal knife, to end his 
vow; 

And to his protestation urged the rest. 

Who, wondering at him, did his words 
allow : 

Then jointly to the ground their knees 
they bow; 

And that deep vow'’, which Brutus made 
before, 

He doth again repeat, and that they 
swore. 

When they had sworn to this advised 
doom. 

They did conclude to bear dead Lucrece 
thence; 1850 

To show her bleeding body thorough 
Rome, 

And so to publish Tarquin’s foul offence : 

Which being done with speedy dili- 
gence, 

The Romans plausibly did give con- 
sent 

To Tarquin’s everlasting banishment. 
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I. 

From fairest creatures we desire increase, 

That thereby beauty’s rose might never 
die, 

But as the riper should by time decease, 

His tender heir might bear his memory: 

But thou, contracted to thine own bright 
eyes, 

Feed’st thy light’s flame with self-sub- 
stantial fuel. 

Making a famine where abundance lies, 

Thyself thy foe, to thy sweet self too 
cruel. 

Thou that art now the world’s fresh orna- 
ment 

And only herald to the gaudy spring. 

Within thine own bud buriest thy content 

And, tender churl, makest waste in nig- 
garding. 

Pity the world, or else this glutton be, 
To eat the world’s due, by the grave 
and thee. 

II. 

When forty winters shall besiege thy 
brow, 

And dig deep trenches in thy beauty’s 
field, 


Thy youth’s proud livery, so gazed on 
now, 

Will be a tatter'd weed, of small worth 
held: 

Then being ask’d where all thy beauty 
lies, 

Where all the treasure of thy lusty days, 

To say, within thine own deep-sunken 
eyes, 

Were an all-eating shame and thriftless 
praise. 

How much more praise deserved thy 
beauty’s use, 

If thou couldst answer ‘ This fair child of 
mine 

Shall sum my count and make my old 
excuse,’ 

Proving his beauty by succession thine ! 

This were to be new made when thou 
art old, 

And see thy blood warm when thou 
feel’st it cold. 

III. 

Look in thy glass, and tell the face thou 
viewest 

Now is the time that face should form 
another ; 
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Whose fresh repair if now thou not re- 
newest, 

Thou dost beguile the world, unbless 
some mother. 

For where is she so fair whose unear’d 
womb 

Disdains the tillage of thy husbandry ? 

Or who is he so fond will be the tomb 

Of his self-love, to stop posterity ? 

Thou art thy mother’s glass, and she in 
thee 

Calls back the lovely April of her 
prime : 

So thou through windows of thine age 
shalt see 

Despite of wrinkles this thy golden time. 

But if thou live, remember’d not to be. 

Die single, and thine image dies with 
thee. t 

IV. 

Unthrifty loveliness, why dost thou spend 

Upon thyself thy beauty’s legacy? 

Nature’s bequest gives nothing but doth 
lend. 

And being frank she lends to those are 
free. 

Then, beauteous niggard, why dost thou 
abuse 

The bounteous largess given thee to 
give ? 

Profitless usurer, why dost thoii use 

So great a sum of sums, yet canst not 
live ? 

For having traffic with thyself alone. 

Thou of thyself thy sweet self dost de- 
ceive. 

Then how, when nature calls thee to be 
gone. 

What acceptable audit canst thou leave ? 

Thy unused beauty must be tomb’d 
with thee, 

Which, used, lives th’ executor to be. 

V. 

Those hours, that with gentle work did 
frame 

The lovely gaze where every eye doth 
dwell, 

Will play the tyrants to the very same 

And that unfair which fairly doth excel ; 


For never-resting time leads summer on 
To hideous winter and confounds him 
there ; 

Sap check’d with frost and lusty leaves 
quite gone, 

Beauty o’ersnow’d and bareness every 
where : 

Then, were not summer’s distillation left, 
A liquid prisoner pent in walls of glass, 
Beauty’s effect with beauty were bereft, 
Nor it nor no remembrance what it was : 
But flowers distill’d, though they with 
winter meet, 

Leese but their show ; their substance 
still lives sweet. 

VI. 

Then let not winter’s ragged hand deface 
In thee thy summer, ere thou be distil I’d : 
Make sweet some vial ; treasure thou 
some place 

With beauty’s treasure, ere it be self-kill’d. 
That use is not forbidden usury 
Which happies those !hat pay the willing 
I loan ; 

! That’s for thyself to breed another thee. 
Or ten times happier, be it ten for one ; 
Ten times thyself were happier than thou 
art. 

If ten of thine ten times refigured thee : 
Then what could death do, if thou shouldst 
depart, 

Leaving thee living in posterity? 

Be not self- will’d, for thou art much 
too fair 

To be death’s conquest and make worms 
thine heir. 

VII. 

Lo ! in the orient when the gracious light 
Lifts up his burning head, each under eye 
Doth homage to his new-appearing sight. 
Serving with looks his sacred majesty ; 
And having climb’d the steep -up heavenly 
hill. 

Resembling strongyouth in his middle age, 
Yet mortal looks adore his beauty still. 
Attending on his golden pilgrimage; 

But when from highmost pitch, with weary 
car. 

Like feeble age, he reeleth from the day, 
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The eyes, ’fore duteous, now converted are 
From his low tract and look another way : 
So thou, thyself out-going in thy noon, 
Unlook’d on diest, unless thou get a son. 

VIII. 

Music to hear, why hear’st thou music 
sadly ? 

Sweets with sweets war not, joy delights 
in joy. 

Why lovest thou that which thou receivest 
not gladly, 

Or else receivest with pleasure thine annoy? 
If the true concord of well- tuned sounds. 
By unions married, do offend thine ear, 
They do but sweetly chide thee, who 
confounds 

In singleness the parts that thou shouldst 
bear. 

Mark how one string, sweet husband to 
another, 

Strikes each in each by mutual ordering, 
Resembling sire and child and happy 
mother 

Who all in one, one pleasing note do sing : 
Whose speechless song, being many, 
seeming one. 

Sings this to thee : ‘ thou single wilt 
prove none.’ 

IX. 

Is it for fear to wet a widow’s eye 
That thou consumest thyself in single life ? 
Ah ! if thou issueless shalt hap to die, 
The world will wail thee, like a makeless 
wife; 

The world will be thy widow and still weep 
That thou no form of thee hast left behind, 
When every private widow well may keep 
By children’s eyes her husband’s shape in 
mind. 

Look, what an unthrift in the world doth 
spend 

Shifts but his place, for still the world 
enjoys it ; 

But beauty’s waste hath in the world an 
end. 

And kept unused, the user so destroys it. 
No love toward others in that bosom sits 
That on himself such murderous shame 
commits. 


X. 

For shame ! deny that thou bear’st love 
to any, 

Who for thyself art so improvident. 

Grant, if thou wilt, thou art beloved of 
many, 

But that thou none lovest is most evident ; 

For thou art so possess’d with murderous 
hate 

That ’gainst thyself thou stick’st not to 
conspire. 

Seeking that beauteous roof to ruinate 

Which to repair should be thy chief desire. 

O, change thy thought, that I may change 
my mind ! 

Shall hate be fairer lodged than gentle 
< love ? 

Be, as thy presence is, gracious and 
kind. 

Or to thyself at least kind-hearted prove ; 

Make thee another self, for love of me, 

That beauty still may live in thine or 
thee, 

XI. 

As fast as thou shalt wane, so fast thou 
growest 

In one of thine, from that which thou 
departest ; 

And that fresh blood which youngly thou 
bestowest 

Thou mayst call thine when thou from 
youth convertest. 

Herein lives wisdom, beauty and increase ; 

Without this, folly, age and cold decay : 

If all were minded so, the times should 
cease 

And threescore year would make the world 
away. 

Let those whom Nature hath not made 
for store, 

Harsh featureless and rude, barrenly 
perish : 

Look, whom she best endow’d she gave 
the more ; 

Which bounteous gift thou shouldst in 
bounty cherish : 

She carved thee for her seal, and meant 
thereby 

Thou shouldst print more, not let that 
copy die. 
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XII. 

When I do count the clock that tells the 
time, 

And see the brave day sunk in hideous 
night ; 

When I behold the violet past prime. 

And sable curls all silver’d o’er with white ; 
When lofty trees I see barren of leaves 
Which erst from heat did canopy the herd. 
And summer’s green a 11 girded up in sheaves 
Borne on the bier with white and bristly 
beard, 

Then of thy beauty do I question make, 
That thou among the wastes of time must 
go, 

since sweets and beauties do themselves 
forsake . 

Vnd die as fast as they see others grow ; 
And nothing ’gainst Time’s scythe can 
make defence 

Save breed, to brave him when he takes 
thee hence. 

XIII. 

), that you were yourself! but, love, you 
are 

To longer yours than you yourself here 
live : 

gainst this coming end you should pre- 
pare, 

nd your sweet semblance to some other 
give. 

3 should that beauty which you hold in 
lease 

ind no determination; then you were 
ourself again after yourself’s decease, 
’hen your sweet issue your sweet form 
should bear. 

ho lets so fair a house fall to decay, 
hich husbandry in honour might uphold 
gainst the stormy gusts of winter’s day 
id barren rage of death’s eternal cold ? 
O, none but unthrifts ! Dear my love, 
you know 

You had a father : let your son say so. 

XIV. 

)t from the stars do I my j udgement pluck ; 
id yet methinks I have astronomy, 
t not to tell of good or evil luck, 
plagues, of dearths, or seasons’ quality ; 
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Nor can I fortune to brief minutes tell. 
Pointing to each his thunder, rain and 
wind. 

Or say with princes if it shall go well. 

By oft predict that I in heaven find : 

But from thine eyes my knowledge I 
derive. 

And, constant stars, in them I read such art 
As truth and beauty shall together thrive. 
If from thyself to store thou wouldst con- 
vert ; 

Or else of thee this I prognosticate : 

Thy end is truth’s and beauty’s doom 
and date. 

XV. 

When I consider every thing that grows 
Holds in perfection but a little moment. 
That this huge stage presenteth nought 
but shows 

Whereon the stars in secret influence 
comment ; 

When I perceive that men as plants in- 
crease. 

Cheered and check’d even by the self- 
same sky, 

\'aunt in their youthful sap, at height 
decrease. 

And wear their brave state out of memory ; 
Then the conceit of this inconstant stay 
Sets you most rich in youth before my 
sight, 

Where wasteful Time debateth with 
Decay, 

To change your day of youth to sullied 
night ; 

And all in war with Time for love of 
you. 

As he takes from you, I engiaft you 
new. 

XVI. 

But wherefore do not you a mightier way 
Make war upon this bloody tyrant. Time ? 
And fortify yourself in your decay 
With means more blessed than my barren 
rhyme ? 

Now stand you on the top of happy hours, 
And many maiden gardens yet unset 
With virtuous wish would bear your living 
flowers, 

Much liker than your painted counterfeit : 

2 N 
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So should the lines of life that life repair, 

Which this, Time’s pencil, or my pupil 
pen, 

Neither in inward worth nor outward fair, 

Can make you live yourself in eyes of men. 

To give away yourself keeps yourself 
still, 

And you must live, drawn by your own 
sweet skill. 

XVII. 

Who will believe my verse in time to 
come. 

If it were fill’d with your most high 
deserts ? 

Though yet, heaven knows, it is but as a 
tomb 

Which hides your life and shows not half 
your parts. 

If I could write the beauty of your eyes 

And in fresh numbers number all your 
graces, 

The age to come would say ‘This poet 
lies; 

Such heavenly touches ne’er touch'd 
earthly faces.’ 

So should my papers yellow’d with their 
age 

Be scorn’d like old men of less truth than 
tongue, 

And your true lights be tenn’d a poet’s 
rage 

And stretched metre of an antique song : 

But were some child of yours alive that 
time. 

You should live twice ; in it and in my 
rhyme. 

XVIII. 

Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day ? 

Thou art more lovely and more temperate : 

Rough winds do shake the darling buds 
of May, 

And summer’s lease hath all too short a 
date : 

Sometime too hotthe eye of heaven shines, 

And often is his gold complexion dimm’d ; 

And every fair from fair sometime declines, 

By chance or nature’s changing course 
untrimm’d ; 

But thy eternal summer shall not fade 

Nor lose possession of that fair thou owest ; 


Nor shall Death brag thou wander’st in 
his shade, 

When in eternal lines to time thou 
growest ; 

So long as men can breathe or eyes can 
see, 

So long lives this and this gives life to 
thee. 

XIX. 

Devouring Time, blunt thou the lion’s 
paws, 

And make the earth devour her own sweet 
brood ; 

Pluck the keen teeth from the fierce 
tiger’s jaws, 

And burn the long-lived phoenix in her 
blood ; 

Make glad and sorry seasons as thou 
fleets, 

And do whate’er thou wilt, swift -footed 
Time, 

To the wide world and all her fading 
sweets ; 

But I forbid thee one most heinous crime : 

O, carve not with thy hours my love’s 
fair brow, 

Nor draw no lines there with thine antique 
pen; 

Him in thy course untainted do allow 

For beauty’s pattern to succeeding men. 

Yet, do thy worst, old Time ; despite 
fhy wrong. 

My love shall in my verse ever live 
young. 

XX. 

A woman’s face with Nature’s own hand 
painted 

Hast thou, the master -mistress of my 
passion ; 

A woman’s gentle heart, but not ac- 
quainted 

With shifting change, as is false women’s 
fashion ; 

An eye more bright than theirs, less false 
in rolling, 

Gilding the object whereupon it gazeth ; 

A man in hue, all ‘ hues ’ in his control- 
ling. 

Which steals men’s eyes and women’s 
souls amazeth. 
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And for a woman wert thou first created ; 
Till Nature, as she wrought thee, fell a- 
doting, 

And by addition me of thee defeated, 

By adding one thing to my purpose 
nothing. 

But since she prick’d thee out for 
women’s pleasure, 

Mine be thy love and thy love’s use 
their treasure. 

XXI. 

So is it not with me as with that Muse 
Stirr’d by a painted beauty to his verse, 
Who heaven itself for ornament doth use 
And every fair with his fair doth rehearse ; 
Making a couplement of proud compare, 
W^ith sun and moon, with earth and seal’s 
rich gems. 

With April’s first-born flowers, and all 
things rare 

That heaven’s air in this huge rondure 
hems. 

O, let me, true in love, but truly write. 
And then believe me, my love is as fair 
As any mother’s child, though not so 
bright 

As those gold candles fix’d in heaven’s air ; 
Let them say more that like of hearsay 
well ; 

I will not praise that purpose not to 
sell. 

XXII. 

My glass shall not persuade me I am old, 
So long as youth and thou are of one date ; 
But when in thee time’s furrows I behold, 
Then look I death my days should expiate. 
For all that beauty that doth cover thee 
Is but the seemly raiment of my heart, 

. Which in thy breast doth live, as thine 
in me : 

How can I then be elder than thou art ? 
O, therefore, love, be of thyself so wary 
As I, not for myself, but for thee will ; 
Bearing thy heart, which I will keep so 
chary 

As tender nurse her babe from faring ill. 
Presume not on thy heart when mine 
is slain; 

Thou gavest me thine, not to give back 
again. 


XXIII. 

As an unperfect actor on the stage 

Who with his fear is put besides his part. 

Or some fierce thing replete with too 
much rage, 

'Whose strength’s abundance weakens his 
own heart. 

So I, for fear of trust, forget to say 

The perfect ceremony of love’s rite, 

And in mine own love’s strength seem to 
decay, 

O’ercharged with burden of mine own 
love’s might. 

O, let my books be then the eloquence 

And dumb presagers of my speaking 
breast. 

Who plead for love and look for re- 
compense 

More than that tongue that more hath 
more express’d. 

O, learn to read what silent love hath 
writ : 

To hear with eyes belongs to love’s 
fine wit. 

XXIV. 

Mine eye hath play’d the painter and 
hath stell’d 

Thy beauty’s form in table of my heart ; 

My body is the frame wherein ’tis held, 

And perspective it is best painter’s art. 

For through the painter must you see his 
skill, 

To find where your true image pictured 
lies ; 

Which in my bosom’s shop is hanging 
still. 

That hath his windows glazed with thine 
eyes. 

Now see what good turns eyes for eyes 
have done : 

Mine eyes have drawn thy shape, and 
thine for me 

Are windows to my breast, where-through 
the sun 

Delights to peep, to gaze therein on 
thee ; 

Yet eyes this cunning want to grace 
their art ; 

They draw but what they see, know 
not the heart. 
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XXV. 

Let those who are in favour with their 
stars 

Of public honour and proud titles boast, 
Whilst I, whom fortune of such triumph 
bars, 

Unlook’d for joy in that I honour most. 
Great princes’ favourites their fair leaves 
spread 

But as the marigold at the sun’s eye, 

And in themselves their pride lies buried. 
For at a frown they in their glory die. 
The painful warrior famoused for fight, 
After a thousand victories once foil’d, 

Is from the book of honour razed quite, 
And all the rest forgot for which he toil’d : 
Then happy I, that love and am beloved 
Where I may not remove nor be 
removed. 

XXVI. 

Lord of my love, to whom in v^assalage 
Thy merit hath ray duty strongly knit, 

To thee I send this written embassage. 
To witness duty, not to show my wit : 
Duty so great, which wit so poor as mine 
May make seem bare, in wanting words 
to show it, 

But that I hope some good conceit of thine 
In thy soul’s thought, all naked, will 
bestow it ; 

Till whatsoever star that guides my moVing 
Points on me graciously with fair aspect 
And puts apparel on my tatter’d loving. 
To show me worthy of thy sweet re- 
spect ; 

Then may I dare to boast how I do 
love thee; 

Till then not show my head where thou 
mayst prove me. 

XXVII. 

Weary with toil, I haste me to my bed, 
The dear repose for limbs with travel 
tired ; 

But then begins a journey in my head, 
To w'ork my mind, when body’s work’s 
expired : 

For then my thoughts, from far where I 
abide. 

Intend a zealous pilgrimage to thee, 


And keep my drooping eyelids open wide, 
Looking on darkness which the blind do 
see: 

Save that my soul’s imaginary sight 
Presents thy shadow to my sightless view, 
Which, like a jewel hung in ghastly night, 
Makes black night beauteous and her old 
face new. 

Lo ! thus, by day my limbs, by night 
my mind, 

For thee and for myself no quiet find. 

XXVIII. 

How can I then return in happy plight, 
That am debarr’d the benefit of rest ? 
When day’s oppression is not eased by 
night. 

But day by night, and night by day, 
oppress’d ? 

And each, though enemies to either’s 
reign, 

Do in consent shake hands to torture 
me ; 

The one by toil, the other to complain 
How far I toil, still farther off from thee. 
I tell the day, to please him thou art 
bright 

And dost him grace when clouds do blot 
the heaven : 

So flatter I the swart-complexion’d night, 
When sparkling stars twire not thou 
gild’st the even. 

But day doth daily draw my sorrows 
longer 

And night doth nightly make grief’s 
strength seem stronger. 

XXIX. 

When, in disgrace with fortune and men’s 
eyes, 

I all alone beweep my outcast state 
And trouble deaf heaven with my bootless 
cries 

And look upon myself and curse my 
fate, 

Wishing me like to one more rich in hope, 
Featured like him, like him with friends 
possess’d. 

Desiring this man’s art and that man’s 
scope. 

With what I most enjoy contented least ; 
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Yet in these thoughts myself almost 
despising, 

Haply I think on thee, and then my state. 
Like to the lark at break of day arising 
From sullen earth, sings hymns at heaven’s 
gate; 

For thy sweet love remember’d such 
wealth brings 

That then I scorn to change my state 
with kings. 

XXX. 

When to the sessions of sweet silent 
thought 

I summon up remembrance of things past, 
I sigh the lack of many a thing I sought. 
And with old woes new wail my dear 
time’s waste : 

Then can I drown an eye, unused to flow. 
For precious friends hid in death’s date- 
less night, 

And weep afresh love’s long since cancell’d 
woe. 

And moan the expense of many a vanish’d 
sight ; 

Then can I grieve at grievances foregone, 
And heavily from woe to woe tell o’er 
The sad account of fore-bemoaned moan. 
Which I new pay as if not paid before. 

But if the while I think on thee, dear 
friend. 

All losses are restored and sorrows end. 

XXXI. 

Thy bosom is endeared with all hearts. 
Which I by lacking have supposed dead. 
And there reigns love and all love’s loving 
parts, 

And all those friends which I thought 
buried. 

Flow many a holy and obsequious tear 
Hath dear religious love stol’n from mine 
eye 

As interest of the dead, which now appear 
But things removed that hidden in thee 
lie ! 

Thou art the grave where buried love 
doth live. 

Hung with the trophies of my lovers gone, 
Who all their parts of me to thee did give; 
That due of many now is thine alone : 


Their images I loved I view in thee, 

And thou, all they, hast all the all of 
me. 

XXXII. 

If thou survive my well-contented day, 
When that churl Death my bones with 
dust shall cover, 

And shalt by fortune once more re-survey 
These poor rude lines of thy deceased 
lover, 

Compare them with the bettering of the 
time. 

And though they be outstripp’d by every 
pen, 

Reseiwe them for my love, not for their 
rhyme. 

Exceeded by the height of happier men. 
O, then vouchsafe me but this loving 
thought : 

* Had my friend’s Muse grown with this 
growing age, 

A dearer birth than this his love had 
brought. 

To march in ranks of better equipage : 

But since he died and poets better prove, 

Theirs for their style I’ll read, his for 
his love.’ 

XXXIII. 

Full many a glorious morning have I seen 
Flatter the mountain -tops with sovereign 
eye, 

Kissing with golden face the meadows 
green. 

Gilding pale streams with heavenly 
alchemy ; 

Anon permit the basest clouds to ride 
With ugly rack on his celestial face, 

And from the forlorn world his visage hide, 
Stealing unseen to west with this disgrace : 
Even so my sun one early morn did shine 
With all -triumphant splendour on my 
brow ; 

But out, alack ! he was but one hour 
mine; 

The region cloud hath mask’d him from 
me now. 

Yet him for this my love no whit dis- 
daineth ; 

Suns of the world may stain when 
heaven’s sun staineth. 
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XXXIV. 

Why didst thou promise such a beauteous 
day 

And make me travel forth without my 
cloak, 

To let base clouds o’ertake me in my way, 
Hiding thy bravery in their rotten smoke? 
’Tis not enough that through the cloud 
thou break, 

To dry the rain on my storm-beaten face, 
For no man well of such a salve can speak 
That heals the wound and cures not the 
disgrace : 

Nor can thy shame give physic to my grief; 
Though thou repent, yet I have still the 
loss : 

The offender’s sorrow lends but weak 
relief 

To him that bears the strong offence’s 
cross. 

Ah ! but those tears are pearl which 
thy love sheds. 

And they are rich and ransom all ill 
deeds. 

XXXV. 

No more be grieved at that which thou 
hast done : 

Roses have thorns, and silver fountains 
mud ; 

Clouds and eclipses stain both moon and 
sun, 

And loathsome canker lives in sweetest 
bud. 

All men make faults, and even I in this. 
Authorizing thy trespass with compare, 
Myself corrupting, salving thy amiss. 
Excusing thy sins more than thy sins are ; 
For to thy sensual fault I bring in sense — 
Th)^ adverse party is thy advocate — 

And ’gainst myself a lawful plea com- 
mence ; 

Such civil war is in my love and hate 
That I an accessary needs must be 
To that sweet thief which sourly robs 
from me. 

XXXVI. 

Let me confess that we two must be twain. 
Although our undivided loves are one : 
So shall those blots that do with me remain 
Without thy help by me be borne alone. 


In our two loves there is but one respect, 
Though in our lives a separable spite, 
Which though it alter not love’s sole effect. 
Yet doth it steal sweet hours from love’s 
delight. 

I may not evermore acknowledge thee. 
Lest my bewailed guilt should do thee 
shame, 

Nor thou with public kindness honour me, 
Unless thou take that honour from thy 
name : 

But do not so ; I love thee in such sort 
As, thou being mine, mine is thy good 
report. 

XXXVII. 

As a decrepit father takes delight 
To see his active child do deeds of youth. 
So I, made lame by fortune’s dearest spite, 
Take all my comfort of thy worth and 
truth. 

For whether beauty, birth, or wealth, or 
wit. 

Or any of these all, or all, or more, 
Entitled in thy parts do crowned sit, 

I make my love engrafted to this store : 
So then I am not lame, poor, nor despised. 
Whilst that this shadow doth such sub- 
stance give 

That I in thy abundance am sufficed 
And by a part of all thy glory live. 

Look, what is best, that best I wish 
in thee : 

This wish I have ; then ten times happy 
me ! 

XXXVIII. 

How can my Muse want subject to invent, 
While thou dost breathe, that pour’st into 
my verse 

Thine own sweet argument, too excellent 
For every vulgar paper to rehearse ? 

O, give thyself the thanks, if aught in me 
Worthy perusal stand against thy sight; 
For who’s so dumb that cannot write to 
thee, 

When thou thyself dost give invention 
light ? 

Be thou the tenth Muse, ten times more 
in worth 

Than those old nine which rhymers in- 
vocate ; 
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And he that calls on thee, let him bring 
forth 

Eternal numbers to outlive long date. 

If my slight Muse do please these 
curious days, 

' The pain be mine, but thine shall be 
the praise. 

XXXIX. 

0, how thy worth with manners may I 
sing, 

When thou art all the better part of me ? 

What can mine own praise to mine own 
self bring ? 

And what is’t but mine own when I 
praise thee ? 

Even for this let us divided live. 

And our dear love lose name of single 
one, 

That by this separation I may give 

That due to thee which thou deservest 
alone. 

0 absence, what a torment wouldst thou 

prove. 

Were it not thy sour leisure gave sweet 
leave 

To entertain the time with thoughts of 
love, 

Which time and thoughts so sweetly doth 
deceive, 

And that thou teachest how to make 
one twain, 

By praising him here who doth hence 
remain ! 

XL. 

Take all my loves, my love, yea, take 
them all j 

What hast thou then more than thou 
hadst before ? 

No love, my love, that thou mayst true 
love call ; 

All mine was thine before thou hadst 
this more. 

Then if for my love thou my love receivest, 

1 cannot blame thee for my love thou 

usest ; 

But yet be blamed, if thou thyself de- 
ceivest 

By wilful taste of what thyself refusest. 

I do forgive thy robbery, gentle thief. 

Although thou steal thee all my poverty ; 


And yet, love knows, it is a greater grief 
To bear love’s wrong than hate’s known 
injury. 

Lascivious grace, in whom all ill well 
shows. 

Kill me with spites ; yet we must not 
be foes. 

XLI. 

Those pretty wrongs that liberty commits, 
When I am sometime absent from thy 
heart, 

Thy beauty and thy years full well befits, 
For still temptation follows where thou 
art. 

Gentle thou art and therefore to be won. 
Beauteous thou art, therefore to be 
assailed ; 

And when a woman woos, what woman’s 
son 

Will sourly leave her till she have pre- 
vailed ? 

Ay me ! but yet thou mightst my seat 
forbear. 

And chide thy beauty and thy straying 
youth. 

Who lead thee in their riot even there 
Where thou art forced to break a twofold 
truth, 

Flers, by thy beauty tempting her to 
thee, 

Thine, by thy beauty being false to 
me. 

XLII. 

That thou hast her, it is not all my grief. 
And yet it may be said I loved her 
dearly ; 

That she hath thee, is of my wailing 
chief, 

A loss in love that touches me more 
nearly. 

Loving offenders, thus I will excuse ye : 
Thou dost love her, because thou know’st 
I love her; 

And for my sake even so doth she abuse 
me. 

Suffering my friend for my sake to 
approve her. 

If I lose thee, my loss is my love’s gain, 
And losing her, my friend hath found 
that loss ; 
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Both find each other, and I lose both 
twain, 

And both for my sake lay on me this 
cross : 

But here’s the joy; my friend and I 
are one ; 

Sweet flattery ! then she ^oves but me 
alone. 

XLIII. 

When most I wink, then do mine eyes 
best see, 

For all the day they view things un- 
respected ; 

But when I sleep, in dreams they look 
on thee, 

And darkly bright are bright in dark 
directed. 

Then thou, whose shadow shadows doth 
make bright, 

How would thy shadow’s form form 
happy show 

To the deal day with thy much clearer 
light, 

When to unseeing eyes thy shade shines 
so ! 

How would, I say, mine eyes be blessed 
made 

By looking on thee in the living day, 

When in dead night thy fair imperfect 
shade 

Thiough heavy sleep on sightle.ss eyes 
doth stay ! 

All days are nights to see till I see 
thee, 

And nights blight days when dreams 
do show thee me. 

XI, IV. 

If the dull substance of my flesh were 
thought, 

Injurious distance should not stop my 
way ; 

I"or then despite of space I would be 
brought, 

From limits far remote, where thou dost 
stay. 

No matter then although my foot did 
stand 

Upon the farthest earth removed from 
thee ; 


For nimble thought can jump both sea 
and land 

As soon as think the place where he 
would be. 

But, ah ! thought kills me that I am not 
thought. 

To leap large lengths of miles when thou 
art gone. 

But that so much of earth and water 
wrought 

I must attend time’s leisure with my 
moan, 

Receiving nought by elements so slow 

But heavy tears, badges of either’s 
woe. 

XLV. 

The other two, slight air and purging fire, 
Are both with thee, wherever I abide; 
The first my thought, the other my 
desire. 

These present-absent with swift motion 
slide. 

For when these quicker elements are gone 
In tender embassy of love to thee. 

My life, being made of four, with two 
alone 

Sinks down to death, oppress’d with 
melancholy ; 

Until life’s composition be recured 
By those swift messengers return’d from 
thee, 

Who even but now come back again, 
assured 

Of thy fail health, recounting it to me : 

This told, I joy; but then no longer 
glad, 

I send them back again and straight 
grow' sad. 

XLV I. 

Mine eye and heart are at a mortal wrar 
How to divide the conquest of thy sight ; 
Mine eye my heart thy picture’s sight 
W'ould bar, 

My heart mine eye the freedom of that 
right. 

My heart doth plead that thou in him 
dost he, — 

A closet never pierced with crystal eyes — 
But the defendant doth that plea deny 
And says in him thy fair appearance lies. 
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To ’cide thib title is impanneled 
A quest of thoughts, all tenants to the 
heart, 

And by their verdict is determined 
The clear eye’s moiety and the dear 
heart’s part: 

As thus ; mine eye’s due is thy out- 
ward part, 

And my heart’s right thy inward love 
of heart. 

XLVir. 

Betwixt mine eye and heart a league is 
took, 

And each doth good turns now unto the 
other : 

When that mine eye is famish’d for a look, 
Or heart in love with sighs himself doth 
smother, 

With my love’s picture then my eye doth 
feast 

And to the painted banquet bids my heart ; 
Another time mine eye is my heait’s guest 
And in his thoughts of love doth share a 
part : 

So, either by thy jucture or my love, 
Thyself away art present still with me; 
For thou not farther than my thoughts 
canst move, 

And I am still with them and they wdth 
thee ; 

Or, if they sleep, thy picture ii\my sight 

Aw'akes my heart to heart’s and eye’s 
delight. 

XLYIII. 

How careful was I, wdien I took my way. 
Each trifle under truest bars to thrust. 
That to my use it might unused stay 
From hands of falsehood, in sure w^ards 
. of trust ! 

But thou, to whom my jewels trifles are. 
Most w'orthy comfort, now my greatest 
grief. 

Thou, best of dearest and mine only care. 
Art left the prey of every vulgar thief. 
Thee have I not lock’d up in any chest, 
Save where thou art not, though I feel 
thou art, 

Within the gentle closure of my breast, 
From whence at pleasure thou mayst come 
and part; 


And even thence thou wilt be stol’n, 
I fear. 

For truth proves thievish for a prize so 
dear. 

XLIX. 

Against that time, if ever that time come, 
When I shall see thee frow’ii on my de- 
fects. 

When as thy love hath cast his utmost 
sum. 

Call’d to that audit by advised respects; 
Against that time wdien thou shalt strangely 
pass 

And scarcely greet me with that sun, 
thine eye. 

When love, converted from the thing it 
w as, 

Shall reasons find of settled gravity, — 
Against that time do 1 ensconce me here 
Within the knowledge of mine own deseit, 
And this my hand against myself upiear, 
To guard the lawful leasons on thy part ; 

To leave poor me thou hast the strength 
of laws. 

Since why to love I can allege no cause. 

L. 

How heavy do I journey on the way, 
When what I seek, my weary travel’s 
end, 

Doth teach that case and that repose to 
say 

‘Thus far the miles are measured from 
thy friend ! ’ 

The beast that beats me, tired wdth my 
woe. 

Plods dully on, to bear that weight in me, 
As if by some instinct the wretcli did 
know 

His rider loved not speed, being made 
from thee: 

The bloody sj^ur cannot provoke him on 
That sometimes anger thrusts into liis 
hide; 

Which heavily he answers with a groan. 
More sharp to me than spurring to his 
side ; 

For that same groan doth put this in 
my mind ; 

Mygrieflies onward and my joy behind. 
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LI. 

Thus can my love excuse the slow offence j 
Of my dull bearer when from thee I speed : 
From where thou art why should I haste 
me thence ? 

Till I return, of posting is no need. 

O, what excuse will my poor beast then 
find, 

When swift extremity can seem but slow ? 
Then should I spur, though mounted on 
the wind ; 

In winged speed no motion shall I know : 
Then can no horse with my desire keep 
pace; 

Therefore desire, of perfect’st love being 
made. 

Shall neigh — no dull flesh — in his fiery 
race; 

But love, for love, thus shall excuse my 
jade; 

Since from thee going he went wilful- 
slow. 

Towards thee I’ll run, and give him 
leave to go. 

LII. 

So am I as the rich, whose blessed key 
Can bring him to his sweet up-locked 
treasure, 

The which he will not every hour survey. 
For blunting the fine point of seldom 
pleasure. 

Therefore are feasts so solemn and so rare, 
Since, seldom coming, in the long year set. 
Like stones of worth they thinly placed are. 
Or captain jewels in the carcanet. 

So is the time that keeps you as my chest, 
Or as the wardrobe which the robe doth 
hide, 

To make some special instant special blest, 
By new unfolding his imprison’d pride. 

Blessed are you, whose worthiness gives 
scope. 

Being had, to triumph, being lack’d, 
to hope. 

LlII. 

What is your substance, whereof are you 
made, 

That millions of strange shadows on you 
tend? 


Since everyone hath, every one, one shade. 
And you, but one, can every shadow lend. 
Describe Adonis, and the counterfeit 
Is poorly imitated after you ; 

On Helen’s cheek all art of beauty set. 
And you in Grecian tires are painted new : 
Speak of the spring and foison of the year ; 
The one doth shadow of your beauty show, 
The other as your bounty doth appear ; 
And you in every blessed shape we know. 
In all external grace you have some part, 
But you like none, none you, for con- 
stant heart. 

LIV. 

O, how much more doth beauty beauteous 
seem 

By that sweet ornament which truth doth 
give ! 

The rose looks fair, but fairer we it deem 
For that sweet odour which doth in it live. 
The canker-blooms have full as deep a dye 
As the perfumed tincture of the roses, 
Hang on such thorns and play as wantonly 
When summer’s breath their masked buds 
discloses ; 

But, for their virtue only is their show, 
They live unwoo’d and unrespected fade. 
Die to themselves. Sweet roses do not 
so ; 

Of their sweet deaths are sweetest odours 
made : 

And so of you, beauteous and lovely 
youth. 

When that shall fade, my verse distills 
your truth. 

LV. 

Not marble, nor the gilded monuments 
Of princes, shall outlive this powerful ' 
rhyme ; 

But you shall shine more bright in these 
contents 

Than un swept stone besmear’d with 
sluttish time. 

When wasteful war shall statues over- 
turn. 

And broils root out the work of masonry. 
Nor Mars his sword nor war’s quick fire 
shall bum 

The living record of your memory. 
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’Gainst death and all-oblivious enmity 
Shall you pace forth; your praise shall 
still find room 

Even in the eyes of all posterity 
That wear this world out to the ending 
doom. 

So, till the judgement that yourself 
arise, 

You live in this, and dwell in lovers’ 
eyes. 

LVI. 

Sweet love, renew thy force ; be it not said 
Thy edge should blunter be than appetite. 
Which but to-day by feeding is allay’d. 
To-morrow sharpen’d in his former might : 
So, love, be thou; although to-day thou 
fill 

Thy hungry eyes even till they wink with 
fullness. 

To-morrow see again, and do not kill 
The spirit of love with a perpetual dull- 
ness. 

Let this sad interim like the ocean be 
Which parts the shore, where two con- 
tracted new 

Come daily to the banks, that, when 
they see 

Return of love, more blest may be the 
view ; 

Else call it winter, which being full of 
care 

Makes summer’s welcome thrice more 
wish’d, more rare. 

LVII. 

Being your slave, what should I do but 
tend 

Upon the hours and times of your desire? 
I have no precious time at all to spend, 
Nor services to do, till you require. 

Nor dare I chide the world- without-end 
hour 

Whilst I, my sovereign, watch the clock 
for you, 

Nor think the bitterness of absence sour 
When you have bid your servant once 
adieu ; 

Nor dare I question with my jealous 
thought 

Where you may be, or your affairs 
suppose. 


But, like a sad slave, stay and think of 
nought 

Save, where you are how happy you 
make those. 

So true a fool is love that in your will, 
Though you do any thing, he thinks 
no ill. 

LVIII. 

That god forbid that made me first your 
slave, 

I should in thought control your times of 
pleasure, 

Or at your hand the account of hours to 
crave, 

Being your vassal, bound to stay your 
leisure ! 

O, let me suffer, being at your beck, 

The imprison’d absence of your liberty ; 

And patience, tame to sufferance, bide 
each check. 

Without accusing you of injury. 

Be where you list, your charter is so strong 

That you yourself mny privilege your time 

To what you wdll ; to you it doth belong 

Yourself to pardon of self-doing crime. 

I am to w^ait, though waiting so be hell ; 
Not blame your pleasure, be it ill or 
well. 

LIX. 

If there be nothing new', but that which is 

Hath been before, how are our brains 
beguiled. 

Which, labouring for invention, bear 
amiss 

The second burthen of a former child ! 

O, that record could with a backward 
look, 

Even of five hundred courses of the sun. 

Show me your image in some antique 
book. 

Since mind at first in character was done ! 

That I might see what the old world 
could say 

To this composed wonder of your frame ; 

Whether w'e are mended, or whether 
better they, 

Or whether revolution be the same. 

O, sure I am, the wdts of former days 
To subjects worse have given admiring 
praise. 
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LX. 

Like as the waves make towards the 
pebbled shore, 

So do our minutes hasten to their end ; 
Each changing place with that which 
goes before, 

In sequent toil all forwards do contend. 
Nativity, once in the main of light, 

Crawls to maturity, wherewith being 
crown’d, 

Crooked eclipses ’gainst his glory fight. 
And Time that gave doth now his gift 
confound. 

Time doth transfix the flouiish set on 
youth 

And delves the parallels in beauty's brow, 
Feeds on the rarities of nature’s truth, 
And nothing stands but for his scythe to 
mow : 

+And yet to times in hope my verse 
shall stand. 

Praising thy worth, despite his cruel 
hand. 

LXI, 

Is it thy will thy image should keep 
open 

My heavy eyelids to the weary night ? 
Dost thou desiie my slumbers should be 
broken, 

While shadows like to thee do mock my 
sight ? 

Is it thy spirit that thou send’st from thee 
So far from home into my deeds to piy. 
To find out shames and idle hours in me, 
The scope and lenour of thy jealousy ? 

O, no ! thy love, though much, is not so 
great : 

It is my love that keeps inine eye awake; 
Mine own true love that doth my rest 
defeat. 

To play the watchman ever for thy sake ; 
For thee watch I wdiilst thou dost wake 
elsewhere, 

From me far olf, with others all too 
near. 

LXII, 

Sin of self-love possesseth all mine eye 
And all my soul and all my every part ; 
And for this sin there is no remedy, 

It is so grounded inward in my heart. 


Methinks no face so gracious is as mine. 
No shape so true, no truth of such 
account ; 

And for myself mine own worth do define. 
As I all other in all worths surmount. 

But when my glass shows me myself 
indeed, 

Beated and chopp’d with tann’d antiquity, 
Mine own self-love quite contrary I read; 
Self so self-loving were iniquity. 

’Tis thee, myself, that for myself I 
praise. 

Painting my age with beauty of thy 
days. 

LXI II. 

Against my love shall be, as I am now, 
With Time’s injurious hand crush’d and 
o’erworn ; 

When hours have drain’d his blood and 
fill'd his brow 

With lines and wrinkles ; when his 
youthful morn 

Hath travell’d on to age’s steepy night. 
And all those beauties whereof now he’s 
king ^ 

Are vanishing or vanish’d out of sight. 
Stealing away the tieasure of his spring; 
For such a time do I now fortify 
Against confounding age’s cruel knife, 
That he shall never cut from memoiy 
My sweet love’s beauty, though my 
lover’s life : 

His beauty shall in these black lines be 
seen. 

And they shall live, and he in them 
still green. 

LXIV. 

When I have seen by Time’s fell hand 
defaced 

The rich proud cost of outworn buried 
age ; 

When sometime lofty towers I see down- 
razed 

And brass eternal slave to mortal rage ; 
When I have seen the hungry ocean gain 
Advantage on the kingdom of the shore. 
And the firm soil win of the watery 
main, 

Increasing store with loss and loss with 
store ; 
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WTien I have seen such interchange of 
state, 

Or state itself confounded to decay ; 

Ruin hath taught me thus to ruminate, 
That Time v^ill come and lake my love 
away. 

This thought is as a death, which cannot 
choose 

But weep to have that which it fears 
to lose. 

LXV. 

Since brass, nor stone, nor earth, nor 
boundless sea, 

But sad mortality o’er-sways their power, 
How with this rage shall beauty hold a 
plea. 

Whose action is no stronger than a 
flower ? 

O, how shall summer’s honey breath hold 
out 

Against the wrcckful siege of battering 
days, 

W^hen rocks impregnable are not so stout, 
Nor gates of steel so strong, but Time 
decays ? 

O fearful meditation ! where, alack, 

Shall Time’s best jewel from Time’s 
chest lie hid ? 

Or what strong hand can hold his swift 
foot back ? 

Or who his spoil of beauty can ibrbid ? 
O, none, unless this miracle have 
might, 

That in black ink my love may still 
shine bright. 

LXVI. 

Tired with all these, for restful death I 
L cry, 

f As, to behold desert a beggar born. 

And needy nothing trimm’d in jollity, 
And purest faith unhappily forsworn, 
j And gilded honour shameflilly misplaced, 
And maiden virtue rudely strumpeted, 
And right perfection wrongfully disgraced, 
And strength by limping sway disabled. 
And art made tongue-tied by authority, 
And folly doctor-like controlling skill, 
And simple truth miscall’d simplicity. 
And captive good attending captain ill ; 


Tired wdth all these, from these would 
I be gone, 

vSave that, to die, I leave my love 
alone. 

LXVII. 

Ah ! wherefore with infection should he 
live, 

And with his presence grace impiety, 
That sin l)y him advantage should achieve 
And lace itself with his society ? 

Why should false painting imitate his 
cheek 

And steal dead seeing of his living hue ? 
Why should poor beauty indirectly seek 
Roses of shadow, since his rose is true ? 
Why should he live, now Nature bank- 
rupt is, 

Beggar’d of blood to blush through lively 
veins ? 

For she hath no exchequer now' but his, 
And, proud of many, Jives upon his gains. 
O, him she stores, to show what wealth 
she had 

In days long since, before these last so 
bad. 

LXVI II. 

Thus is his cheek the map of days out- 
worn, 

When beauty lived and died as flowers 
do now, 

Before thesebastard signs of fair W'cre born, 
Or durst inhabit on a living brow ; 

Before the golden tresses of the dead, 
The right of sepulchres, were shorn away, 
To live a second life on second head ; 

Ere beauty’s dead fleece made another 
gay : 

In him those holy antique hours are seen, 
Without all ornament, itself and true, 
Making no summer of another’s green. 
Robbing no old to dress his beauty new ; 
And him as for a map doth Nature 
store, 

To show false Art what beauty w'as of 
yore. 

LXIX. 

Those parts of thee that the world’s eye 
doth view' 

Want nothing that the thought of hearts 
can mend ; 
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All tongues, the voice of souls, give thee 
that clue, 

Uttering Ijare truth, even so as foes com- 
mend. 

Thy outward thus with outward praise is 
crown’d ; 

But those same tongues that give thee so 
thine own 

In other accents do this praise confound 

By seeing farther than the eye hath 
shown. 

They look into the beauty of thy mind. 

And that, in guess, they measure by thy 
deecis ; 

Then, churls, their thoughts, although 
their eyes were kind. 

To thy fair flower add the rank smell of 
weeds : 

But why thy odour matcheth not thy 
show. 

The solve is this, that thou dost 
common grow. 

LXX. 

That thou art blamed shall not be thy 
defect. 

For slander’s mark was ever yet the fair; 

The ornament of beauty is suspect, 

A crow that flies in heaven’s sweetest air. 

So thou be good, slander doth but 
approve 

Thy worth the greater, being woo’d of 
time; 

For canker vice the sweetest buds doth 
love. 

And thou present’st a pure unstained 
prime. 

Thou hast pass’d by the ambush of 
young days, 

Either not assail’d or victor being 
charged ; 

Yet this thy praise cannot be so thy praise, 

To tie up envy evermore enlarged : 

If some suspect of ill mask’d not thy 
show. 

Then thou alone kingdoms of hearts 
shouldst owe. 

LXXI. 

No longer mourn for me when I am dead 

Than you shall hear the surly sullen bell 


Give warning to the world that I am fled 
From this vile world, with vilest worms 
dwell : 

Nay, if you read this line, remember le, 
The hand that writ it ; for I love yo 
That I in your sweet thoughts would 
forgot 

If thinking on me then should make you 
woe. 

O, if, I say, you look upon this verse 
When I perhaps compounded am with clay. 
Do not so much as my poor name re- 
hearse. 

But let your love even with my life 
decay. 

Lest the wise world should look into 
your moan 

And mock you with me after I am 
gone. 

LXXII. 

O, lest the world should task you to 
recite 

What merit lived in me, that you should 
love 

After my death, dear love, forget me 
quite. 

For you in me can nothing worthy prove ; 
Unless you would devise some virtuous 
lie. 

To do more for me than mine own desert, 
And hang more praise upon deceased I 
Than niggaid truth would willingly im- 
part ; 

O, lest your true love may seem false in 
this. 

That you for love speak well of me 
untrue. 

My name be buried where my body is, 
And live no more to shame nor me nor 
you. 

For I am shamed by that which I bring 
forth. 

And so should you, to love things 
nothing worth. 

LXXIII. 

That time of year thou mayst in me 
behold 

When yellow leaves, or none, or few, do 
hang 
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Upon those boughs which shake against 
the cold, 

0r% ruin’d choirs, where late the sweet 
Ruil|>irds sang. 

Thp«ne thou see’st the twilight of such day 
after sunset fadeth in the west, 

Which by and by black night doth take 
away, 

Death’s second self, that seals up all in 
rest. 

In me thou see’st the glowing of such 
fire 

That on the ashes of his youth doth lie, 
As the death-bed whereon it must expire 
Consumed with that which it was nourish’d 

This thou perceivest, which makes 
thy love more strong, 

To love that well which thou must 
leave ere long. 

LXXIV. 

But be contented : when that fell arrest 
Without all bail shall carry me away, 

My life hath in this line some interest, 
Which for memorial still with thee shall 
stay. 

When thou reviewest this, thou dost re- 
view 

The very part was consecrate to thee : 
The earth can have but earth, which is 
his due ; * 

My spirit is thine, the better part of me : 
So then thou hast but lost the dregs of 
life. 

The prey of worms, my body being dead, 
The coward conquest of a wretch’s knife. 
Too base of thee to be remembered. 

The worth of that is that which it 
contains, 

And that is this, and this with thee 
remains. 

LXXV. 

So are you to my thoughts as food to 
life, 

Or as sweet-season’d showers are to the 
ground ; 

And for the peace of you I hold such 
^ strife 

^/twixt a miser and his wealth is found ; 


Now proud as an enjoyer and anon 
Doubting the filching age will steal his 
treasure, 

Now counting best to be with you alone, 
Then better’d that the world may see my 
pleasure ; 

Sometime all full with feasting on your 
sight 

And by and by clean starved for a 
look; 

Possessing or pursuing no delight, 

Save what is had or must from you be 
took. 

Thus do I pine and surfeit day by day, 
Or gluttoning on all, or all away. 

I.XXVI. 

Why is my verse so barren of new pride, 
So far from variation or quick change ? 
Why with the time do I not glance aside 
To new-found methods and to compounds 
strange ? 

Why write I still all one, ever the same, 
And keep invention in a noted weed, 
'I'hai every word doth almost tell my 
name, 

Showing their birth and where they did 
proceed ? 

O, know, sweet love, I always write of 
you, 

And you and love are still my argument ; 
So all my best is dressing old words new, 
Spending again what is already spent : 
For as the sun is daily new and old, ' 
So is my love still telling what is told, 

LXXVII. 

Thy glass will show thee how thy beauties 
wear, 

Thy dial how thy precious minutes waste ; 
The vacant leaves thy mind’s imprint 
will bear, 

And of this book this learning mayst 
thou taste. 

The wrinkles which thy glass will truly 
show 

Of mouthed graves will give thee memory ; 
Thou by thy dial’s shady stealth mayst 
know 

Time’s thievish progress to eternity. 

Look, what thy memory can not contain 
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Commit to these waste blanks, and thou 
shalt find 

Those children nursed, deliver’d from 
thy brain, 

To take a new acquaintance of thy mind. 
These offices, so oft as thou wilt look, 
Shall profit thee and much enrich thy 
book. 

LXXVIII. 

So oft have I invoked thee for my Muse 
And found such fair assistance in my 
verse 

As every alien pen hath got my use 
And under thee their poesy disperse. 
Thine eyes that taught the dumb on 
high to sing 

And heavy ignorance aloft to fly 
Have added feathers to the learned’s 
wing 

And given grace a double majesty. 

Yet be most proud of that which I 
compile, 

Whose influence is thine and born of 
thee : 

In others’ works thou dost but mend the 
style, 

And arts with thy sweet graces graced be ; 
But thou art all my art and dost 
advance 

As high as learning my rude ignorance. 
LXXIX. 

Whilst I alone did call upon thy aid. 

My verse alone had all thy gentle grace, 
But now my gracious numbers are decay’d 
And my sick Muse doth give another place. 
I grant, sweet love, thy lovely argument 
Deserves the travail of a worthier pen, 
Yet what of thee thy poet doth invent 
He robs thee of and pays it thee again. 
He lends thee virtue and he stole that 
word 

From thy behaviour ; beauty doth he give 
And found it in thy cheek ; he can afford 
No praise to thee but what in thee doth 
live. 

Then thank him not for that which he 
doth say, 

Since what he owes thee thou thyself 
dost pay. 


LXXX. 

O, how I faint when I of you do write, 

Knowing a better spirit doth use your 
name, 

And in the praise thereof spends all his 
might. 

To make me tongue-tied, speaking of 
your fame ! 

But since your worth, wdde as the ocean is, 

The humble as the proudest sail doth 
bear, 

My saucy bark inferior far to his 

On your broad main doth wilfully appear. 

Your shallowest help will hold me up 
afloat. 

Whilst he upon your soundless deep doth 
ride; 

Or, being wreck’d, I am a worthless 
boat, 

lie of tall building and of goodly pride: 

Then if he thrive and I be cast away, 

The worst was this ; my love was my 
decay. 

LXXXI. 

Or I shall live your epitaph to make. 

Or you survive when I in earth am 
rotten ; 

From hence your memory death cannot 
take. 

Although in me each part will be for- 
gotten. 

Your name from hence immortal life shall 
have, 

Though I, once gone, to all the world 
must die : 

The earth can yield me hut a common 
grave, 

MThen you entombed in men’s eyes shall 
lie. 

Your monument shall be my gentle verse. 

Which eyes not yet created shall o’er- 
read, 

And tongues to be your being shall re- 
hearse 

When all the breathers of this world are 
dead ; 

You still shall live — such virtue hath 
my pen — 

Wliere breath most breathes, even in 

I the mouths of men. 
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I grant thou wert not married to my 
Muse 

And therefore mayst without attaint o’er- 
look 

The dedicated words which writers use 
Of their fair subject, blessing every book. 
Thou art as fair in knowledge as in 
hue, 

Finding thy worth a limit past my 
praise, 

?And therefore art enforced to seek anew 
Some fresher stamp of the time-bettering 
days. 

And do so, love ; yet when they have 
devised 

What strained touches rhetoric can lend, 
Thou truly fair wert truly sympathized 
In true plain words by thy true -telling 
friend j 

And their gross painting might be 
better used 

AVhere cheeks need blood ; in thee it 
is abused. 

LXXXIII. 

I never saw that you did painting need 
And therefore to your fair no painting 
set; 

I found, or thought I found, you did 
exceed 

The barren tender of a poet’s debt ; 

And therefore have I slept in your re- 
port. 

That you yourself being extant well might 
show 

How far a modern quill doth come too 
short. 

Speaking of worth, what worth in you 
doth grow. 

This silence for my sin you did impute. 
Which shall be most my glory, being 
dumb; 

For I impair not beauty being mute, 
When others would give life and bring a 
* tomb. 

There lives more life in one of your 
fair eyes 

Than both your poets can in praise 
devise. 

VOL. Ill, 




LXXXIV. 

Who is it that says most 7 which can say 
more 

Than this rich praise, that you alone are 
you ? 

In whose confine immured is the store 
Which should example where your equal 
grew. 

Lean penury within that pen doth dwell 
That to his subject lends not some small 
glory ; 

But he that writes of you, if he can 
tell 

That you are you, so dignifies his story. 
Let him but copy what in you is writ, 
Not making worse what nature made so 
clear. 

And such a counterpart shall fame his 
wit, 

Making his style admired every where. 

You to your beauteous blessings add a 
curse. 

Being fond on praise, which makes 
your praises worse. 

LXXXV. 

My tongue-tied Muse in manners holds 
her still. 

While comments of your praise, richly 
compiled, 

Reserve their character with golden quill 
And piecious phrase by all the Muses 
filed. 

I think good thoughts whilst other write 
good w'ords. 

And like unletter’d clerk still cry * Amen’ 
To every hymn that able spirit affords 
In polish’d form of well-refined pen. 
Hearing you praised, I say ‘ ’Tis so, ’tis 
true,’ 

And to the most of praise add something 
more; 

But that is in my thought, whose love to 
you. 

Though words come hindmost, holds his 
rank before. 

Then others for the breath of words 
respect. 

Me for my dumb thoughts, speaking 
in effect. 
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LXXXVI. 

Was it the proud full sail of his great 
verse, 

Jiound for the prize of all too precious 
you, 

That did my ripe thoughts in my brain 
inhearse. 

Making their tomb the womb wherein 
they grew ? 

Was it his spirit, by spirits taught to 
write 

Above a mortal pitch, that struck me 
dead ? 

No, neither he, nor his compeers by 
night 

Giving him aid, my verse astonished. 

He, nor that affable familiar ghost 

Which nightly gulls him with intelligence, 

As victors of my silence cannot boast ; 

I was not sick of any fear from thence: 

But when your countenance fill’d up 
his line, 

Then lack’d I matter; that enfeebled 
mine. 

LXXXVII. 

f'arewell ! thou ait too dear for my pos- 
sessing, 

And like enough thou know’st thy 
estimate : 

Tlie charter of thy worth gives thee re- 
leasing ; 

My bonds in thee are all determinate. 

For how do I hold thee but by thy 
granting ? 

And for that riches wheie is my deserv- 
ing? 

The cause of this fair gift in me is 
wanting. 

And so my patent back again is swerving. 

Thyself thou gavest, thy own worth then 
not knowing, 

Or me, to whom thou gavest it, else 
mistaking ; 

So thy great gift, upon misprision growdng, 

Comes home again, on better judgement 
making. 

Thus have I had thee, as a dream doth 
flatter, 

In sleep a king, but waking no such 
matter. 


LXXXVIII. 

When thou shalt be disposed to set me 
light 

And place my merit in the eye of 
scorn. 

Upon thy side against myself I’ll fight 

And prove thee virtuous, though thou art 
forsworn. 

With mine own weakness being best ac- 
quainted, 

Upon thy part I can set down a story 

Of faults conceal’d, wherein I am at- 
tainted. 

That thou in losing me shalt win much 
glory: 

And I by this will be a gainer too ; 

For bending all my loving thoughts on 
thee. 

The injuries that to myself I do. 

Doing thee vantage, double-vantage me. 

Such is my love, to thee I so be- 
long. 

That for thy right myself will bear all 
wrong. 

LXXXIX. 

Say that thou didst forsake me for some 
fault, 

And I will comment upon that offence ; 

Speak of my lameness, and I straight 
will halt. 

Against thy reasons making no de- 
fence. 

Thou canst not, love, disgrace me half 
so ill. 

To set a form upon desired change. 

As I 'll myself disgrace : knowing thy 
will, 

I will acquaintance strangle and look 
strange. 

Be absent from thy walks, and in my 
tongue 

Thy sweet beloved name no more shall 
dwell, 

Lest I, too much profane, should do it 
wrong 

And haply of our old acquaintance tell. 

For thee against myself I’ll vow 
debate, 

For I must ne’er love him whom thou 
dost hate. 
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xc. 

Then hate me when thou wilt; if ever, 
now; 

Now, while the world is bent my deeds 
to cross, 

Join with the spite of fortune, make me 
bow, 

And do not drop in for an after-loss : 

Ah, do not, when my heart hath ’scaped 
this sorrow, 

Come in the rearward of a conquer’d 
woe; 

Give not a windy night a rainy morrow. 

To linger out a purposed overthrow. 

If thou wilt leave me, do not leave me 
last. 

When other petty griefs have done their 
spite, 

But in the onset come ; so shall I taste 

At first the very worst of fortune’s might, 

And other strains of woe, which now 
seem woe, 

Compared with loss of thee will not 
seem so. 

xci. 

Some glory in their birth, some in their 
skill, 

Some in their wealth, some in their 
bodies’ force, 

Some in their garments, though new- 
fangled ill, • 

Some in their haw^ks and hounds, some in 
their horse ; 

And every humour hath his adjunct plea- 
sure, 

Wherein it finds a joy above the rest : 

But these particulars are not my measure ; 

All these I better in one general best. 

Thy love is better than high birth to 
me, 

Richer than wealth, prouder than gar- 
ments’ cost. 

Of more delight than hawks or horses 
be ; 

And having thee, of all men’s pride I 
boast : 

Wretched in this alone, that thou 
mayst take 

All this away and me most wretched 
make. 


XCII. 

But do thy worst to steal thyself away, 
For term of life thou ait assured mine, 
And life no longer than thy love will 
stay, 

For it depends upon that love of thine. 
Then need 1 not to fear the worst of 
wrongs, 

WTien in the least of them my life hath 
end. 

T see a better state to me belongs 
Than that which on thy humour doth 
depend ; 

Thou canst not vex me with inconstant 
mind, 

Since that my life on thy revolt doth lie. 
O, what a happy title do I find, 

Happy to have thy love, happy to die! 

But what’s so blessed-fair that fears 
no blot ? 

Thou mayst be false, and yet I know 
it not. 

XCIII. 

So shall I live, supposing thou art true, 
Like a deceived husband ; so love’s face 
May still seem love to me, though alter’d 
new; 

Thy looks with me, thy heart in other 
place : 

For there can live no hatred in thine eye, 
Therefore in that I cannot know thy 
change. 

In many’s looks the false heart’s history 
Is wu'it in moods and frowns and wrinkles 
strange. 

But heaven in thy creation did decree 
That in thy face sweet love should ever 
dwell; 

Whate’er thy thoughts or thy heart’s 
workings be. 

Thy looks should nothing thence but 
sweetness tell. 

How like Eve’s apple doth thy beauty 
glow. 

If thy sweet virtue answer not thy 
show ! 

xciv. 

They that have power to hurt and will 
do none, 

That do not do the thing they most do show, 
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Who, moving others, are themselves as 
stone, 

Unmoved, cold, and to temptation slow. 

They rightly do inherit heaven’s graces 

And husband nature’s riches from ex- 
pense ; 

They are the lords and owners of their 
faces, 

Others but stewards of their excellence. 

The summer’s flower is to the summer 
sweet. 

Though to itself it only live and die, 

But if that flower with base infection 
meet, 

The basest weed outbraves his dignity : 

For sweetest things turn sourest by 
their deeds ; 

Lilies that fester smell far worse than 
weeds. 

xcv. 

How sweet and lovely dost thou make 
the shame 

Which, like a canker in the fragrant 
rose, 

Doth spot the beauty of thy budding 
name ! 

O, in what sweets dost thou thy sins en- 
close ! 

That tongue that tells the story of thy 
days. 

Making lascivious comments on thy 
sport. 

Cannot dispraise but in a kind of praise ; 

Naming thy name blesses an ill report. 

O, what a mansion have those vices got 

Which for their habitation chose out 
thee. 

Where beauty’s veil doth cover every 
blot, 

And all things turn to fair that eyes can 
see! 

Take heed, dear heart, of this large 
privilege ; 

The hardest knife ill-used doth lose 
his edge. 

XCVI. 

Some say thy fault is youth, some wanton- 
ness; 

Some say thy grace is youth and gentle 
sport ; 


Both grace and faults are loved of more 
and less; 

Thou makest faults graces that to thee 
resort. 

As on the finger of a throned queen 
The basest jewel will be well esteem’d, 
So are those errors that in thee are seen 
To truths translated and for true things 
deem’d. 

How many lambs might the stern wolf 
betray, 

If like a lamb he could his looks trans- 
late ! 

How many gazers mightst thou lead 
away. 

If thou wouldst use the strength of all 
thy state ! 

But do not so; I love thee in such 
sort 

As, thou being mine, mine is thy good 
report. 

XCVJI. 

How like a winter hath my absence been 
From thee, the pleasure of the fleeting 
year ! 

What freezings have I felt, what dark 
days seen 1 

What old December’s bareness every 
where ! 

And yet this time removed was summer’s 
time. 

The teetning autumn, big with rich 
increase, 

Bearing the wanton burthen of the prime, 
Like widow’d wombs after their lords’ 
decease : 

Yet this abundant issue seem’d to me 
But hope of orphans and unfather’d fruit; 
For summer and his pleasures wait on 
thee. 

And, thou away, the very birds are mute ; 

Or, if they sing, ’tis with so dull a 
cheer 

That leaves look pale, dreading the 
winter’s near. 

XCVIII. 

From you have I been absent in the 
spring, 

[ When proud -pied April dress’d in all his 
I trim 
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Hath put a spirit of youth in every thing, 

That heavy Saturn laugh’d and leap’d 
with him. 

Yet nor the lays of birds nor the sweet 
smell 

Of different flowers in odour and in hue 

Could make me any summer’s story tell, 

Or from their proud lap pluck them 
where they grew ; 

Nor did I wonder at the lily’s white, 

Nor praise the deep vermilion in the rose; 

They were but sweet, but figures of 
delight, 

Drawn after you, you pattern of all those. 

Yet seem’d it winter still, and, you 
away. 

As with your shadow I with these did 
play: 

XCIX. 

The forward violet thus did I chide : 

Sweet thief, whence didst thou steal thy 
sweet that smells. 

If not from my love’s breath ? The 
purple pride 

Which on thy soft cheek for complexion 
dwells 

In my love’s veins thou hast too grossly 
dyed. 

The lily I condemned for thy hand. 

And buds of marjoram had stol’n thy 
hair : 

The roses fearfully on thorns did stand, 

One blushing shame, another w^hite 
despair ; 

A third, nor red nor white, had stol’n of 
both 

And to his robbery had annex’d thy 
breath ; 

But, for his theft, in pride of all his 
growth 

A vengeful canker eat him up to death. 

More flowers I noted, yet I none 
could see 

But sweet or colour it had stol’n from 
thee. 

C. 

Where art thou. Muse, that thou forget’st 
so long 

To speak of that which gives thee all thy 
might ? 


Spend’st thou thy fury on some worthless 
song, 

Darkening thy power to lend base 
subjects light ? 

Return, forgetful Muse, and straight 
redeem 

In gentle numbers time so idly spent ; 

Sing to the ear that doth thy lays esteem 

And gives thy pen both skill and argu- 
ment. 

Rise, resty Muse, my love’s sweet face 
survey, 

If Time have any wrinkle graven there ; 

If any, be a satire to decay, 

And make Time’s spoils despised every 
where. 

Give my love fame faster than Time 
wastes life; 

So thou prevent’st his scythe and 
crooked knife. 

Cl. 

0 truant Muse, what shall be thy amends 

For thy neglect of truth in beauty dyed ? 

Both truth and beauty on my love depends; 

So dost thou too, and therein dignified. 

Make answer. Muse: wilt thou not haply 

say 

‘ Truth needs no colour, with his colour 
fix’d; 

Beauty no pencil, beauty’s tnith to lay ; 

But best is best, if never intermix’d ?’ 

Because he needs no praise, wilt thou be 
dumb ? 

Excuse not silence so; for’t lies in thee 

To make him much outlive a gilded tomb, 

And to be praised of ages yet to be. 

Then do thy office, Muse ; I teach thee 
how 

To make him seem long hence as he 
shows now. 

CII. 

My love is strengthen’d, though more 
weak in seeming ; 

1 love not less, though less the show 

appear : 

That love is merchandized whose rich 
esteeming 

The owner’s tongue doth publish every 
where. 
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Our love was new and then but in the 
spring 

When I was wont to greet it with my 
lays, 

As Philomel in summer’s front doth sing 
And stops her pipe in growth of riper 
days : 

Not that the summer is less pleasant now 
Than when her mournful hymns did hush 
the night, 

But that wild music burthens every bough 
And sweets grown common lose their 
dear delight. 

Therefore like her I sometime hold my 
tongue, 

Because I would not dull you with my 
song. 

cm. 

Alack, what poverty my IMuse biings 
forth, 

That having such a scope to show her 
pride. 

The argument all bare is of more worth 
Than when it hath my added praise 
beside ! 

O, blame me not, if I no more can write ! 
Look in your glass, and there appears a 
face 

That over-goes my blunt invention quite, 
Dulling my lines and doing me disgrace. 
Were it not sinful then, striving to mend, 
To mar the subject that before was well? 
For to no other pass my verses tend 
Than of your graces and your gifts to 
tell; 

And more, much more, than in my 
verse can sit 

Your own glass show's you when you 
look in it. 

CIV. 

To me, fair friend, you never can be old, 
For as you were w'hen first your eye I 
eyed, 

Such seems your beauty still. Three 
wdnters cold 

Have from the forests shook three 
summers’ pride. 

Three beauteous springs to yellow autumn 
turn’d 

In process of the seasons have I seen. 


Three April perfumes in three hot Junes 
burn’d. 

Since first I saw you fresh, which yet are 
green. 

Ah ! yet doth beauty, like a diaL- 
hand. 

Steal from his figure and no pace per- 
ceived ; 

So your sw’eet hue, which methinks still 
doth stand, 

Hath motion and mine eye may be 
deceived : 

For fear of which, hear this, thou age 
unbred ; 

Ere you were born was beauty’s 
summer dead. 

cv. 

Let not my love be call’d idolatry, 

Nor my beloved as an idol show, 

Since all alike my songs and praises be 
To one, of one, still such, and ever so. 
Kind is my love to-day, to-morrow kind. 
Still constant in a wondrous excellence ; 
Therefore my verse to constancy confined. 
One thing expressing, leaves out difference. 
‘ Fair, kind, and true’ is all my argument, 
‘Fair, kind, and true’ varying to other 
w'ords ; 

And in this change is my invention spent, 
Three themes in one, which wondrous 
scope affords. 

‘ Fair, kind, and true,’ have often lived 
alone, 

Which three till now never kept seat 
in one. 

CVI. 

When in the chronicle of wasted time 
I see descriptions of the fairest wights, 
And beauty making beautiful old rhyme 
In praise of ladies dead and lovely 
knights. 

Then, in the blazon of sweet beauty’s 
best. 

Of hand, of foot, of lip, of eye, of brow, 
I see their antique pen would have ex- 
press’d 

Even such a beauty as you master now’. 
So all their praises are but prophecies 
Of this our time, all you prefiguring ; 
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And, for they look’d but with divining 
eyes, 

They had not skill enough your worth to 
sing; 

For w^e, which now behold these pre- 
sent days, 

Have eyes to wonder, but lack tongues 
to praise. 

evil. 

Not mine owm fears, nor the prophetic soul 

Of the wide world dreaming on things to 
come, 

Can yet the lease of my true love control. 

Supposed as forfeit to a confined doom. 

The mortal moon hath her eclipse endured 

And the sad augurs mock their own 
presage ; 

Incertainties now crown themselves 
assured 

And peace proclaims olives of endless age. 

Now with the drops of this most balmy 
time 

My love looks fresh, and Death to me 
subscribes, 

Since, spite of him, I’ll live in this poor 
rhyme. 

While he insults o’er dull and speecbh'ss 
tribes : 

And thou in this shalt find thy monu- 
ment, 

When tyrants’ crests and . tombs of 
brass are spent. 

CVIII. 

What’s in the brain that ink may char- 
acter 

Which hath not figured to thee my true 
spirit ? 

What ’s new to speak, what new to 
register. 

That may express my love or thy dear 
merit ? 

Nothing, sweet boy ; but yet, like prayers 
divine, 

I must each day say o’er the very same, 

Counting no old thing old, thou mine, I 
thine, 

Even as when first I hallow’d thy fair name. 

So that eternal love in love’s fresh case 

Weighs not the dust and injury of age, 


Nor gives to necessary wrinkles place. 
But makes antiquity for aye his page, 
Finding the first conceit of love there 
bred 

Where time and outward form would 
show it dead. 

CIX. 

O, never say that I wms false of heart, 
Though absence seem’d my flame to 
qualify. 

As easy might I from myself depart 
As from my soul, which in thy breast doth 
lie : 

That is my home of love : if I have ranged, 
Like him that travels I return again. 

Just to the time, not with the time ex 
changed. 

So that myself bring water for my stain. 
Never believe, though in my nature 
reign'd 

All fiailties that besiege all kinds of blood, 
That it could so ]:)rcpostcrously be stain’d, 
To leave for nothing all thy sum of good ; 
For nothing ’his wide universe I call, 
Save thou, my rose ; in it thou art my 
all. 

cx. 

Alas, ’tis tnie I have gone here and there 
And made myself a motley to the view, 
Gored mine own thoughts, sold cheap 
w'hat is most dear. 

Made old offences of affections new ; 

Most true it is that I have look’d on 
truth 

Askance and strangely : but, by all 
alx)ve, 

These blenches gave my heart another 
youth. 

And worse essays proved thee my best of 
love. 

Now all is done, have what shall have no 
end : 

Mine appetite I never more will grind 
On newer proof, to try an older friend, 

A god in love, to whom I am confined. 
Then give me welcome, next my heaven 
the best. 

Even to thy pure and most most loving 
breast. 
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CXI. 

O, for my sake do you with Fortune 
chide, 

The guilty goddess of my harmful deeds, 
That did not better for my life provide 
Than public means which public manners 
breeds. 

Thence comes it that my name receives a 
brand, 

And almost thence my nature is subdued 
To what it works in, like the dyer’s hand : 
Pity me then and wish I were renew’d ; 
Whilst, like a willing patient, I will drink 
Potions of eisel ’gainst my strong infec- 
tion ; 

No bitterness that I will bitter think, 

Nor double penance, to correct correction. 
Pity me then, dear friend, and I assure 
ye 

Even that your pity is enough to cure 
me. 

CXII. 

Your love and pity doth the impression 
fill 

Which vulgar scandal stamp’d upon my 
brow; 

For what care I who calls me well or ill, 
So you o’er -green my bad, my good 
allow ? 

You are my all the world, and I must 
strive 

To know my shames and praises from 
your tongue ; 

None else to me, nor I to none alive, 
That my steel’d sense or changes right or 
wrong. 

In so profound abysm I throw all care 
Of others’ voices, that my adder’s sense 
To critic and to flatterer stopped are. 
Mark how with my neglect I do dispense : 
You are so strongly in my purpose bred 
That all the world besides methinks 
are dead. 

CXIII. 

Since I left you, mine eye is in my mind ; 
And that which governs me to go about 
Doth part his function and is partly 
blind. 

Seems seeing, but effectually is out ; 


For it no foim delivers to the heart 
Of bird, of flower, or shape, which it 
doth latch : 

Of his quick objects hath the mind no 
part. 

Nor his own vision holds what it doth 
catch ; 

For if it see the rudest or gentlest sight. 
The most sweet favour or deformed ’st 
creature. 

The mountain or the sea, the day or night, 
The crow or dove, it shapes them to your 
feature : 

Incapable of more, replete with you, 
My most tnie mind thus makes mine 
eye untrue. 

cxiv. 

Or whether doth my mind, being crown’d 
with you, 

Drink up the monarch’s plague, this 
flattery ? 

Or whether shall I say, mine eye saith 
true. 

And that your love taught it this alchemy. 
To make of monsters and things indigest 
Suchcherubins as your sweet self resemble, 
Creating every bad a perfect best, 

As fast as objects to his beams assemble? 
O, ’tis the first ; ’tis flattery in my seeing. 
And my great mind most kingly drinks 
it up ; 

Mine eye well knows what with his gust 
is ’greeing, 

And to his palate doth prepare the cup ; 
If it be poison’d, ’tis the lesser sin 
That mine eye loves it and doth first 
begin. 

cxv. 

Those lines that I before have writ do 
lie. 

Even those that said I could not love you 
dearer : 

Yet then my judgement knew no reason 
! why 

My most full flame should afterwards 
burn clearer. 

But reckoning time, whose million’d ac- 
cidents 

I Creep in ’twixt vows and change decrees 
of kings, 
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Tan sacred beauty, blunt the sharpest 
intents, 

Divert strong minds to the course of 
altering things; 

Alas, why, fearing of time’s tyranny, 
Might I not then say ‘ Now 1 love you 
best,’ 

When I was certain o’er incertainty. 
Crowning the present, doubting of the 
rest ? 

Love is a babe ; then might I not say so. 
To give full growth to that which still 
doth grow ? 

CXVI. 

Let me not to the marriage of true minds 
Admit impediments. Love is not love 
Which alters when it alteration finds, 

Or bends with the remover to remove : 

O, no ! it is an ever-fixed mark 
That looks on tempests and is never 
shaken ; 

It is the star to every wandering bark, 
Whose worth’s unknown, although his 
height be taken. 

Love’s not Time’s fool, though rosy lips 
and cheeks 

Within his bending sickle’s compass »me; 
Love alters not with his brief hours and 
weeks, 

But bears it out even to the edge of doom. 
If this be error and ujDon me* proved, 

I never writ, nor no man ever loved. 

CXVI I. 

Accuse me thus : that I have scanted all 
Wherein I should your great deserts repay. 
Forgot upon your dearest love to call. 
Whereto all lx>nds do tie me day by day ; 
That I have frequent been with unknown 
minds 

And given to time your own dear-pur- 
chased right; 

That I have hoisted sail to all the winds 
Which should transport me farthest from 
your sight. 

Book both my wilfulness and errors down 
And on just proof surmise accumulate ; 
Bring me within the level of your frown, 
But shoot not at me in your waken'd 
hate ; 


Since my appeal says I did strive to 
prove 

The constancy and virtue of your love. 

CXVIII. 

Like as, to make our appetites more keen, 
With eager compounds we our palate 
urge, 

As, to prevent our maladies unseen. 

We sicken to shun sickness when we 
purge, 

Even so, being full of your ne’er-cloying 
sweetness. 

To bitter sauces did I frame my feeding 
And, sick of welfare, found a kind of 
meetness 

To be diseased ere that there was true 
needing. 

Thus policy in love, to anticipate 
The ills that were not, grew to faults 
assured 

And brought to medicine a healthful state 
Which, rank of goodness, would by ill 
be cured ; 

But thence 1 ’earn, and find the lesson 
true, 

Drugs poison him that so fell sick of 
you. 

CXIX. 

What potions have 1 drunk of Siren 
tears, 

Distill’d from limbecks foul as hell within. 
Applying fears to hopes and hopes to 
fears, 

Still losing when I saw myself to win ! 
What wretched errors hath my heart com- 
mitted, 

Whilst it hath thought itself so blessed 
never ! 

How have mine eyes out of their spheres 
been fitted 

In the distraction of this madding fever I 
O benefit of ill ! now I find true 
That better is by evil still made better ; 
And ruin’d love, when it is built anew, 
Grows fairer than at first, more strong, 
far greater. 

So I return rebuked to my content 

And gain by ill thrice more than I have 
spent. 
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cxx. j 

That you were once unkind befriends me 
now, 

And for that sorrow which I then did 
feel 

Needs must I under my transgression 
bow, 

Unless my nerves were brass or hammer’d 
steel. 

For if you were by my unkindness shaken 

As I by yours, you’ve pass’d a hell of 
time. 

And I, a tyrant, have no leisure taken 

To weigh how once I suffer’d in your 
crime. 

O, that our night of woe might have 
remember’d 

My deepest sense, how hard true sorrow 
hits, 

And soon to you, as you to me, then 
tender’d 

The humble salve which wounded bosoms 
fits ! 

But that your trespass now becomes 
a fee; 

Mine ransoms yours, and yours must 
ransom me. 

cxxi. 

’Tis better to be vile than vile esteem’d, 

When not to be receives reproach of being. 

And the just pleasure lost which is so 
deem’d 

Not by our feeling but by others’ seeing : 

For why should others’ false adulterate 
eyes 

Give salutation to my sportive blood ? 

Or on my frailties why are frailer spies. 

Which in their wills count bad what I 
think good ? 

No, I am that I am, and they that level 

At my abuses reckon up their own ; 

I may be straight, though they themselves 
be bevel; 

By their rank thoughts my deeds must 
not be shown ; 

Unless this general evil they main- 
tain, 

All men are bad, and in their badness 
reign. 


CXXII. 

Thy gift, thy tables, are within my brain 
Full character’d with lasting memory, 
Which shall above that idle rank remain 
Beyond all date, even to eternity; 

Or at the least, so long as brain and heart 
Have faculty by nature to subsist ; 

Till each to razed oblivion yield his part 
Of thee, thy record never can be miss’d. 
That poor retention could not so much 
hold. 

Nor need 1 tallies thy dear love to score; 
Therefore to give them from me was I 
bold. 

To trust those tables that receive thee 
more : 

To keep an adjunct to remember thee 
Were to import forgetfulness in me. 

CXXIII. 

No, Time, thou shalt not boast that I do 
change : 

Thy pyramids built up with newer might 
To me are nothing novel, nothing strange ; 
They are but dressings of a former sight. 
Our dates are brief, and therefore we 
admire 

What thou dost foist upon us that is old, 
And rather make them born to our desire 
Than think that we before have heard 
them told. 

Thy registers and thee I both defy. 

Not wondering at the present nor the 
past, 

P'or thy records and what we see doth lie, 
Made more or less by thy continual haste. 
This I do vow and this shall ever be ; 
I will be true, despite thy scythe and 
thee. 

exxiv. 

If my dear love were but the child of 
state. 

It might for Fortune’s 'bastard be un- 
father’d, 

As subject to Time’s love or to Time’s 
hate, 

Weeds among weeds, or flowers with 
flowers gather’d. 

No, it was builded far from accident; 

It suffers not in smiling pomp, nor falls 
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Under the blow of thralled discontent. 
Whereto the inviting time our fashion 
calls : 

It fears not policy, that heretic, 

Which works on leases of short-number’d 
hours, 

But all alone stands hugely politic, 

That it nor grows with heat nor dio\Mis 
with showers. 

To this I witness call the fools of time, 

Which die for goodness, who have 
lived for crime. 

exxv. 

Were’t aught to me I bore the canopy, 
With my extern the outward honoiiiing, 
Or laid great bases for eternity, 

Which prove more short than ^^astc or 
ruining ? 

Have I not seen dwellers on form and 
favour 

Lose all, and more, by paying too much 
rent. 

For compound sweet forgoing simple 
savour. 

Pitiful thrivers, in their gazing spent ^ 

No, let me be obsequious in thy heait. 
And take thou my oblation, poor but 
Which is not mix’d with seconds, knows 
no art, 

But mutual render, only me for thee. 

Hence, thou suborn’d informer ! a true 
soul 

When most impeach’d stands least in 
thy control. 

exxvi. 

O thou, my lovely boy, w'ho in thy pow'er 
Dost hold Time’s fickle glass, his sickle, 
hour; 

Who hast by w’-aning grown, and therein 
show’s! 

Thy lovers withering as thy sweet self 
grow’st ; 

If Nature, sovereign mistress over wrack, 
As thou goest onwards, still wdll pluck 
thee back, 

She keeps thee to this purpose, that her 
skill 

May time disgrace and wretched minutes 
kill. 


Yet fear her, O thou minion of her 
pleasure ! 

She may detain, but not still keep, her 
treasure : 

Her audit, though delay’d, answer'd must 
be, 

And her quietus is to render thee. 


CXXVII. 

In the old age black w’as not counted 
fair, 

Or if it weie, it bore not beauty’s name ; 

Hut now is black beauty’s successive heir, 

And beauty slander'd with a bastard 
sliame : 

For since each hand hath put on nature’s 
power. 

Fairing the foul with art’s false boriow’cl 
face, 

Sweet beauty hath no name, no holy 
bower, 

But is piofancd, if not lives in disgrace. 

Therefore my nustress’ brows are raven 
black, 

Her eyes so suited, and they mourners 
seem 

At such who, not born fair, no beauty 
lack, 

Slandering creation with a false esteem : 

Yet so they mourn, becoming of their 
woe. 

That every tongue says beauty should 
look so. 

CXXVIII. 

How oft, when thou, my music, music 
play’st, 

Upon that blessed wood whose motion 
sounds 

With thy sweet fingers, when thou gently 
sway’st 

The v^hy concord that mine ear con- 
founds, 

Do I envy those jacks that nimble leap 

To kiss the tendei inward of thy hand, 

Whilst my poor lips, which should that 
harvest leap, 

At the wood’s boldness by thee blushing 
stand ! 
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To be so tickled, they would change their 
state 

And situation with those dancing chips, 
O’er whom thy fingers walk with gentle 
gait, 

Making dead wood more blest than living 
lips. 

Since saucy jacks so happy are in this, 
Give them thy fingers, me thy lips to 
kiss. 

cxxix. 

The expense of spirit in a waste of shame 
Is lust in action ; and till action, lust 
Is perjured, murderous, bloody, full of 
blame, 

Savage, extreme, rude, cruel, not to trust, 

/ Enjoy’d no sooner but despised straight, 
Past reason hunted, and no sooner had 
Past reason hated, as a swallow’d bait 
On purpose laid to make the taker mad ; 
Mad in pursuit and in possession so; 

Had, having, and in quest to have, ex- 
treme; 

A bliss in proof, and proved, a very woe; 
Before, a joy proposed ; behind, a dream. 
All this the world well knows; yet 
none knows well 

To shun the heaven that leads men to 
this hell. 

cxxx. 

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun ; 
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red ; 
If snow be white, why then her breasts 
are dun; 

If hairs be wires, black wires grow on 
her head. 

I have seen roses damask’d, red and white. 
But no such roses see I in her cheeks; 
And in some perfumes is there more delight 
Than in the breath that from my mistress 
reeks. 

I love to hear her spea.k, yet well I know 
That music hath a far more pleasing 
sound ; 

I grant I never saw a goddess go ; 

My mistress, when she walks, treads on 
the ground : 

And yet, by heaven, I think my love 
as rare 

As any she belied with false compare. 


CXXXI. 

Thou art as tyrannous, so as thou art, 

As those whose beauties proudly make 
them cruel; 

For well thou know’st to my dear doting 
heart 

Thou art the fairest and most precious 
jewel. 

Yet, in good faith, some say that thee 
behold 

Thy face hath not the power to make 
love groan : 

To say they err I dare not be so bold, 
Although I swear it to myself alone. 

And, to be sure that is not false I swear, 
A thousand groans, but thinking on thy 
face. 

One on another’s neck, do witness bear 
Thy black is fairest in my judgement’s 
place. 

In nothing art thou black save in thy 
deeds, 

And thence this slander, as I think, 
proceeds. 

CXXXII. 

Thine eyes I love, and they, as pitying me. 
Knowing thy heart torments me with 
disdain. 

Have put on black and loving mourners be. 
Looking with pretty ruth upon my pain. 
And truly not the morning sun of heaven 
Better becomes the grey cheeks of the east, 
Nor that full star that ushers in the even 
Doth half that glory to the sober west, 
As those two mourning eyes become thy 
face; 

O, let it then as well beseem thy heart 
To mourn for me, since mourning doth 
thee grace. 

And suit thy pity like in every part. 

Then will I swear beauty herself is 
black 

And all they foul that thy complexion 
lack. 

CXXXIII. 

Beshrew that heart that makes my heart 
to groan 

For that deep wound it gives my friend 
and me ! 
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Ts’t not enough to torture me alone, 

But slave to slavery my sweet’st friend 
must be ? 

Me from myself thy cruel eye hath taken, 
And my next self thou harder hast en- 
gross’d : 

Of him, myself, and thee, I am forsaken ; 
A torment thrice threefold thus to be 
cross’d. 

Prison my heart in thy steel bosom’s waid, 
But then my friend’s heart let my poor 
heart bail ; 

Whoe’er keeps me, let my heart be his 
guard ; 

Thou canst not then use rigour in my 
gaol : 

And yet thou wilt; for I,' being pent 
in thee. 

Perforce am thine, and all that is in me. 

cxxxiv. 

So, now I have confess’d that he is thine, 
And I myself am mortgaged to thy will. 
Myself I’ll forfeit, so that other mine 
Thou wilt restore, to be my comfort still : 
But thou wilt not, nor he will not be free, 
For thou art covetous and he is kind; 

He learn ’d but surety-like to write for rn 
Under that bond that him as fast doih 
bind. 

The statute of thy beauty thou wdlt take. 
Thou usurer, that put’st forth ajl to use, 
And sue a fiiend came debtor for my 
sake; 

So him I lose through my unkind abuse. 

Him have I lost ; thou hast both him 
and me : 

He pays the whole, and yet am I not 
free. 

cxxxv. 

Whoever hath her wish, thou hast thy 
‘ Will,’ 

And ‘ Will’ to boot, and ‘ Will ’ in over- 
plus; 

More than enough am I that vex thee 
still, 

To thy sweet will making addition thus. 
Wilt thou, whose will is large and 
spacious. 

Not once vouchsafe to hide my will in 
thine ? 


Shall will in others seem right gracious, 
And in my will no fair acceptance shine ? 
The sea, all water, yet receives rain still 
And in abundance addeth to his store ; 
So thou, being rich in ‘ Will,’ add to thy 
‘ Will ’ 

One will of mine, to make thy large 
‘ Will ’ more. 

Let no unkind, no fair beseechers kill ; 

Think all but one, and me in that one 
‘Will.’ 

CXXXVI. 

If thy soul check thee that I come so near. 
Swear to thy blind soul that I was thy 
‘Will,’ 

And will, thy soul knows, is admitted 
there ; 

Thus far for love my love -suit, sweet, 
fulfil. 

‘ Will ’ will fulfil the treasure of thy love, 
Ay, fill it full with wills, and my will one. 
In things of great receipt with ease we 
prove 

Among a number one is reckon’d none : 

1 hen in the number let me pass untold, 
Though in thy stores’ account I one 
must be; 

For nothing hold me, so it please thee 
hold 

That nothing me, a something sweet to 
thee : 

Make but my name thy love, and love 
that still, 

And then thou lovest me, for my name 
is ‘Will.’ 

CXXXVI I. 

Thou blind fool. Love, what dost thou 
to mine eyes. 

That they behold, and see not what they 
see? 

They know what beauty is, see where it 
I lies, 

I Yet what the best is take the wc^rst to be. 
If eyes corrupt by over-partial looks 
Be anchor’d in the bay where all men 
ride. 

Why of eyes’ falsehood hast thou forged 
hooks, 

Whereto the judgement of my heart is 
tied ? 
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Why should my heart think that a several 
plot 

Which my heart knows the wide world’s 
common place ? 

Or mine eyes seeing this, say this is not, 

To put fair truth upon so foul a face? 

In things right true my heart and eyes 
have erred, 

And to this false plague are they now 
transferr’d. 

CXXXVIII. 

When my love swears that she is made 
of truth 

T do believe her, though I know she lies, 

That she might think me some untutor’d 
youth. 

Unlearned in the world’s false subtleties. 

Thus vainly thinking that she thinks me 
young, 

Although she knows my days are past 
the best, 

Simply I credit her false-speaking tongue : 

On both sides thus is simple truth sup- 
press’d. 

But wherefore says she not she is unjust ? 

And wherefore say not I that I am old ? 

O, love’s best habit is in seeming trust, 

And age in love loves not to have years 
told: 

Therefore I lie with her and she with me. 

And in our faults by lies we flatter’d be. 

CXXXIX. 

O, call not me to justify the wrong 

That thy unkindness lays upon ray heart ; 

Wound me not with thine eye but with 
thy tongue; 

Use power with power and slay me not 
by art. 

Tell me thou lovest elsewhere, but in my 
sight, 

Dear heart, forbear to glance thine eye 
aside : 

What need’st thou wound with cunning 
when thy might 

Is more than my o’er-press’d defence can 
bide ? 

Let me excuse thee ; ah ! my love well 
knows 

Her pretty looks have been mine enemies. 


And therefore from my face she turns my 
foes. 

That they elsewhere might dart their 
injuries : 

Yet do not so; but since I am near 
slain. 

Kill me outright with looks and rid 
my pain. 

CXL. 

Be wise as thou art cruel ; do not press 

My tongue-tied patience with too much 
disdain ; 

Lest sorrow lend me words and words 
express 

The manner of my pity- wanting pain. 

If I might teach thee wit, better it weie, 

Though not to love, yet, love, to tell me 
so; 

As testy sick men, when their deaths be 
near, 

No news but health from their physicians 
know ; 

For if I should despair, I should grow 
mad, 

And in my madness might speak ill of 
thee : 

Now this ill-wresting world is grown so 
bad, 

Mad slanderers by mad ears believed be. 

That I may not be so, nor thou belied. 

Bear thine eyes straight, though thy 
proud heart go wide. 

CXLI. 

In faith, I do not love thee with mine 
eyes. 

For they in thee a thousand errors note ; 

But ’tis my heart that loves what they 
despise. 

Who in despite of view is pleased to dote ; 

Nor are mine ears with thy tongue’s tune 
delighted. 

Nor tender feeling, to base touches prone, 

Nor taste, nor smell, desire to be invited 

To any sensual feast with thee alone; 

But my five wits nor my five senses can 

Dissuade one foolish heart from serving 
thee, 

Who leaves unsway’d the likeness of a man, 

Thy proud heart’s slave and vassal wretch 
to be : 
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Only my plague thus far I count my 
gain, 

That she that makes me sin awards 
me pain. 

CXLII. 

Love is my sin and thy dear virtue hate, 
Hate of my sin, grounded on sinful loving : 
O, but with mine compare thou thine own 
state. 

And thou shalt find it merits not re 
proving ; 

Or, if it do, not fiom those lips of thine, 
That have profaned their scarlet orna- 
ments 

And seal’d false bonds of love as oft as 
mine, 

Robb’d others’ beds’ revenues of their 
rents. 

Be it lawful I love thee, as thou lovest 
those 

Whom thine eyes woo as mine importune 
thee : 

Root pity in thy heart, that vhen it grows 
Thy pity may deserve to pitied be. 

If thou dost seek to have what thou 
dost hide. 

By self-example mayst thou be denied 1 
cxLin. 

Lo ! as a careful housewife runs to catch 
One of her feather’d creatures brcjke away. 
Sets down her babe and makes all swift 
dispatch 

In pursuit of the thing she would have stay, 
Whilst her neglected child holds her in 
chase. 

Cries to catch her whose busy care is bent 
To follow that which flies before her face, 
Not prizing her poor infant’s discontent; 
So runn’st thou after that which flies 
from thee. 

Whilst I thy babe chase thee afar behind ; 
But if thou catch thy hope, turn back to 
me, 

And play the mother’s part, kiss me, be 
kind : 

So will I pray that thou mayst have 
thy ‘Will,’ 

If thou turn back, and my loud crying 
still. 


CXLIV. 

Two loves I have of comfort and despair, 
Which like two spirits do suggest me still: 
The better angel is a man right fair. 

The worser spirit a woman colour’d ill. 
To win me soon to hell, my female evil 
Tempteth my better angel from my side. 
And would corrupt my saint to be a devil, 
Wooing his purity with her foul pride. 
And whether that my angel be turn’d fiend 
Suspect I may, yet not directly tell ; 

But being both from me, both to each 
fnend, 

I guess one angel in another’s hell : 

Yet this shall I ne’er know, but live 
in doubt, 

Till my bad angel fire my good one 
out. 

C'XLV. 

Those lips that Love’s own hand did make 
Breathed forth the sound that said ‘ I 
hate ’ 

To me that languish'd for her sake ; 

But when she saw my woeful state, 
Straight in her hea.l did mcicy come, 
Chiding that tongue that cvei sweet 
Was used in giving gentle doom, 

And taught it thus anew to greet; 

‘ I hate ’ she altci’d with an end, 

That follow’d it as gentle day 
Doth follow night, who like a fiend 
From heaven to hell is flown away ; 

‘ I hate ’ from hate away she threw, 
And saved my life, saying ‘not you.’ 

CXLVI. 

Poor soul, the centre of my sinful earth, 
+ . . . these rebel powers that thee 
array, 

Why dost thou pine within and suffer 
dearth. 

Painting thy outward walls so costly gay? 
Why so large cost, having so short a lease. 
Dost thou upon thy fading mansion 
spend ? 

Shall worms, inheritors of this, excess, 

Eat up thy charge ? is this thy body’s end ? 
Then, soul, live thou upon thy servant’s 
loss, 

And let that pine to aggravate thy store ; 
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Buy terms divine in selling hours of dross ; 
Within be fed, without be rich no more: 
So shalt thou feed on Death, that feeds 
on men. 

And Death once dead, there’s no more 
dying then. 

CXLVII. 

My love is as a fever, longing still 
For that which longer nurseth the disease. 
Feeding on that which doth j^reserve the 

ill, 

The uncertain sickly appetite to please. 
My reason, the physician to my love. 
Angry that his prescriptions are not kept, 
Hath left me, and I desperate now 
approve 

Desire is death, which physic did except. 
Past cure I am, now reason is past care, 
And frantic-mad with evermore unrest ; 
My thoughts and my discourse as mad- 
men’s are, 

At random from the truth vainly 
express’d ; 

For I have sworn thee fair and 
thought thee bright, 

Who art as black as hell, as dark as 
night. 

CXLVIII. 

O me, what eyes hath Love put in my 
head. 

Which have no correspondence with true 
sight ! 

Or, if they have, where is my judgement 
fled, 

That censures falsely what they see aright? 
If that be fair whereon my false eyes dote, 
What means the world to say it is not so? 
If it be not, then love doth well denote 
Love’s eye is not so true as all men’s *No.’ 
How can it ? O, how can Love’s eye be 
true. 

That is so vex’d with watching and with 
tears ? 

No marvel then, though I mistake my 
view; 

The sun itself sees not till heaven clears. 
O cunning Love ! with tears thou 
keep’st me blind, 

Lest eyes well-seeing thy foul faults 
should And. 


CXLIX. 

Canst thou, O cruel ! say I love thee not, 

When I against myself with thee partake? 

Do I not think on thee, when I forgot 

Am of myself, all tyrant, for thy sake ? 

Who hateth thee that I do call my friend ? 

On whom frown’st thou that 1 do fawn 
upon? 

Nay, if thou lour’st on me, do I not 
spend 

Revenge upon myself with present moan? 

What merit do I in myself respect. 

That is so proud thy service to despise. 

When all my best doth worship thy 
defect. 

Commanded by the motion of thine eyes? 

But, love, hate on, for now I know thy 
mind; 

Those that can see thou lovest, and I 
am blind. 

CL. 

O, from what power hast thou this 
powerful might 

With insufficiency my heart to sway ? 

To make me give the lie to my true 
sight. 

And swear that brightness doth not grace 
the day ? 

Whence hast thou this becoming of things 
ill. 

That in the very refuse of thy deeds 

There is such strength and warrantise of 
skill 

That, in my mind, thy worst all best 
exceeds ? 

Who taught thee how to make me love 
thee more 

The more I hear and see just cause of 
hate ? 

O, though I love what others do abhor, * 

With others thou shouldst not abhor my 
state : 

If thy unworthihess raised love in me. 

More worthy I to be beloved of thee. 

CLI. 

Love is too young to know what con- 
science is ; 

Yet who knows not conscience is born of 
love? 
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Then, gentle cheater, urge not my amiss, 
Lest guilty of my faults thy sweet self 
prove : 

For, thou betraying me, I do betray 
My nobler part to my gross body’s 
treason ; 

My soul doth tell my body that he may 
Triumph in love; flesh slays no faithei 
reason ; 

But, rising at thy name, doth point out 
thee 

As his triumphant prize. Proud of this 
pride, 

Fie is contented thy poor drudge to be, 
To stand in thy affairs, fall by thy side. 

No want of conscience hold it that I 
call 

Her ‘ love ’ for whose dear love I rise 
and fall. 

cui. 

In loving thee thou know’st I am for- 
sworn. 

But thou art twice forsworn, to me love 
swearing. 

In act thy bed -vow broke and new faith 
torn 

In vowing new hate after new love 
beaiing. 

But why of two oaths’ breach do I accuse 
thee. 

When I break twenty? I am perjured 
most ; * 

For all my vows are oaths but to misuse 
thee 

And all my honest faith in thee is lost, 
fFor I have sworn deep oaths of thy deep 
kindness. 

Oaths of thy love, thy truth, ihy 
constancy. 

And, to enlighten thee, gave eyes to 
blindness, 

Or made them swear against the thing 
they see; 

For 1 have sworn thee fair; more per- 
jured I, 

To swear against the truth so foul a lie ! 


CLIII. 

Cupid laid by his brand, and fell asleep ; 
A maid of Hian's this advantage found, 
And his love- kindling fiie did quickly 
steep 

In a culd valley-fountain of that ground; 
Which borrow’d fiom this holy fire of 
Love 

A dateless lively heat, still to endure. 

And grew a seething bath, which yet men 
prove 

Against strange maladies a sovereign cure. 
But at my mistress’ eye Love's brand new- 
flred. 

The buy for trial needs would touch my 
breast ; 

I, sick w ithal, the help of bath desired, 
And thither hied, a sad ihstemper’d guest, 

But found no cure: llie bath for my 
help lies 

Where Cujnd got new fire — my 
mistress’ e)es. 

CLIV. 

The little Love-go<l lying once asleep 
Laid by his side iiis heart inflaming 
brand, 

, Whilst many nymphs that vow’d chaste 
life to keep 

Came tupping by; but in her maiden 
hand 

The fairest votary took up that file 
Which many legions of true hearts had 
wai m’d; 

And so the general of hot desiie 
Was sleeping by a viigin hand disarm’d. 
This brand she quenched in a cool w'cll by, 
Which fiom Love’s file took heat pei- 
petual, 

Giowdng a bath and healthful remedy 
For men diseased; but I, my mistress’ 
thrall, 

Came there for cure, and this by that 
I prove, 

Love’s tire heats W'atei, water cools not 
love. 
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A LOVER’S COMPLAINT 


From off a hill whose concave womb re- 
worded 

A plaintful story from a sistering vale. 

My spirits to attend this double voice 
accorded, 

And down I laid to list the sad -tuned tale; 
Ere long espied a fickle maid full pale, 
Tearing of papers, breaking rings a-twain, 
Storming her world with sorrow’s wind 
and rain. 

Upon her head a platted hive of straw, 
Which fortified her visage from the sun, 
Whereon the thought might think some- 
time it saw lo 

The carcass of a beauty spent and done : 
Time had not scythed all that youth begun. 
Nor youth all quit ; but, spite of heaven’s 
fell rage, * 

Some beauty peep’d through lattice of 
sear’d age. 

Oft did she heave her napkin to her 
eyne. 

Which on it had conceited characters. 
Laundering the silken figures in the brine 
That season’d woe had pelleted in tears, 
And often reading what contents it bears ; 
As often shrieking undistinguish’d woe, 20 
In clamours of all size, both high and 
low. 

Sometimes her levell’d eyes their carriage 
ride, 

As they did battery to the spheres intend ; 
Sometime diverted their poor balls are tied 
To the orbed earth ; sometimes they do 
extend 

Their view right on; anon their gazes 
lend 

To every place at once, and, nowhere 
fix’d, 

The mind and sight distractedly com- 
mix’d. 


Her hair, nor loose nor tied in formal 
plat, 

Proclaim’d in her a careless hand of pride ; 
For some, untuck’d, descended her 
sheaved hat, 31 

Hanging her pale and pined cheek 
beside ; 

Some in her threaden fillet still did bide. 
And true to bondage would not break 
from thence, 

Though slackly braided in loose negli- 
gence. 

A thousand favours from a maund she 
drew 

Of amber, crystal, and of beaded jet. 
Which one by one she in a river threw. 
Upon whose weeping margent she was set ; 
Like usury, applying wet to wet, 40 
Or monarch’s hands that let not bounty 
fall 

Where want cries some, but where excess 
begs all. 

Of folded schedules had she many a one. 
Which she perused, sigh’d, tore, and gave 
the flood; 

Crack’d many a ring of posied gold and 
bone, 

Bidding them find their sepulchres in 
mud; 

Found yet moe letters sadly penn’d in 
blood, 

With sleided silk feat and affectedly 
Enswathed, and seal’d to curious secrecy. 

These often bathed she in her fluxive 
eyes, 50 

And often kiss’d, and often ’gan to tear ; 
Cried ‘ O false blood, thou register of 
lies, 

What unapproved witness dost thou bear ! 
Ink would have seem’d more black and^ 
damned here!’ 
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' This said, in top of rage the lines she 
rents, 

Big discontent so breaking their contents. 

A reverend man that grazed his cattle 
nigh— 

Sometime a blusterer, tliat the ruflle 
knew 

Of court, of city, and had let go by 
The swiftest hours, observed as they 
flew — 6o 

Towards this afflicted fancy fastly drew, 
And, privileged by age, desires to know 
In brief the grounds and motives of her 
woe. 

So slides he dowm upon his grained bat. 
And comely-distant sits he by her side ; 
When he again desires her, being sat, 
Her grievance with his hearing to divide : 
If that from him there may be aught 
applied 

Which may her suffering ecstasy assuage, 
Tis promised in the charity of age. 70 

‘ Father,’ she says, ‘ though in me you 
behold 

The injury of many a blasting hour. 

Let it not tell your judgement I am 
old; 

Not age, but sorrow, over me hath 
power : 

I might as yet have been a spreading 
flower. 

Fresh to myself, if I had self-applied 
Love to myself and to no love beside. 


But, woe is me ! too early I attended 
fA youthful suit — it w^as to gain my grace — 
|Of one by nature’s outwards so com- 
mended, 80 

[ That maidens’ eyes stuck over all his 
I face : 


Love lack’d a dwelling, and made him 
^ her place ; 

^d when in his fair parts she did abide, 
pe w'as new lodged and newly deified. 

' His browny locks did hang in crooked 
curls ; 

^d every light occasion of the wind 
Upon his lips their silken parcels hurls. 


What ’s sweet to do, to do w ill aptly find : 
Each eye that saw him did enchant the 
mmd. 

For on his visage was in little drawn 90 
What largeness thinks in Paradise was 
sawn. 

‘Small show of man was yet upon his 
chin ; 

His phoenix down began but to appear 
Like unshorn velvet on that termless skin 
Whose bare out-bragg’d the w^eb it seem’d 
to w ear : 

Vet show't! his visage by that cost more 
dear; 

And nice affections waveiing stood in 
doubt 

If best were as it was, or best without. 

‘His qualities were beauteous as his 
foun. 

For maiden-tongued he was, and thereof 
free ; 100 

Yet, if men moved him, was he such a 
storm 

As oft ’twixt ^lay and April is to see. 
When * wands breathe sweet, unruly 
thougli they be. 

His rudeness so with his authorized 
youth 

Did livery falseness in a pride of truth. 

‘ Well could he ride, and often men 
would say 

“That horse his mettle from his rider 
takes : 

Proud of subjection, noble by the sway, 
What lounds, w'hat bounds, what cou.^e, 
w'hat stop he makes !” 

And controversy hence a question takes. 
Whether the horse by him became his 
deed, m 

Oi he his manage by the well-doing 
steed. 

‘But quickly on this side the verdict 
went : 

His real habitude gave life and grace 
To appertainings and to ornament, 
Accomplish’d in himself, not in his case : 
All aids, themselves made fairer by their 
place, 
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Came for additions; yet their purposed 
trim 

Pieced not his grace, but were all graced 
by him. 

‘ So on the tip of his subduing tongue 120 
All kind of arguments anrl question deep, 
All replication prompt, and reason 
strong. 

For his advantage still did wake and 
sleep : 

To make the weeper laugh, the laugher 
weep, 

He had the dialect and different skill, 
Catching all passions in his craft of will : 

* That he did in the general bosom reign 
Of young, of old ; and sexes both 

enchanted, 

To dwell with him in thoughts, or to 
remain 

In personal duty, following where he 
haunted : 130 

Consents bewitch’d, ere he desire, have 
granted ; 

And dialogued for him what he would 
say. 

Ask’d their own w'ills, and made their 
wills obey. 

* Many there were that did his picture 

get. 

To serve their eyes, and in it put their 
mind ; 

Like fools that in th’ imagination set 
The goodly objects which abroad they 
find 

Of lands and mansions, theirs in thought 
assign’d ; 

And labouring in moe pleasures to bestow 
them 

Than the true gouty landlord which doth 
owe them : 140 

‘ So many have, that never touch’d his 
hand, 

Sweetly supposed them mistress of his 
heart. 

My woeful self, that did in freedom stand. 
And w’as my own fee-simple, not in part. 
What with his art in youth, and youth 
in art, 


Threw my affections in his charmed 
power. 

Reserved the stalk and gave him all my 
flower. 

‘ Yet did I not, as some my equals did. 
Demand of him, nor being desired 
yielded ; 

Finding myself in honour so forbid, 150 
With safest distance I mine honour 
shielded : 

Experience for me many bulwarks builded 
Of proofs new -bleeding, which remain’d 
the foil 

Of this false jewel, and his amorous spoil. 

‘ But, ah, who ever shunn’d by precedent 
The destined ill she must herself assay ? 
Or forced examples, ’gainst her own 
content, 

To put the by-past perils in her way? 
Counsel may stop awhile what will not 
stay; 

For when we rage, advice is often seen i6u 
By blunting us to make our wits more 
keen. 

* Nor gives it satisfaction to our blood, 
That we must curb it upon others’ proof ; 
To be forbod the sweets that seem so 
good. 

For fear of harms that preach in our 
behoof. 

O appetite, flora judgement stand aloof! 
The one a palate hath that needs will 
taste, 

Though Reason weep, and cry “ It is 
thy last. ” 

‘For further I could say “This man’s 
untrue,” 

And knew the patterns of his foul 
beguiling ; 170 

Heard where his plants in others’ 
orchards grew. 

Saw how deceits were gilded in his 
smiling ; 

Knew vows were ever brokers to de- 
filing ; 

Thought characters and words merely 
but art. 

And bastards of his foul adulterate heart. 
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‘ And long upon these terms I held my 
city, 

Till thus he gan besiege me ; “ Gentle 
maid, 

Have of my suffering youth some feeling 
pity, 

And be not of my holy vows afraid : 
That’s to ye sworn to none was ever 
said ; iSo 

For feasts of love I have been call’d 
unto. 

Till now did ne’er invite, nor never woo. 

‘ “ All my offences that abroad you see 
Are errois of the blood, none of the 
mind ; 

Love made them not: with acture they 
may be, 

Wheie neither party is nor true nor 
kind : 

They sought their shame that so their 
shame did find; 

And so much less of shame in me 
remains, 

But how much of me their reproach 
contains. 

* “Among the many that mine eyes have 
seen, 190 

Not one w'hose flame my heait so much 
as w'arm’d, 

Or my affection put to the smallest teen. 
Or any of my leisures ever charm’d ; 
Harm have I done to them, but ne’er 
was harm’d ; 

Kept hearts in liveries, but mine own 
was free, 

And reign’d, commanding in hL 
monarchy. 

^ Look here, what tributes wounded 
■B fancies sent me, 

B paled pearls and rubies red as blood; 
P%uring that they their passions likewise 
f lent me 

Of grief and blushes, aptly understood 200 
in bloodless white and the encrimson’d 
moods ; 

Effects of terror and dear modesty, 
Encamp’d in hearts, but fighting out- 
' wardiy. 


‘ “ And, lo, behold these talents of their 
hair, 

With twisted metal amorously impleach’d, 

I have received from many a several 
fair, 

Their kind acceptance weepingly be- 
seech’d. 

With the annexions of fair gems enrich’d, 

And deep - brain’d sonnets that did 
amplify 

Each stone’s dear nature, worth, and 
quality. 210 

‘“The diamond, — why, ’twas beautiful 
and hard, 

Whereto his invised piopeitics did tend; 

The deep-green emerald, in whose fresh 
regard 

Weak sights then sickly radiance do 
amend ; 

The heaven-hued ha]>phirc and the opal 
blend 

With o])jccts manifold : each several 
stone, 

With wit well blazon’d, smiled or made 
some moan. 

‘ “ Lo, all the^'C trophies of affections hot, 

Of pensived and subdued desires the 
lender. 

Nature hath charged me that I hoard 
them not, 220 

But yield them up where I myself must 
render, 

That is, to you, my origin and ender; 

For these, of force, must your obkt’ons 
be, 

Since I their altar, you enpatron me. 

‘ “ O, then, advance of yours that phrase- 
less hand, 

Whose w'hitc weighs down the airy scale 
of iti^aise ; 

Take all these similes to your own 
command, 

Hallow'’d with sighs that burning lungs 
did raise; 

What me your minister, for you obeys. 

Works under you ; and to your audit 
comes 230 

Their distract parcels in combined sums. 
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* “ Lo, this device was sent me from a 

nun, 

Or sister sanctified, of holiest note ; 
Which late her noble suit in court did 
shun, 

Whose rarest havings made the blossoms 
dote; 

For she was sought by spirits of richest 
coat, 

But kept cold distance, and did thence 
remove. 

To spend her living in eternal love. 

* “ But, O my sweet, what labour is’t to 

leave 

/rhe thing we have not, mastering what 
not strives, 240 

fPlaying the place which did no form 
receive. 

Playing patient sports in unconstrained 
gyves? 

She that her fame so to herself con- 
trives. 

The scars of battle ’scapeth by the 
flight, 

And makes her absence valiant, not her 
might. 

* “ O, pardon me, in that my boast is 

true : 

The accident which brought me to her 
eye 

Upon the moment did her force subdue, 
And now she vrould the caged cloister 
fly: 

Religious love put out Religion’s eye : 250 
Not to be tempted, would she be im- 
mured. 

And now, to tempt, all liberty procured. 

* “ How mighty then you are, O, hear 

me tell ! 

The broken bosoms that to me belong 
Have emptied all their fountains in my 
well. 

And mine I pour your Ocean all among : 
I strong o’er them, and you o’er me being 
strong, 

Must for your victory us all congest. 

As compound love to physic your cold 
breast 


‘ “ My parts had power to charm a sacred 
nun, 260 

Who, disciplined, ay, dieted in grace. 

Believed her eyes when they to assail be- 
gun. 

All vows and consecrations giving place : 

O most potential love ! vow, bond, nor 
space. 

In thee hath neither sting, knot, nor con- 
fine. 

For thou art all, and all things else are 
thine. 

‘ When thou impressest, what are pre- 
cepts worth 

Of stale example ? When thou wilt in- 
flame, 

How coldly those impediments stand 
forth 

Of wealth, of filial fear, law, kindred, 
fame ! 270 

tLove’s arms are peace, ’gainst lule, 
’gainst sense, ’gainst shavne. 

And sweetens, in the suffering pangs it 
bears, 

The aloes of all forces, shocks, and fears, 

‘ “Now all these hearts that do on mine 
depend. 

Feeling it break, with bleeding groans 
they pine ; 

And supplicant their sighs to you extend, 

To leave the battery that you make ’gainst 
mine, 

Lending soft audience to my sweet de- 
sign. 

And credent soul to that strong-bonded 
oath 

That shall prefer and undertake my 
troth.” 280 

‘ This said, his watery eyes he did dis- 
mount. 

Whose sights till then were levell’d on 
my face; 

Each cheek a river running from a 
fount 

With brinish current downward flow’d 
apace ; 

O, how the channel to the stream gave 
grace ! 
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Who glazed with crj^stal gate the glow- 
ing roses 

That flame through water which their 
hue encloses. 

‘ O father, what a hell of witchcraft lies 
In the small orb of one particular tear ! 
But with the inundation of the eyes 290 
What rocky heart to water will not wear ? 
What breast so cold that is not warmed 
here ? 

O cleft effect ! cold modesty, hot w'rath, 
Both fire from hence and chill extincture 
hath. 

‘ For, lo, his passioi , but an art of craft, 
Even there resolved my reason into tears ; 
There my white stole of chastity I dafif’d, 
Shook off my sober guards and civil 
fears ; 

Appear to him, as he to me appears. 

All melting ; though our droj^s this differ- 
ence bore, 300 

His poison’d me, and mine did him re- 
store. 

* In him a plenitude of subtle matter. 
Applied to cautcls, all strange form iO- 
ceives, 

Of burning blushes, or of weeping water, 
Or swooning paleness; and he takes and 
leaves. 

In either ’s aptness, as it best deceives, 
To blush at speeches rank, to weep at 
woes. 

Or to turn white and swoon at tragic 
shows : 


‘ That not a heart which in his level 
came 

Could ’scape the hail of his all-hurting 
aim, 310 

Showing fair nature is both kind and 
tame ; 

And, veil'd in them, did win whom he 
w ould maim : 

Against the thing he sought he would 
exclaim ; 

When he nio^t burn’d in heart -wish’d • 
luxury. 

He preach'd pure maid, and praised cold 
chastity. 

‘ Thus merely with the garment of a 
Ciacc 

The naked and concealed fiend he cover’d ; 

That ill’ uncxjieiient gave the tempter 
place, 

Which like a cheiubin above them hover’d. 

Who, young and simple, W’ould not be so 
lover’d ? 320 

Ay me! I fell; and yet do question 
make 

What I should do again for such a sake. 

‘ O, that infected moisture of his eye, 

O, that false fire w'hich in his check so 
glow’d, 

O, that forced thunder from his heart did 

fly. 

O, that sad breath his .spong}’ lungs 
bestow’d, 

O, all that borrow ’d motion seeming ow'ed, 

Would yet again betray the fore-beiray’d, 

And new pervert a reconciled maid !’ 329 
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I. 

When my love swears that she is made 
of truth, 

I do believe her, though I know she lies, 
* That she might think me some untutor’d 
youth. 

Unskilful in the woild’s false forgeries. 
Thus vainly thinking that she thinks me 
young. 

Although I know my years be past the 
best, 

I smiling credit her false-speaking tongue, 
Outfacing faults in love with love’s ill 
rest. 

But wherefore says my love that she is 
young ? 

And wherefore say not I that I am old ? lo 
O, love’s best habit is a soothing tongue. 
And age, in love, loves not to have 
years told. 

Therefore I’ll lie with love, and love 
with me, 

Since that our faults in love thus 
smother’d be. 

II. 

Two loves I have, of comfort and despair, 
That like two spiiits do suggest me still; 
My better angel is a man right fair, 

My worser spirit a woman colour’d ill. 

To win me soon to hell, my female evil 
Tempteth my better angel from my side, 
And would corrupt my saint to be a 
devil, 21 

Wooing his purity with her fair pride. 
And whether that my angel be turn’d 
fiend, 

Suspect I may, yet not directly tell : 

For being both to me, both to each 
friend, 

I guess one angel in another’s hell ; 

The truth I shall not know, but live 
in doubt, 

Till my bad angel fire my good one out. 


III. 

Did not the heavenly rhetoric of thine 
eye, 

’Gainst whom the world could not hold 
argument, 30 

Persuade my heart to this false perjury? 

Vows for thee broke deserve not punish- 
ment. 

A woman I forswore ; but I will prove, 

Thou being a goddess, I forswore not 
thee : 

My vow was earthly, thou a heavenly 
love ; 

Thy grace being gain’d cures all disgrace 
in me. 

My vow was breath, and breath a 
vapour is ; 

Then, thou fair sun, that on this earth 
doth shine, 

Exhale this vapour vow ; in thee it is : 

If broken, then it is no fault of mine. 40 
If by me broke, what fool is not so 
wise 

To break an oath, to win a paradise ? 

IV. 

Sweet Cytherea, sitting by a brook 

With young Adonis, lovely, fresh, and 
green. 

Did court the lad with many a lovely 
look. 

Such looks as none could look but 
beauty’s queen. 

She told him stories to delight his ear; 

She show’d him favours to allure his eye ; 

To win his heart, she touch’d him here 
and there, — 

Touches so soft still conquer chastity. 50 

But whether unripe years did want 
conceit. 

Or he refused to take her figured proffer. 

The tender nibbler would not G *he 
bait, * 

But sniile and jest at e- 



THE PASSIONATE PILGRIM 


585 


Then fell she on her back, fair queen, 
and toward : 

He rose and ran away; ah, fool too 
fro ward ! 

V. 

If love make me forsworn, how shall I 
swear to love ? 

O never faith could hold, if not to beauty 
vow’d : 

Though to myself forsworn, to thee I'll 
constant prove; 

Those thoughts, to me like oaks, to thee 
like osieis bow’d. 60 

Study his bias leaves, and makes his 
book thine eyes, 

Where all those pleasures live that art can 
comprehend. 

If knowledge be the mark, to know thee 
shall suffice; 

Well learned is that tongue that well can 
thee commend; 

All ignorant that soul that sees thee 
without wonder; 

Which IS to me some praise, that I thy 
parts admire : 

Thine eye Jove’s lightning seems, iby 
voice his dreadful thunder. 

Which, not to anger bent, is music and 
sweet fire. 

Celestial as thou art, O do not love 
that wrong, 

To sing heaven’s praise with such an 
earthly tongue. 70 

VI. 

Scarce had the sun dried up the dewy 
morn, 

And scarce the herd gone to the hedge 
for shade, 

\\Tien Cytherea, all in love forlorn, 

A longing tarriance for Adonis made 

Under an osier growing by a brook, 

A brook where Adon used to cool his 
spleen : 

Hot was the day; she hotter that did 
look 

For his approach, that often there had 
been. 

^ Anon he comes, and throws his mantle by, 

’ And stood stark naked on the brook’s 
green brim : 80 


The sun look’d on the world with 
glorious eye, 

Yet not so wistly as this queen on him. 

He, spying her, bounced in, whereas 
he stood : 

* O Jove,’ quoth she, ‘ why was not I 
a flood ! ’ 

vn. 

Fail is my love, but not so fair as fickle; 

Mild as a dove, but neither true nor • 
trusty ; 

llrightei than glass, and yet, as glass is, 
brittle ; 

Softer than vax, and yet, as iron, rusty: 

Ahlypalc,withdamaskdye to grace her, 

None faiier, nor none falser to deface 
her. 90 

Her lips to mine how often hath she 
joined, 

Between each kiss her oaths of true love 
swearing ! 

Ilow many talcs to i-lcnse me hath she 
coined, 

Dreading my love, the loss thereof still 
fearing ! 

Yet in the midst of all lier pure pre- 
testings, 

Her faith, her oaths, her tears, and all 
weie jestings. 

She burn’d with love, as straw with file 
flameth ; 

She burn’d out love, as soon as straw 
out-burneth ; 

She framed the love, and yet she foil’d 
the framing; 

She bade love last, and yet she fell a- 
turihng. 100 

Was this a lover, or a Icchcr whether ? 

Bad in the best, though excellent in 
neither. 

vni. 

If music and sweet poetry agree, 

As they must needs, the sister and the 
brother, 

Then must the love be great ’twixt thee 
and me, 

Because thou lovest the one, and I the 
other. 
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Dow] and to thee is dear, whose heavenly ' 
touch 

Upon the lute doth ravish human sense; 

Spenser to me, whose deep conceit is 
such 

As, passing all conceit, needs no defence. 

Thou lovest to hear the sweet melodious 
sound in 

That Piioebus’ lute, the queen of music, 
makes ; 

And 1 ill deep delight am chiefly drown’d 

Whenas himself to singing he betakes. 

One god is god of both, as poets feign ; 

One knight loves both, and both in 
thee remain. 

IX. 

Fair was the morn when the fair queen 
of love, 

****** 

Paler for sorrow than her milk-wdiite 
dove, 

For Adon’s sake, a youngster proud and 
wild; 120 

Her stand she takes upon a steep-up hill : 

Anon Adonis comes with horn and 
hounds ; 

She, silly queen, with more than love’s 
good will, 

Forbade the boy he should not pass those 
grounds ; 

‘ Once,’ quoth she, ‘ did I see a fair sw^eet 
youth 

Here in these brakes deep wounded 
with a boar, 

Deep in the thigh, a spectacle of ruth I 

See, in my thigh,’ quoth she, ‘here was 
the sore.’ 

She showed hers : he saw more wounds 
than one. 

And blushing fled, and left her all 
alone. 130 

X. 

Sweet rose, fair flower, untimely pluck’d, 
soon vaded. 

Pluck’d in the bud, and vaded in the 
spring ! 

Bright orient pearl, alack, too timely 
shaded ! 

Fair creature, kill’d too soon by death’s 
sharp sting ! 


Like a green plum that hangs upon a 
tree. 

And falls, through wind, before the 
fall should be. 

I “weep for thee, and yet no cause I have ; 

For why thou left’st me nothing in thy 
will: 

And yet thou left’st me more than I did 
crave ; 

For why T craved nothing of thee still : 

O yes, dear friend, I pardon crave of 
thee, 14 1 

Thy discontent thou didst bequeath to 
me. 

XI. 

Venus, with young Adonis sitting by her 

Under a myrtle shade, began to woo 
him : 

She told the youngling how god Mars 
did try her. 

And as he fell to her, so fell she to him. 

‘ Even thus,’ quoth she, * the warlike 
god embraced me,’ 

And then she clipp'd Adonis in her 
aims; 

‘Even thus,’ quoth she, ‘the warlike 
god unlaced me,’ 

As if the boy should use like loving 
charms ; 150 

‘ Even thus, ' quoth she, ‘ he seized on 
my lips,’ 

And with her lips on his did act the 
seizure ; 

And as she fetched breath, away he 
skips. 

And would not take her meaning noi 
her pleasure. 

Ah, that I had my lady at this bay. 

To kiss and clip me till I run away ! 

XII. 

Crabbed age and youth cannot live to- 
gether : 

Youth is full of pleasance, age is full 01 
care; 

Youth like summer 

weather ; ! \ 

Youth like summer brai 
bare. ; 
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Youth is full of sport, age’s breath is 
short ; 

Youth is nimble, age is lame; 

Youth is hot and bold, age is weak and 
cold; 

Youth is wild, and age is tame. 

Age, I do abhor thee ; youth, I do adore 
thee; 

O, my love, my love is young ! 

Age, I do defy thee: O, sweet shcphcid, 
hie thee. 

For methinks thou stay’sl too long, 
xin. 

Beauty is but a vain and doubtful good ; 
A shining gloss that vadeth suddenly; 

A flower that dies when first it gins to 
bud; 171 

A brittle glass that ’s broken presently ; 

A doubtful good, a gloss, a glass, a 
flower. 

Lost, vaded, broken, dead within an 
hour. 

And as goods lost arc scld or n< ver 
found, 

As vaded gloss no rubbing will refresh, 
As flowers dead lie wither’d on the 
ground. 

As broken glass no cement can redress. 
So beauty blemish’d once> for ever 
lost. 

In spite of physic, painting, pain and 
cost. 180 

XIV. 

Good night, good rest. Ah, neither be 
my share : 

^he bade good night that kept my rest 
, away; 

j^d daflf’d me to a cabin bang’d with 
I care, 

ao descant on the doubts of my decay. 

" ‘ Farewell,’ quoth she, ‘ and come 
. again to-morrow:’ 
pFare well I could not, for I supp’d 
with sorrow. 


Yet at my parting sweetly did she smile, 

In scorn or friendship, nill I construe 
whether : 

’T may be, she joy’d to jest at my exile, 

T may be, again to make me wander 
thither : 190 

‘Wander,’ a w^ord for shadows like 
myself, 

As take the pain, but cannot pluck the 
pelf. 

XV. 

I.ord, how mine eyes throw gazes to the 
east ! 

My heart doth charge the watch; the 
morning rise 

Doth cite each moving sense from idle 
lost. 

Not dating trust the office of mine eyes, 

While Philomela sits and sings, I sit 
and maik, 

And wish her lays were tuned like the 
laik ; 

For she doth welcome daylight with her 
ditty, 

And drives away dark dismal -dreaming 
night : 200 

The night so pack’d, I post unto my 
pretty ; 

Heart hath his hope, and eyes their 
wished sight ; 

Soirow changed to solace, solace mix’d 
with SOI low; 

For why, she sigh’d and bade me come 
to-morrow. 

Were I with her, the night would post 
too soon ; 

But nowaic minutes added to tlie liours; 

To spite me now, each minute seems a 
moon ; 

Yet not for me, shine sun to succour 
flowers I 

Pack night, peep day; good day, of 
night now borrow : 

Short, night, to-night, and length thy- 
self to-morrow. ' 210 



588 


THE PASSIONATE PILGRIM 


SONNETS TO SUNDRY NOTES OF MUSIC 


[XVI.] 

It was a lording’s daughter, the fairest 
one of three. 

That liked of her master as well as well 
might be, 

Till looking on an Englishman, the fair’st 
that eye could see. 

Her fancy fell a-turning. 

Long was the combat doubtful that love 
with love did fight. 

To leave the master loveless, or kill the 
gallant knight ; 

To jmt in practice either, alas, it was a 
spite 

Unto the silly damsel ! 

But one must be refused; more mickle 
was the pain 

That nothing could be used to turn them 
both to gain, 220 

For of the two the trusty knight was 
wounded with disdain : 

Alas, she could not help it ! 

Thus art with arms contending was victor 
of the day. 

Which by a gift of learning did bear the 
maid away : 

Then, lullaby, the learned man hath got 
the lady gay ; 

For now my song is ended. 

XVII. 

On a day, alack the day ! 

Love, whose month was ever May, 
Spied a blossom passing fair. 

Playing in the wanton air : 230 

Through the velvet leaves the wind, 
All unseen, gan passage find; 

That the lover, sick to death. 

Wish’d himself the heaven’s breath, 
‘Air,’ quoth he, ‘thy cheeks may blow; 
Air, would I might triumph so ! 

But, alas ! my hand hath sworn 
Ne’er to pluck thee from thy thorn: 
Vow, alack I for youth unmeet : 
Youth, so apt to pluck a sweet. 240 


Thou for whom Jove would swear 
Juno but an Ethiope were; 

And deny himself for Jove, 

Turning mortal for thy love.’ 

[XVIII.] 

My flocks feed not, 

My ewes breed not. 

My rams speed not. 

All is amiss : 

Love’s denying. 

Faith’s defying, 250 

Heart’s renying, 

Causer of this. 

All my merry jigs are quite forgot, 
All my lady’s love is lost, God 
wot : 

Where her faith was firmly fix’d in 
love, 

There a nay is placed without re- 
move. 

One silly cross 
Wrought all my loss ; 

O frowning Fortune, cursed, fickle 
dame ! 

For now I see 260 

Inconstancy 

More in women than in men re- 
main. 

In black mourn I, 

All fears scorn I, 

Love hath forlorn me, 

Living in thrall : 

Heart is bleeding. 

All help needing, 

O cruel speeding, 

Fraughted with gall. 270 

My shepherd’s pipe can sound no 
deal; 

My wethers bell rings doleful knell ; 
My curtail dog, that wont to have 
play’d, 

Plays not at all, but seems afraid ; 
My sighs so deep 
Procure to weep. 
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In howling w'ise, to see my dole- 
fill plight. 

How sighs resound 
Through heartless ground, 

Like a thousand vanquish’d men 
in bloody fight ! 280 

Clear wells spring not, 

Sweet birds sing not, 

Green plants bring not 
Foith their dye; 

Herds stand weeping. 

Flocks all sleeping. 

Nymphs back peeping 
Fearfully ; 

All our pleasure known to us poor 
swains, 289 

All our merry meetings on the plains, 
All our evening sport fiom us is lied, 
All our love is lost, for Love is dead. 
Farewell, sweet lass, 

Thy like ne’er was 

For a sweet content, the cause of 
all my moan : 

Poor Corydon 
Must live alone ; 

Other help for him I see that 
there is none. 

XIX. 

When as thine eye hath chose, the dame, 
And stall’d the deer that thou should’st 
strike, 300 

Let leason rule things worthy blame, 
fAs well as fancy partial might : 

^ Take counsel of some wdser head. 
Neither too young nor yet unwed. 

i.nd when thou comest thy tale to tell, 
mooth not thy tongue with filed talk, 
^st she some subtle practice smell, — 

1 cripple soon can find a halt; — 

\ But plainly say thou lovest her well, 
And set thy person forth to sell. 310 

'hat though her frowning brows be bent, 
■er cloudy looks will calm ere night : 
nd then too late she will repent 
plat thus dissembled her delight; 
fc And twice desire, ere it be day, 

RThat which with scorn she put away. 


What though she strive to tiy her strength, 
And ban and brawl, and say thee nay, 
Her feeble force will yield at length, 319 
When craft hath taught her thus to say, 

‘ Had women been so strong as men, 
In faith, you had not had it then.’ 

And to her will frame all thy W'ays ; 
Spaie not to sj>end, and chiefly there 
Where thy desert may merit praise, 

By ringing in thy lady’s ear : 

The strongest castle, tower, and town, 
The golden bullet beats it down. 

Serve always with assured trust, 

And in thy suit be humble tiue; 330 
Unless thy lady piove unjust, 

Press never thuii to choose anew : 

When time shall serve, be thou not 
slack 

To proffer, though she put thee back. 

The wiles and guiles that women work, 
Dissembled nilh m oiUwaul show. 

The tricks and to).^ that in them link, 
The cock that trends them shall not know. 
Have you not heard it saiil full oft, 339 
A woman’s nny doth ^tand for nought ? 

+Think women still to stiive with men, 
To sin and never for to saint : 

I'here is no heaven, by holy then. 

When time with age doth them attaint. 
Were kis'^es all the joys in bed, 

One woman would another wed. 

But, «-oft ! enough, too much, I fear : 

Lest that my mistress hear my song, 

She \\ill not stick to round me i’ the ear, 
To teach my tongue to be so long: 

Yet will she blush, here be it said, 

To hear her secrets so bewray’d. 

[XX.] 

Live with me, ami be my love, 

And we will all the plea',ures prove 
That hills and valleys, dales and 
fields. 

And ail the craggy mountains yields. 

There will we sit upon the rocks, 
And see the shepherds feed their 
flocks, 
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By shallow rivers, by whose falls 
Melodious birds sing madrigals. 360 

There will I make thee a bed of 
roses, 

With a thousand fragrant posies, 

A cap of flowers, and a kirtle 
Embroider’d all with leaves of myrtle. 

A belt of straw and ivy buds, 

With coral clasps and amber studs ; 
And if these pleasures may thee 
move. 

Then live with me and be my love. 
Love’s Answer. 

If that the world and love were young, 
And truth in every shepherd’s tongue, 
These pretty pleasures might me 
move 371 

To live with thee and be thy love. 

[XXI.] 

As it fell upon a day 
In the merry month of May, 

Sitting in a pleasant shade 
Which a grove of myrtles made. 
Beasts did leap, and birds did sing, 
Trees did grow, and plants did spring; 
Every thing did banish moan, 

Save the nightingale alone : 380 

She, poor bird, as all forlorn, 
Lean’d her breast up-till a thorn. 
And there sung the dolefull’st ditty, 
That to hear it was great pity : 

‘ Fie, fie, fie,’ now would she cry ; 

* Tbreu, tereu ! ’ by and by ; 

That to hear her so complain, 
Scarce I could from tears refrain; 
For her griefs, so lively shown. 
Made me think upon mine own, 390 


Ah, thought I, thou mourn’st in vain! 
None takes pity on thy pain : 
Senseless trees they cannot hear thee ; 
Ruthless beasts they will not cheer 
thee : 

King Pandion he is dead ; 

All thy friends are lapp’d in lead ; 
All thy fellow' birds do sing, 

Careless of thy sorrowing. 

Even so, poor bird, like thee. 

None alive will pity me. 400 

Whilst as fickle Fortune smiled, 
Thou and I were both beguiled. 

Every one that flatters thee 
Is no friend in misery. 

Words are easy, like the wind ; 
Faithful friends are hard to find : 
Every man will be thy friend 
Whilst thou hast wherewith to spend; 
But if store of crowns be scant. 

No man will supply thy want. 410 
If that one be prodigal, 

Bountiful they will him call, 

And with such-like flattering, 

‘ Pity but he were a king 
If he be addict to vice, 

Quickly him they will entice ; 

If to women he be bent, 

They have at commandement : 

But if Fortune once do frown. 

Then farewell his great renown; 420 
They that fawn’d on him before 
Use his company no more. 

He that is thy friend indeed. 

He will help thee in thy need ; 

If thou sorrow, he will weep; 

If thou wake, he cannot sleep ; 

Thus of every grief in heart 
He with thee doth bear a part. 
These are certain signs to know 
Faithful friend from flattering foe. 430 
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Let the bird of loudest lay, 

On the sole Arabian tree, 

Herald sad and tnnnpet be, 

To whose sound chaste wings obey. 

But thou shrieking harbinger, 

Foul precurrer of the fiend, 

Augur of the fever’s end, 

To this troop come thou not ncai I 

From this session interdict 
Every fowl of tyrant wing, lo 

Save the eagle, feather’d king: 

Keep the obsequy so strict. 

Let the priest in sur}Dlice white, 

That defunctive music can, 

Be the death-divining s\\ an, 

Lest the requiem lack his right. 

And thou treble-dated crow, 

That thy sable gender makest 
With the breath thougivest and takest, 
’Mongst our mourners shalt thou go. 

Here the anthem doth commence : 21 
Love and constancy is dca,d; 

Phoenix and the turtle fled 
In a mutual flame from hence. 

So they loved, as love in twain 
Had the essence but in one; 

Two distincts, division none : 

K umber there in love was slain. 

Hearts remote, yet not asunder ; 
Distance, and no space was seen 30 
’Twixt the turtle and his queen: 

But in them it were a wondei. 

So between them love did shine, 
That the turtle saw his right 
Flaming in the phoenix’ sight ; 
Either was the other’s mine. 


Property was thus appalled, 

That the self was not the same; 
Single nature’s double name 
Neither two nor one was called. 40 

Reason, in itself confounded, 

Saw division glow together, 

To IhenibeKes yet cither neither, 
Simple were so well compounded, 

That it cried, How true a twain 
Scemeth this concordant one ! 

Love hath leason, reason none, 

If what paits can so remain. 

Wliercupon it made this Ihrene 
'I'o the pluenix and the dove, 50 
Co-supremes and stars of love, 

As chorus lo their tragic scene. 


THRENOS. 

Beauty, truth, and rarity, 
draco in all simplicity, 

Here enclosed in cmciers lie. 

Death is now the phamix’ nest ; 

And the tui tie’s loyal breast 
To eternity doth rest, 

Leaving no posterity : 

’Tvvas not their infirmity, 60 

It was married chastity. 

Truth may seem, but cannot be; 
Beauty brag, but ’lis not she ; 

Tiuth and beauty buried be. 

To this urn let those repair 
That are either true or fair *, 

For these dead birds sigh a prayer. 
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Abatr, v.i. to weaken, diminish, M. N's Dr. 
HI. 2. To cast down, Cor. iii. 3. To blunt, 
R. III. V. 5. 

Abatement, sb. diminution, Lear, 1. 4. Depre- 
ciation, Ivv. N. I. I. 

Abhor, v.f. to refuse, reject, Ti. VIII. n. 4. 
Abide, v.i. to sojourn, stay for a time, Wiut. T. 
JV. 3. 7 ).t. to take the consequences of, answer 

for, J C. nr. i. A curriiptiun of ‘Aby.* 
Abjects, sb. outcasts, R. HI. 1. 1. 

Able. v.t. to uphold, warrant, Lear, iv. 6. 

Abode, v.t. to forebode, 3 H. VL v. 6, 4';; II. 
VIII. I. I. 

Abodements, sh. forebodings, 3 H. VL iv. 7 
Abortives, sb. mou'-trous births, John, iii. 4 
Abridgement, sb. a short entertainment foi pas- 
time, M. NS Di. V. I , Ham. n. 2. 

Abrook, %).t. to biook, endure, 2 IL VL ii. 4. 
Abruption, sb. breaking off, Tr. an<l Cr. 111. 2. 
Absey-Book, an A B C book or primer, John, 

I. I. 

Ab.solute, adj. positive, certain, C'ym. iv. 2. Re- 
solved, M. lor M. III. I. Complete, Lucr. 
853 , Temp. r. 2. 

Abuse, v.i. to deceive, Lear, i\. 7. To mtsnse, 
corrupt, 0th. 1. i. To disfigure, R. and J. 

IV. I. 

Abuse, sb. deception, M. for IM. v. i ; Ham. iv. 7. 
Abuser, sb. corrupter, Oth. i. 2. 

Aby, 7 ut. to atone foi, expiate, M. N’s Dr. lit 2. 
Abysm, sb. abyss, 'I'etnp. 1. 2. 

Accept, sb. acceptance, H. V. v. 2. 

Accite, v.t. to cite, summon, 2 H. IV. v. 2 ; 7'it. 

And i. I. , 

Accommodate, v.t. to furnish, equip with wlt.it is 
suitable, Lear, n. 6. 

Accommodated,/./ suited, favimicd, Cym. v -5, 
Accomplish, v.t. to get, 3 H. VL m, 2 ; Tit, And 


Accomplished, /./. fully equipped, furnished, 
R. II. II. I. 

Accordant, adj. agreeable, ^fuch Ado, i. 2. 
^Accordingly, adv. correspondingly, All’s Well, 
F' 5- 

.Al^count, v.i. followed by ‘of.’ To reckon, 
esteem, Two G. ii. i. /./. accounted, Per. 

■|ccountant, adj. liable, M. for M. ii. 4 : Oth. 

^yuse. sb. accusation, 2 H. VL iir, 1. 

H^es, a disyllable in Temp. i. 2 ; Tim. of A. 

H^ieve, v.i. to win, H. V. iv. 3, 

^&nown adj. cognisant, Oth. in. 3. 

^Hbld, cold, Lear, 111. 4, 

HRmtun^ aconite, monk’s hood, or wolf’s bane, 

^^uit, /./. acquitted, R. III. v. 5. Delivered, 
H^'^t, Merry Wives, i. 3. 

^Mbittance, sb. acquittal, discharge, Ham. iv. 7. 
to acquit, R. III. nr. 7. 


Acie, sh. a measure of length, equivalent to a fur- 
long, Wint. T. i. 2. 

Action-taking, txdj. litigious, Lear, n. 2. 

Acture, sb. peiformance, 1, over’s Compl. 185. 
Ad.im, Ad.im Bell, the famous archer, Much • 
Ado, I. I. 

Adamant, sh. the lo.adstone, M. N’s Dr. n. i. ; 
'I'r. anti (1. ni. 2. 

Addict,/./, addicted, Pass. Pilgr. 415. 

Addiction, sb. mthnatinu, H. \ . 1. 1. Oth. n. 2. 
Addition, s>'. title, .luubute. All’s Well, 11. 3; 

'1 r. and Cr, 1. 2. 

Addit-Ss, to ]>itpaic oneself. ? H. VL v. 2. 
Ham. I. 2. 7'.?. to .iddicss oneself, piepaic, 

1 ear i. 1. ; 'j'l and Cr. iv, 4. 

Addicssed, /./. ptcqiaied. J/s I-'sT.. 11. i. 

Adjum t, attend. int, con'-eqncnt, later. 133, 

Sunn. xti. ; Jolin, in. 3. sb. attendant, L’s L’s 

L. i\ . 3 ; Sonn e.\\n. 

Admiral sb the elncf ship of a fleet, 1 11. IV, in. 

3 ; An. and Cl. in lo. 

Admiiaiion, sb. astonishment, II. V. n. 2; Ham. 

1 2. 

Adinne,7'./ touonder, Tw. N in. 4 , '^I'cmp. v. i. 
.'dmitttl adj '.'tuni liit g M. b in, 4. 
Admittance, j// tashiui. Mcii\ Wncs, ni. 3.^ Of 
great admittam e = leCciVed 111 tlie best society, 
Meny’ Wives. 11. 2. 

' Adoptions, gi\t n in .ith'ptiun, All’s Well, 1. 1. 
Adulterate, adj. adulteious, Ham. i. 5. 

Advance, 7'./. lo raii^c. 'J esnp. 1. 2 ; iv. i ; 11. V. 

V 2. 'J'o promote, 'I'lin. of A. 1 2. 
Advancement, sh inoinotion. Ham. nr. 2. 
AdvaiU.'te'C, v.t. and v.t. to benefit, piofif. Temp. 

1. 1 , 'J w'. N. JV. 2. To increase by interest, 
R. JJI. I\.4- 

Adversarics, sb. opposing counsel in a lawsuit, 

1 .'m. of S. i. 2. 

Ad\> rsc, adj. opposing, hostile, Com, of K. i. i ; 

R. IL 1. 3 , d w. N. V. I. 

Advertise v.t. to inform, instruct, admonish, 
counsel, M. for M. i. i._ 

Adverti ement, sb. .admonition. Much Ado, v. i. 

Intelligence, i H IV. in. 2. 

Advertising, pr.j. admonishing, giving counsel, 

M. forM. V. I. 

Advice, sh. consideration, Two G. 11. 4 ; M. for 

M. \. I. 

Advise, v.r. to reflect, consider, Tw. N. iv. 2 ; 

H. V. III. 6. 

Adv}.ed, adj. considerate, deliberate, ^f. of V. 

I, I ; John, IV. 2. /./, informed, w< ii aware, 
Tam. of S. i. i ; 2 H, IV. i. i Aie ye ad- 
vised? = Doyon understand? 2 H. VL n. 1. 

Advocation, sb. pleading, advocacy, Oth. ni. 4. 
Aery, sh. the nest nr biood of an eagle, John, v. 
2; R. III. I. 3. Hence, a brood, generally, 
Ham. n. 2. 

Afeard, adj. afraid. Temp. Ti. 2; Merry Wives, 
in. 4. 

Affect, v.t. to love, Merry Wives, n, r. 
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Affectedly, adr’. fancifully, I>over’s Compl. 48. 

Affects, sb. inclinations, 1 /s L’s L. l. i ; Oth. i. 3. 

Affection, sb, natural disposition, inclination, M. 
of V. IV. I. ; Wint. T. i. 2. Affectation, L’s 
I/s L. V. I. 

Affectioned, affected, Tw. N. ii. 3. 

Affeered, /./. sanctioned, confirmed, Macb. iv. 3. 

Affiance, sb. confidence, II. V. ii. 2 ; Cym. i. 6. 

Affined, f.p. related by ties of affinity, Tr. and 
Cr. I. 3. Bound, Oth. i. i. 

Affinity, sb. properly, relationship by marriage, 
Oth. III. I. 

Affray, v.t. to frighten, R. and J. in. 5. 

Affront, v.i. to confront, meet, Wint. T. v, i ; 

« Ham. III. I. sb. a face-to-face encounter, 
Cym. V. 3. 

Affy, v.i. to trust. Tit. And. i. i. rt.t. to betroth, 
2 II. VI. IV. I. 

Afoie, befoi e, i H. IV. 11. 4. adv. Temp. 

11. 2. conj. 2 II. IV. II. 4. 

Aforehand, adt>. beforehand, I..’b L’s L. v. 2. 

A-froiit, adv. in front, i H. IV. ii. 4. 

After-supper, sb. a banquet after supper, M. N’s 
Dr. V. I. 

Agazed, adj. looking in amazement, r II. VI. 
I. 1. 

Aggr.avate, v.i. increase, intensify, Sonn. 
CXI.VI. ; Meny Wives, ii, 2 ; R. IT. i. i. 

Aglet-baby, sb. the small figure cut on the tag 
or point of a lace, Tam. of S. i. 2. 

Agnize, v.t. to acknowledge, confess, Oth. i. 3. 

Agone, adv. ago, Two G. lit. i ; Tw. N. v. i. 

A-good, adv. plenteously, heartily, Two G. iv. 4. 

A-height, adv. on high, l.ear, iv. 6. 

A-high, adv. on high, R. HI. iv. 4. 

A-hold, adv. to lay a ship a-hold was to keep her 
close to the wind, 'I'emp. i. r. 

A-hungry, adj. hungry, JVIerr}’^ Wives, i. i , Tw. 
N. 11. 3. 

Aidance, sb. assistance, 2 H. VI . iii. 2 ; Ven. 
and A. 330. 

Aidant, adj. assistant, Lear, iv. 4. 

Aids, sb. reinforcements, 2 H. IV. 1. 3. 

Aim, sb. a gvicss, Two G. 111. i ; J. C. i. 2. To 
cry aim = to encourage, a term from archery, 
John, II. I. To give aim = to direct the aim 
of the archer, Two G. v. 4. v.t. to guess, R. 
and J. I. I ; Ham. iv, 5. 

A-land, adv. on shore, Per. ii. i ; iii. 2. 

Albeit, coHj. although, Merry Wives, iii. 4 ; Com. 
of E. V. I. 

Al’ce, Alice, Tam. of S. ind. 2. 

Alder-liefest, adj. most loved of all, 2 H. VI. 1. 1. 

Ale, sb. alehouse, Two G. ii. 5. 

Alight, v.t. to descend from, Ven and A. 13. 

All, used of two, 2 H. IV. iii. i ; 2 H. VI. ii. 2. 

All amort, adj. utterly dejected, Tam. of S. iv. 
3 ; I H. VI. III. 2. Probably a corruption of 
the Fr. ^ la mart. 

Allay, sb. alleviation, Wint. T, iv. 2. 

Allayment, sb. alleviation, Tr, and Cr. iv. 4. 

All-building, adj. that on which everything is 
built, M. for M. 1. 4. Comp. All-obeying. 

Allegiant, adj. loyal, H. VIII. in. 2. 

All-hallond eve, the eve of All Saints’ Day, M. 
for M. II. T. 

All-hallowmas, All Saints* Day, Merry Wives, 
-I. I. 

All hallown, adj. ‘ all hallown summer ’ is a late 
summer, which comes at All -hallown or Ail 
Saints’ Day, November i, 1 H. IV. i. 2. 


All-hid, the game of hide and seek, L’s L’s L. 
ly. 3. 

Allicholy, sh. melancholy, Merry Wives, i. 4. 
Alligant, adj. elegant, in Mrs. Quickly’s mouth, 
Merry Wives, 11. 2. 

All-obeying, adj. which all obey, An. and Cl. iii. 
13 - 

Ailottery, sb. portion, As You Like It, i. i. 
Allow, v.t. to approve, 'IV. N. i. 2 ; 2 H. IV. iv. 
2. Allow the wind = allow the wind to pass, 
stand aside, All’s Well, v. 2. 

Allowing, adj. approving, conniving, Wint- T. i, 2. 
Allowance, sh. acknowledgment, approval, Tr. 

and Cr. i. 3 ; ii. 3. ; Cor. in, 2. 

Allowed, p.p. permitted, .licensed, L’s L's L. i. 2 ; 
Tw. N, I. 5. 

All Souls’ Day, November 2, R. III. v. i. 
All-thing, adv. in every way, Mach. 111. i. 

All-to, adv. utterly, altogether ; all-to naught, 
utterly bad. Veil, and A. 993. All-to topple = 
topple down entireljq Per. in, 2. 

Allycholy, adj. melancholy, Two G. iv. 2. 

Alms, sb. (singular), Much Ado, ii. 3 ; Tam. of 
S. IV. I ; Cor. iii. 2. 

Alms-drink, sh. such poor liquor as is given in 
charity. An. and Cl. n. 7. 

Alway, ^v. always, 2 H. VI. i. 2; 3 H. VI. 

V. 6 . 

Amain, adv. violently, aloud, i H. VI. i. 1 ; Tr, 
and Cr. v. 8. At full speed, Temp. iv. i. 
Am-ze, v.t. to confound, i H. IV. v. 4 , J. C. 
III. 1 ; Ham. 11. 2. 

Amazedly, adv. confusedly, M. N's Dr. iv. 1, 
Amazedness, sb. confusion, Merry Wives, iv. 4 , 
Wint. T. V. 2. 

Amerce, v.t. to fine,*R. and J. in. i. 

Ames-ace, sb. two aces, the lowest throw of the 
dice. All’s Well, ii. 3. 

Amiss, sh. wrong, mischief, Sonn. xxxv. ; 
Ham. IV. 5. 

An, conj. if, Much Ado, i. i. An if = if, Temp. 

II. 2 ; V. I. 

Anatomy, sh. a skeleton, Com. of E. v. i ; John, 

III. 4. 

Anchor, sb. anchorite, hermit, Ham. in. 2. 
Anchorage, sb. the anchor with its gear, Tit. And. 

I. I. 

Ancient, sh. ensign, standard, i H. IV. iv. 2. 

Ensign-bearer, ensign, i H. IV. iv. 2. 
Ancientry, sb. antiquity; used of old people, 
Wint. 'r. in. 3, and of the gravity which be- 
longs to antiquity, Much Ado, ii. i. 

And, redundant in popular songs;, Tw. N. v. 3 , 
Lear, in. 2. 

Andirons, sh. standards at either end of a hearth 
or fireplace to support the logs of wood as they 
burned, Cym. 11. 4. 

Andrew, the name of a ship, so called after the 
apostle, M. of V. i. i. 

Angel, sb. an English gold coin, worth about los,, 
so called because it bore the figure of the 
Archangel Michael piercing the dragon, M. oi 
V. II. 7. 

Angerly, adv. angrily, John, iv. i ; Macb. in. $• 
Angle, sb. fishing-rod and line. An. and Cl. ii. 5; 
An-heires, a corruption, perhaps of ‘ mynheers,' 
but this is uncertain. Merry Wives, n. i. 
An-hungry, adj. hungry, Cor. i. i. 1 

A-night, adv. by night. As You Like It, ii. 4. /' 
Annothanize = anatomize, L’s L’s L. iv. i. * 
Anon, adv. immediately, presently. Temp. 11. 2 
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Answer, sb. reply to a challenge, Ham. v. 2. 
Retaliation, Cym. v. 3, In fencing, a thrust 
after a parry, Tw. N. iii. 4. v.t. to encounter, 
John, V. 7 ; Cor. i. 2. v.L to meet an attack, 
I'r. and Cr. i. 3. 

Answerable, adj. corresponding, Tam. of S. ii. 1 ; 
Oth. I. 3. 

Anthropophaginian, sh. a man-eater. Merry 
Wives, IV. 5 ; a word coined for the occasion 
by mine Host of the Garter. 

Antic, sb, the buffoon of the old plavs, R. II. 
in. 2 ; H. V. III. 2. a ij, fantastic. Ham. i. 5. 
•v,t. to make a buffoon of, An. and Cl. ii. 7. 
Anticly, adv. fantastically, Much Ado, v. i. 
Antiquary, adj, ancient, full of old learning, 
Tr. and Cr. 11. 3. 

Antique, sb. a grotesque representation, L's L’s 

L. V. T, 

Antre, sb, a cavern, Oth. i. 3. 

Ape, a term of endearment, 2 H. IV. ii. 4; R, 
and J. II. I. To lead apes in hell tvas supposcil 
to be the punishment of old maids, Much Ado, 

II. X ; Tam. of S. ir. i. 

Apoplexed,/./. struck with apoplexy, Ham. iii. 4. 
Appaid,/./. paid, rewarded, Lucr 914. 
Appalled,/./, enfeebled, Phoenix 37. Made pale, 

1 H. VI. I. 2. 

Apparent, sb. heir apparent, Wint. T. i. ? , 3 H. 
VI. II. 2. adj. evident, manifest, Two G. 

III. I ; John, IV. 2. 

Apparently, adv. manifestly. Com. of E. iv. i. 
Appeach, v.f. to impeach, accuse, K. II. v. 2. 
Appeal, v.t. to impeach, R. II. i. i ; i. 3. sb. 

impeachment, R. II. i. i ; iv. 1. 

Appeared, /./. made apparent, Cor. iv. 3. 
Appellant, sb. accuser, challenger, R. II. 1. i , 


Argal, a corruption of the Lat. therefore, 

H. am. V. I. 

Argentine, adj. silver, Per. v. i. 

Aigier, Algiers, Temp. i. 2. 

Argo, a corruption of the Lat. 2 H. VI. 

IV. 2. 

Argosy, sb. a large merchantman, M. of V. i. 

I. Originally perhaps a Ragusine, or ship of 
Ragusa. 

Argument, sb. theme, cause of controversy, Much 
Ado, II. 3 ; H. V. ni. 1 ; iv. i. Proof; L’s L’s 
L. r. 2. 

Aiiachne, a mistake foi Arachne, Tr. and Cr. 

V. 2. 

Arm, v.t. to take in the arms, Cym. iv. 2. 
Arm.ido, sb. .a fleet of meii-of-wai, Com. of E. iii. 

2 ; John, III. 4. 

Arm-gaunt, a word of doubtful meaning. Pos- 
sibly gaunt with armour, or with bearing 
armour, An. and Cl 1. 5. 

Armigero, a blunder for ‘ Armigcr,’ an esquire, 
one who was entitled to be.ir arms, Merry 
Wives, I. I. 

Armipotent. adj. powerful in arms, L’s L's L. v. 
2 ; All’s Well, IV. ^ 

Armour, sb. a suit of armour, Much Ado, ir. 3 ; 
2 H. IV. u. 5. 

Aroint thee ! be gone, get thee gone, Macb. i- 3 ; 
Lear, iii. 4. 

A-row, ad 7 \ in a row, one after the other, Com. 
of E. \ . r. 

Anas. sb. tapestry, so called fiom being first 
ui.kIc at Arras, Aluch Ado, 1. 3 ; Ham. ii. 2. 
Ancai.igc'', sb. arre.us, Cym. n 4. 

Anivance, sb. persons ui.tvmg, Oth. n. i. 

Yrnve, v.t. to reach, ati:i..i to, j. C. i. 2 ; Cor. 


I. 3*. 

Apperil, sb. peril, Tim. of A. i. 2. 

Apple John, sb. a kind of winter appile, shrivelled 
from long keeping, i II. IV. iii. 3 ; 2 H. IV. 


ir, 4. 

Apply, v.t. to put in fjractice, ply. Tam. of S. i i. 
Appointed, /./. eciuipped, furnished, Wint. 'i‘. 
IV. 4. 

Appointment, sb. equipment, John, ii, i. 
Apprehension, sb. the faculty of perception ; 

hence, wot, H. V. in. 7 ; Much Ado, in. 4. 
Apprehensive, adj. capable of perception, J. C- 

III. I. 

Approbation, sb. probation, M. for M. 1. 2. 

Proof, confirmation, Cym. i. 4 : H V, i. 9. 
Approof, sb. approval, M. for Si. n. 4. I*roof, 
All’s VVell, I. 2. Of valiant approof = proved to 
be valiant, All’s Well, n. 5. 

Appropriation, sb. peculiar recommendation, M. 
of V. 1.2. 

(Approve, v.t. to prove, justify, make good, M. of 
, V. III. 2 : R. II. I. 3, Le.ar, 11. 4. 

^Approver, sb. one who proves or tries, Cym. ii. 4. 
lAppurtenance, sb. that which appertains or bc- 
I longs to, Ham. I!. 2. 

lApricock, sb. apricot, M. N’s Dr. iii. i ; R. II. 

t ni. 4. 

'mquilon, sb. the north wind, Tr. and Cr. iv. 5. 
J|rabian bird, the phoenix, An. and Ck III. 2 ; 
^Cym. I. 6. 

w^ise, v.t, to raise, All’s Well, 11. i, 
Pl^'trement, sb. decision, Tw. N. ni. 4; H. V. 

I. 


<idj. chief ; hence, notorious, R. HI. iv. 3 ; 
z. sb. chief, Lear, ii. i. 


u. 3. 

\rrogancy, sb. arrogance, M. VHT. ii, 4.^ 

■Vit, .<ib. jnactice, skill acijuired by practice, op- 
posed to theory, J. C iv. 3 , H. V. i. 1. 

Arthur’s show, an exlulntion by a company of 
archers wdio gave tliemsclves the names of 
the Riughts of the Round 'I’able, 2 H. IV. 
Ill 2. 

Article, sb ‘A soul of great article,’ which 
W'ould letjuire a large inventory to describe 
Its ouahlies, Ham. v. 2. 

Articulate, v./. to make articles or conditions 
of pea-.e. Cur. i. g. v.t. to set forth in detail, 

I H. IV. V. I. 

Artificer, d>. artisan. John, iv. 2, 

Artifici.al, .'rdj. working by art, M. N’s Dr. in. 2. 
‘Artificial strife,' the effort of art to imitate 
nature, Tim. of A. i. r. 

Artist, sb. a scholar, man of letters, All’s Well, 
n. 3 ; Tr. and Cr. i. 3. 

Arts-nun sb. a scholar, L’s L’s L. v. i. 

Ai>k, v.t. to require, M. N’s Dr. 1. 2 ; 2 H. VL 
1. '> 

.Askaufe, ndif. looking sideways, Ven. and A. 
342; .Sonn. cv. v.t. to cause to look side- 
ways, Lucr. 637. 

Aslant, /rir/. across, Ham. iv, 7. 

Aspect, sb. look, regard, An. and Cl, I. 5. 

Aspersion, sb, sprinkling, Temp. iv. r. The 
sprinkling of holy w ater accompanied the act 
of benediction, see Cyrn. v. 5. 

AspiCj sb, asp, Gth. in. 3; An. and Cl. v. 2. 

Aspicious, blunder for ^suspicious,’ Much Ado, 
in. 5. 

Aspire, v.f. to mount, ascend, R. and J. iii. i. 
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Asquint, adv. squintingly, Lear, v. 3. 

Assay, sb, attempt, experiment, M. for M iii. i ; 
Macb. IV. 3. v.t, to attempt, try, put to the 
test. All's Well, iir. 7 ; Merry Wives, 11. i. 
Assemblance, sb. semblance, appearance, 2 H. 
IV. 111 . 2. 

Assigns, sb. appendages. Ham. v. 2. 

Assinego, sb. an ass, Tr. and Cr. ii. i. 

Assistance, sb. persons assisting, assistants. Cor. 

IV. 6. Comp. Arrivance. 

Assistant, adj. assisting. Ham. i. 3. 

Associate, v.t. to accompany, R. and J. v. 2. 
Associates, sb. comrades, Ham. iv. 3. 
Assubjugate, v.t. to subjugate, Tr. and Cr. 11. 3. 
Assurance, sb. legal security, Tam. of S. 11. i ; 

IV. 2. 

Assured, p.p. betrothed. Com. of E. ill. 2 ; John, 

II. I. 

At friend, friendly, Wint. T. v. i. 

At help, helping, favouring. Ham. iv. 3. 

Atomy, sb. atom, As You l.ike It, iii. 2, iii. 5; 
R. and J. i. 4. Anatomy, skeleton, 2 H. IV. 

V. 4. 

Atone, v.t. to set at one, reconcl’e, R. IT. i. i ; 
Oih. IV. I. To agree, As You Like It, v. 4 ; 
Cor. IV. 6 . 

Atonement, sb. reconciliation, 2 H. IV. iv. i ; 
R. III. I. 3. 

Attach, v.t. to seize, lay hold of, Temp. iii. 3; 

2 H. IV. 1 1. 2. To arrest, Com. of E. iv. i. 
Attachment, sb. arrest, Tr. and Cr. v. 2. 
Attainder, sb. stain, taint, disgrace, R. II. iv. i ; 
R. Ill, III. 5. 

Attaint, sh. conviction, Lear, v. 3. Stain, dis- 
grace, Tr. and Cr. i. 2 ; Liter. 825. p.p. 
attainted, L’s L’s L. v. 2. 

Attainture, sb. conviction, disgrace, 2 H. VI. 
i. 2. 

Attasked, p.p. taken to task, blamed, Lear, i. 4. 
Attemptable, adj. liable to be tempted, Cym. 
i. 4. 

Attend, v.t. to listen to. Temp. i. 2 ; M. of V. 
V. I. To wait for, Merry Wives, i. i ; T\v. N. 
in. 4. 

Attent, adj. attentive, Ham. i. 2 ; Per. in. 
prol. 

Attest, sb. attestation, Tr. and Cr. v. 2. 

Attorney, sb. proxy, agent. As You Like It, 
IV. I ; R. III. V. 3. 

Attorneyed, p.p. performed by proxy, Wint. T. 

i. I. Engaged as an attorney, M. for M. v. i. 
Attribute, sb. reputation, Tr. and Cr. ii. 3 ; Ham. 

Attribution, sb praise, i H. IV. iv. i. 

Audacious, etdj. daring, bold, but without any 
note of blame, L’s L’s L. v. i. 

Audaciously, adv. boldly, L’s I/s L. v. 2 ; Lucr. 
1223. 

Audible, adj. quick of hearing, Cor. iv. 5, 

Augur, sb. augury, Macb. iii. 4. 

Aunt, sb. an old gossip, M. N’s Dr. ii. r. Used 
in a bad sense, Wint. T. iv. 3. 

Auricular, adj. received through the ears, Lear, 

I. 2. 

Authentic, adj. authoritative, Merry Wives, ii. 2. 
Authorized, p.p. authenticated, vouched for, 
Macb. III. 4. 

Avail, sb. profit. All's Well, i. 3 ; in. i. 

Avaunt, int. begone ! Merry Wives, 1.3; Com. 
of E. IV. 3 ; Used as a substantive, H. VIII. 

II. 3. 


Ave (from Lat. ave\ sb. hail 1 hence, an acclam- 
ation, M. for M. I. I. 

Ave-Mary, sb. a prayer, so called from the angel’s 
salutation to the Virgin, ‘Hail, Mary I’ 2 H. 
VI. I. 3 ; 3 H. VI. II. I. 

Aver, v.t. to allege, Cym. v. 5. 

Avised, p.p. advised, Merry Wives, 1. i. In- 
formed, Are you avised? = Do you know? 
Merry Wives, i. 4 ; M. for M. ii. 2. 

Avoid, v.t. to leave, quit, H. VIII. v. i; Cor. 

IV. 5. 

Avouch, sb. assertion, testimony. Ham. i. i. 
Away with, ‘could never away with’ = ‘could 
never endure,' 2 H. IV. 111. 2. 

Aweless, adj. fearless, John, i. i. Inspiring no 
fear or reverence, R. III. n. 4. 

Awful, adj. filled with regard for authority. Two 

G. IV. I. 

Awkward, adj. contrary, 3 H. VI. iii. 2. 

A-work, set, to set to work, set working, 2 H. 

IV. IV. 3 ; Ham. ii. 2. 

Ay me ! int. alas ! Merry Wives, i. 4 ; John, v. 3. 
Azured, aiij. azure, Temp. v. i ; Cym. iv. 2. 

Baby, sh. a doll, Macb. iii. 4. 

Baccare, int. go back 1 a sham Latin word, Tam. 
of S. II. I. 

Backed, p.p. having a back, Ham. iii. 2. 
Backsword-man, a player at single-stick, 2 H. IV. 

III. 2.^ 

Back-trick, sh. a caper backwards in dancing, 
Tw. N. I. 3. 

Backward, sb. the retrospect, Temp. i. 2. 

Badged, p.p. marked as with a badge, Macb. 
11. 3- 

Baffle, v.t. to punish with infamy, as recreant 
knights : part of the punishment being to hang 
them up by the heels, i H. IV. i. 2 ; R. II. 

I. i. 

Baked-meats, sb. pastry, R. and J. iv. 4 ; Ham. 
i. 2. 

Bald, adj. bareheadied. Cor. iv. 5. Senseless, 
Cora, of E. II. 2 ; i H. IV. i. 3. 

Baldrick, sb. a belt or girdle. Much Ado, i. i. 
Bale, sb. evil, mischief, Cor. i. i. 

Balk, v.t. to wrangle, dispute. To balk logic = 
to chop logic, Tam. of S. i. i. 

Balked, p.p. heaped up, as in ridges, i IV 
I. I. Passed over, omitted, Tw. N. ii/j^ 2. 
Ballad, v.t. to sing ballads about, An, / ^nd C 

V. 2. 

Ballast,/./, ballasted, Com. ofE. iii. ^ 2. 
Ballow, sb. a cudgel, Lear, iv. 6. 

Balm, sb. the oil of consecration, R. II. ill. It ^ 

IV. I, 

Ban, sh. a curse, Ham. iii. 2 ; Lear, ii. 3, v.t. 
to curse, 2 H. VI. ii. 4 ; Ven. and A. 326 ; Lucr. 
1460. 

Banbury cheese, which was proverbially poor 
and thin, nothing but paring, Merry Wives, 
I. X. 

Band, sh. a bond, R. II. i. i j Com. of E. iv. 2. 
Ban-dogs, sh. fierce dogs which were kept in a 
band or chain, 2 H. VI. i. 4. 

Bandy, v.i. to contend. Tit. And. i. 1 ; As You 
Like It, V. I. 

Bane, sb. poison, M. for M. i. 2. v.t. to poison, 
M. of V. IV. I. 

Bank, v.t.lo sail along the banks, John, v. 2. | 

Banquet, sb. dessert, Tam. of S. v. 2 ; R. and J.^ 

1. 5. 
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Barbed, adj. armed ; used only of a horse, R. 

II. III. 3; R. III. 1. 1. 

Barbermonger, sb. one who deals much with bar- 
bers, Lear, ii. 2. 

Bare, v.t. to shave, M. for M. iv. 2 , All's Well, 


ir. 4. A small boat, Cym. nr. i ; Tr. and Cr. 
j. 3. 

Bavin, adj. made of bavin or brushwood, i H. 

IV. III. 2. 

Bawbhng, adj. trifling, insignificant, Tw. N. v. 


Barful, adj. full of hindrances, Tw N. i. 4. 
Barked, A/, covered as with a bark, Ham. i. 5. 
Barm, sb. yeast, M. N’s Dr. 11. i. 

Barn, sh. a child, bairn, Much Ado, iii. 4 ; All's 
Well, 1, 3. 

Barn, z>.t. to store up in a barn, Lucr. S59. 
Barnacle, sb. a shell-fish suppostd to grow on 
trees and to turn into the barnacle goose, 
Temp. IV. I. 

Barrabas, M of. V. iv. i. See Matthew xxvii. 16. 
Barren, adj. dull, witless, Tw. N, i. 5 . Ham 

III. 2. 

Bariicado, sb. a barricade, barrier, Tw. N. iv. 2 : 
Wint. T. I. 2. v.t. to barricade. All’s Well, 

I. I. 

Barson, probably Barston in Warwickshire, 2 H. 

IV. V. 3. 

Bartholomew Boar Pig. Roast pig was one of the 
dainties at Bartholomew Fair, whuh was held 
in Smithfield on 24th August, 2 H. IV. n. 4. 
Bartholomew Tide, the feast of St Bartholomew, 
August 24, H. V. V. 2. 

Basan, Bashan, An. and Cl. iii. 13. See Ps. xxii. 

12 . 

Base, sh. a rustic game, perhaps the same as 
that now called prisoner’s base, Cym. v. 3. ‘ 1 o 
bid a base ' is to challenge to a race, Ven. and 
A. 303. 

Base court, sh. the lower court, R. II. iii. 3. 
Basene.ss, sb. low rank, Wint. ' 1 '. iv. 4, lilt j.ii 
macy, Lear, i. 2; Wint. T. ii. 3. Me.an .-a 
ployment, Temp. iii. i ; Ham. v. 2. 

Bases, sb. embroidered skirts, worn by knights 
on horseback, and reaching from the middle to 
below the knees. Per. II. I. 

Basilisco like. Basilisco was a character in Soli- 
man and Perseda. and the reference is to a 
passage in that play, John, i. i. , 

Basilisk, sb. a fabulous serpent, Wint. T. i. 2 ; 

H. V. V. 2. A large cannon, i H. IV. n. 3. 
Bass, v.t. to proclaim in a deep has:, note, lemp- 
in. 3. 

Basta, int. (Italian), Enough ! Tarn, of S. i. i. 
Bastard, ii. a sweet Spanish wine, M. for M. 
III. 2 ; I H. IV. II. 4. 

Bat, sb. a cudgel, Cor. i. j ; Lover’s Compl. 64, 
Bate, sb. strife, 2 H. IV. ii. 4. v.i. to flutter, as 
A hawk, 1 H. IV. iv. i ; H. V. in. 7. To di- 
minish, I H. IV. III. 3. 7’.i. to except, abate, 
.Temp. I. 2 : ii. 1. To beat down, weaken, M. 
jpf V. III. 3. 

B-i>reeding, adj. causing strife, Ven. and A. 

, adj. that cannot be blunted, Lucr. 9. 
It-fowling, sb. a mode of catching birds at night 
gy means of i< trehes and poles and sometimes of 
^wts, Temp. 11. i. 

let, sh. a small bat or club u.sed for beating 
pr smoothing linen, As You Like It, ii. 4. 
fcten, v.i. to grow fat, Cor. iv. 5 ; Ham. iii. 4. 

. , tde, sb. an army or division of an army in 
I «der of battle, John, rv. 2 ; 1 H. IV. iv. i ; J- 
I ; Macb. v. 6. 
rffaunk, sb. a trifle, plaything, Tam. of S. iv. 3. 
I: fool’s baton, All's Well, iv. 5 ; R. and J. 


Bawcock, sh. a fine fellow, Fr. beau coq. Tw. N. 

111. 4 ; H. V. III. 2. 

Bay, sh. in a building, the .space between the 
main timbers of the roof, M. for M. 11. i. 
Beached, adj. formed by the beach, M. M’s Dr. 

II. I . Tim. of A. V. X. 

Ileachy = beached, 2 H. IV. rii. i. 

Beads, sb. oiiginally prayers ; hence, a rosarj' 
on which prayers w'ere counted by beads, R. • 
II 111. 3 ; R. 111 . III. 7. 

Beadsman, sb. t)ne W'ho i.s hired to ofler prayers 
for another, R. II. ill. 2. 

Beak, sb. the bows of a ship, Temp. 1. 2. 

Bear, to bear a brain-- to liavc .some sense, R. 
and J. 1. 3 ; to bear hard = to be hard upon, 
have a grudge against, J. C. I. 2 ; li. r ; ill. i. 
To hear 111 hand — to deceive with false hopes, 

2 H. IV. 1. 2; Macb. III. I ; Ham. 11. 2. 
Bearmg-cloth, sb. the cloth in wliich a child was 
carried to be christened, Wint. T. iii. 3 ; 1 H 
VI. I. 3. 

Bearw'ard, sb. a keeper of bears, Much Ado, ii. i. 
Beat, V.T. to baimnei, meditate, 'iemp. v. i ; 

Ham. iti. I. To thnd), Teinji, i. 2 ; Lear, iii. 4. 
Be luiifitd, adj, endowed with beauty, beauti- 
ful, Ham. 11. ?. 

Bea\er, the front part or faceguard of the 
helmet. Ham. 1. 2 , 2 H. IV. iv. i. Used for 
the helmet itself, K. 111. v. 3. 

Because, conj, in order that, 2 II. VI. ni. 2. 

Beck, sb. a sign.il. Ham. m 1 ; An. aud Cl. ill. 

II. v.i. to beckon, Julm, ni. 3. 

Become, v.i. to get to, betake oneself, 3 H. VI. 

n. I ; IV. 4. 

Becomed, />.A become, An. and Cl, m. 7 ; Cym. 

V. 5 adj. becoming, R. and J. iv. 2. 

Becoming, sb. grace. An. and C 1 . i. 3 , Sonn. CL. 
Bedded, adj. lying fiat. Ham. 111. 4. 

Bedlam, sb. a madliouse, 2 H. VI. v. i ; T.eor, r. 

2 A madman, l.ear, iii. 7. adj. mad, 2 H. 

VI. iti 1 ; Y. I. 

Bed-swerver, sb. an adulteress, Wint, T. ii. i. 
Beetle, sb. a heavy mallet, 2 H IV. 1. 2 ; hence, 
becik headed - heav^j stupid, Tam. of S tv, i. 
V.T. to jut, project, Ham. 1. 4. 

Before-time, adv. in time past, Cor. t. 6. 
Befortune, 7>.t. to betide, 'J wo (J. tv. 3. 

Beg, v.i. you cannot beg us - you cannot apply 
foi the guardianship of us as if we were fools, 
L’s L’s L. V. 2. 

Tegnaw, to gnaw, R. III. 1. 3. 

Beguiled, /./. made capable of deception, Lucr. 

1 544. 

Behave, zf.t. tr* manage, control, Tim. of A. in. 5. 
Behest, sb. ' commandment, R. and J. iv. 2 ; 
Cym. V. 4. 

Beholding, ad/, obliged, indebted, Two G. iv. 

4 ; M. of V. I. 3. 

Behoof, sb. advantage, profit, 2 H, VI. iv. 7. 
Behove, sb. behoof, profit, Ham. v. 1. 

Behoveful, adj. becoming, suitable, R. and J. 

IV. 3. . . 

Being, sb. life, existence ; and so, habit of life, 
An. and Cl. ii. 2 ; Cym. 1. 5. canj. since, inas- 
much £is, Much Ado, IV. I ; 2 H. IV. ii. i. 



598 


GLOSSAJfy 


Beldam, s^. originally a grandmother ; applied 
contemptuously to an old woman, a hag, John, 
IV. 2 ; Mach, iii. 5. 

Beleed,/./. driven into the lee of the wind, 0th. 

I. I. 

Belied, p.p. full of lies, false, Lucr. 1533. 

Belike, adv. probably. Two G. i. 2. 

Bell, book, and candle. In the ceremony of ex* 
communication the bell was tolled, the formula 
was read from the book of offices, and three 
candles were extinguished, John, iii. 3. 
Belocked, p.p. locked, M. for M. v. i. 
Bemadding, adj. maddeniug, Lear, iii. i. 

Bemei, p.p. met, Lear, v. i. 

( Be-mete, v.t. to measure, Tam. of S. iv. 3. 
Bemock, v.t. to mock, Cor. 1. 1. 

Bemoiled, p.p. bemired, Tam. of S. iv. i. 
Bemonster, v.t. to make monstrous, Lear, iv. 2. 
Bench, v.i. to sit on the bench of justice, Lear, 

III. 6. v.t. to raise to the bench, Wint. T. 1. 2. 
Bench-hole, sb. the hole of a privy. An. and Cl. 

IV. 7. 

Bend, 7 Kt. to turn, direct ; used of swords and 
cannon, R. 111. 1. 2. Lear, iv. 2; John, 11. i. 
v.r. to incline, Ham. i. 2. sb. lo^k, J. C. i. 2. 
Benetted, p.p. enclosed as in a net, Ham. v. 2. 
Benison, sb. blessing, Macb. 11. 4 ; Lear, 1. i. 
Bent, sb. inclination, disposition, Much Ado, iv. 

I ; R. and J. 11. 2. 

Ben venuto, welcome, L’s L’s L. iv. 2 ; Tam. of 
S. I. 2. 

Bepray, v.i. to pray, I.’s L’s I., v. 2. 

Berattle, v.t. to decry, cry out against. Ham. 

II. 2 . 

Bergomask, sh. a rustic dance which takes its 
name from Bergamo, M. N’s Dr. v. 1. 
Bernioothes, sb, the Bermudas, I'emp. i. 2. 
Bescreened, p.p screened, R. and J. ii. 2. 
Beseeched = besought, Ham. iii. i , Lover’s 
Compl. 207. 

Beseeming, sb. appearance, Cym. v. 5. 

Beshrew, v.t. to invoke mischief upon, curse ; 
used not very seriously, R. and J. v. 2 ; M. of 

V. ii. 6 ; John, V. 4. 

Besides, prep, beside, Tw, N, iv. 2 ; Cyra. ii. 4. 
Beslubber, v.t. to daub, i H. IV. 11. 4. 

Besmirch, 7 ),t. to sod, H. V. iv. 3 ; Ham, i. 3, 
Besom, sb. a broom, 2 H. VI, iv. 7. 

Besort, v.t. to fit, suit, Lear, i. 4. sb. what is 
becoming, 0th. 1. 3. 

Bespeak, v.t, to speak to, address, Tw. N. v. i ; 
R. II. v. 2. 

Best, cuij. in the best = at best, Ham. i. 5 ; Pass. 
Pilgr. ro2. 

Bestained, /./. stained, John, iv. 3. 

Bested, /.A situated. ‘Worse bested ^ = in a 
worse plight, 2 H. VI. ii. 3. 

Bestow, v.t. to place, put, dispose of, Temp. v. ; 
Oth. III. I. To settle in life, Tam. of S. i. i ; 
IV. 4. Used reflexively,Mach. iii. 6 ; Ha_m. in. i. 
Bestraught, adj. distraught, Tarn, of S. ind. il. 
Beteem, v.t. to allow, M. N’.s Dr. i. i ; Ham. 
1. 2. 

Bethought, p.p. minded, Lear, ii. 3. 

Bethumped, p.p. thumped, John, 11. i. 

Betid, p.p. happened, befallen, Temp. i. 2 ; R. II. 

v.^ I. 

Betime, v.i. to betide, chance, L’s L’s L. iv. 3. 

adv. in good time, John, iv. 3 ; Ham. iv. 5. 
Betnm, v.t, to trim, Temp. iv. i. 

Betumbled, tumbled, Lucr, 1037. 


Bevel, adj. sloping, slanting, Sonn. cxxi. 
Bewray, v.t. to discover, disclose, Cor. v. 3 ; 
Lear, 11. i. 

Bezonian, sb. a base fellow, 2 H. IV. v. 3 ; 2 H. 

VI. iv. X. Properly, a penniless recruit. 

Bias, adj. protuberant, like the bias side of a 
bowl, 1>. and Cr. iv. 5. adv. awry, Tr. anti 
Cr. I. 3. 

Bibble-babble, sb. idle babbling, Tw. N. iv. 2. 
Bickering, sb. quarrel, 2 H. VI. i. i. 

Bid forth, invited out, hi. ofV. ii. 5, 

Biddy ' chick ! a call to allure chickens, Tw. N. 


HI. 4. 

Bide, v.t. to endure, undergo, Tw. N. 1. 5 ; 11. 
4 ; R. and J. i. i. 

Biding, sb. abode, Lear, iv. 6 ; Lucr. 550. 

Bigamy, sb. marriage with one who had been 
married before, R. HI. ni. 7. 

Biggen, sb, a nightcap, 2 H. IV. iv. 5. 

Bilbo, sb. a Spanish rapier , so called from Bil- 
bao or Bilboa, where there was a famous manu- 
factory, Merry Wives, i. i , iii. 5. 

Bilboes, sb. stocks or fetters used on board ship. 
They consisted of a bar of iron, to winch were 
fastened rings for the prisoner’s f^eet. Ham. v. 2. 

Bill, xb. a halberd, Much Ado, in. 3 ; Lear, iv. 6. 
A ‘brown bill,' like the old brown Bess, was 
browned to preserve it from rust, 2 H. VI. iv. 
10; Lear, iv. 6. sb. a public notice, adver- 
tisement, Much Ado, i. I ; J. C. iv. 3. 

Bird-bolt, sb. a short blunt-headed arrow used 
with a crossbow, Much Ado, i. i ; Tw. N. i. 5. 

Birding, sb. bird-catching, fowling. Merry Wives, 
3* . 

Birdmg-piece, sb. a fowling-piece. Merry Wives, 
IV. 2. 


Biithdom, sb. birthright ; here used for native 
land, Macb. iv. 3. 

Bisson, a^tj. purblind, dimsighted. Cor. ii. 1 ; 
bisson rheum = blmding tears, Ham. n. 2. 

Bite the thumb, to, a gesture of contempt. It was 
done by putting the thumb nail behind the upper 
teeth and jerking it out with a crack, R. and 
J. I. I. 

Bite by the ear, to, an action of endearment, R. 
and J, n. 4. 

Bite by the nose, to, to treat with indignity, M. 
for M. III. I, 

Bitter sweeting, jA a kind of apple, also called a 
bitter-sweet, R. and J. 11. 4. 

Bituraed, p.p. smeared with bitumen. Per. in. i ; 
in. 2. 

Black Monday, Easter Monday, so called from ? 
terrible storm on Easter Monday, 1360, fron 
which the English army before Paris suffered 
severely, M. of V. n. 5. 

Blacks, sb. black stuffs, Wint. T. 1. 2. 

Bladed, p.p. with fresh green blades or shoots, 
M. N’s Dr. I. I. Bladed corn = corn in the 


blade, Macb. iv. i. 

Blank, sb. the white mark in the centre of a 
target, Wint. T. ii. 3 ; Ham. iv. 1. v.t. to 
blanch, make pale, Ham. in. 2. 

Blanks, sb. blank charters, which after they were 
sealed could be filled in with anything which 
the king or his officers thought good, R. II. 

II. I. 1. "*1*. ^ 

Blastments, sb. blightij- jP ‘ xr 
Blaze, v.t. to pubbsh, it. and J.^n' , 
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Blench, 7 a/. to flinch, start aside. Ham. ii. 2 ; 

Tr. and Cr. i. i ; ii. 2. 

Blenches, sb. swervings, Sonn. cx. 

Blend,/./, blended, Lover > Lonipl. 215. 
Blent,/./, blended, mixed, M. of V. iii. 2 ; Tw. 
N. I. 5. 

Blindworm, sb, the slowworm, M. N’s Dr. ii. 2 ; 
Maob. IV. I. 

Blistered, puffed out, padded, H. \ III. i. 3. 
Bloat, aiij. bloated. Ham. lu. 4. The old spell- 
ing is blorvt. 

Block, sh, the Avood on whit li bats aie m.-ide, 
Much Ado, I. I. Hence the fu'shion of a hat, 
Lear, iv. 6. 

Blood, sb. disposition, temper, Ham. in. 2. 
Passion, Lear, iv. 2. A young high-spinied 
man, John, ii. i ; J. C. i. 2 , iv. 3. ' 

Blood, in, in fidl Aigour and condition, 1 11. VI. 
IV. 2. Woist in blood to run =- in the woisi 
condition for running, Cor. i. i. 

Blood-boltered, /./. clotted with blood, Macb. 

IV. I. 

Bloody flag, the signal of wai, II. V. 1. 2 ; Coi 

II. I. 

Blow, 2/./. to inflate, swell, 'JV. N. 11. 5 ; An. 
and Cl. IV. 6. v.i. to blossom, 'Iwo (1. i. t , 
M. N's Dr. II. I. 

Blown, /./. in full blossom, Much Ado, iv. 1 , 
L’sl/sL. V. 2. 

Blow.se, sb. a coarse beauty, I'it. And. iv. 2. 
Blubbe''ed, with e\cs and < lieek-. swollen with 
weeping, 2 H. IV. 11. 4 (staue direction) 
Bbibbering, weeping noisily , B and J. in 3. 
Blue, a(fj, livid, dark, of the colour about '.i'' 
eyes. As You Like It, iii. 2 , laicr. 1587 
Blue-cap, sb. a Scotchman, from the blue boi 1 tl 
winch he wore, i H. IV. 11. 4. 

Blue-eyed, at/j. w'ith a dark circle about the e>cs. 
Temp. I. 2. 

Blurted at,//, puffed at contemptuously, Pei. 

IV. 3. 

Blustrous, ad/, boisterous, Pei iii. i.^ 

Board, v.t. to ai cost, woo, INlerry Wives, ii. i ; 

Tam. of S I. 2. • 

Bob, z’.t. to beat smartlj% thump, R. HI. v. 3. To 
obtain by fraud, cheat, C)tl . i : Tr and C’r. 

III. I. sb. a smart rap, jest, As You Like It, 
II. 7. 

Bode, v.i. to foreshadow evil, Tr. and Cr. v. 2. 
Bodement, sb. foreboding, presage, Tr. and Cr. 

V. 3 , Macb. IV. I. 

Bodge, 7 KZ. to budge, 3 H. VI. i. 4. 
nodkin, sb. a small dagger or stiletto, Ham. iii. i. 
Podykins, a petty oath, the full form of which in 
I Ham. II. 2 is ‘ God’s bodykins,’ showing that 
t it refers originally to the saciainental wafer. 
Merry Wives, 11. 3. 

Mingle, v.t. to start aside, like a frightened 
K||orse, to hesitate, All's Well, v. 3. 

B%gler, sb. a swerver, An. and ( 1 . in. 13. 

^Id, v.t. to embolden, Lear, v. i. 

||olins, sb. bowlines, Per. ill. i. 

Pollen, adj. swollen, Lucr. i 4 i 7 - 
Polt, sb. a blunt arrow, Merry Wives, in. 4 
Poked,/./, sifted, Wmt. T. iv. 4; IT, V. iii. 2, 
bolter, sb, a sieve, i H. IV. in. 3. 

Bolting, sb, sifting, Tr. and Cr. 1. i. 
jpolting-hutch, sb. a hutch in which meal was 
^ sifted, I H. IV. n. 4. 

Bombard, sb, a leathern vessel for liquor, Temp. 
2 ; I H. IV. II. 4. 


Bombast, sh, cnttoii wool used for padding, I/s 
L’s L. V. 2 1 II. IV. n. 4. IKiue adjeciivcly 

‘fustian,’ Oth. i. i. 

P>ona-roba, sh, a h.irk^, 2 II IV. iii. 2. 

Bond, sb. obligation, that to which one is bound, 
Lear, i. 1. 

Bonnet, z'.i to take off the bonnet, show courtesy, 
C('i. 11. 2, 

Book, sb. used of any document or writing, i H. 
n.iii. i. 

I't^ukman, sh, a studei.t, L’s 1 ,’-. T.. 11. i. 
J'uokm.ilcs. sh fcilow ‘■tudtnts, L‘s L’s L. IV. i. 
Loot, sh. booty, pu V, H. \ , 1. a , H. \'I iv, i. 
JYofit, advaiitam.. An. .and Cl. l\. i. What is 
gi\cn over .iiul above, W int. ' 1 . tv, 4 ; R. Ili.o 

IV 4, z< i. lo put on boots, 2 IL IVL v. 3. z'.t. 
t») give to Ikh.i, i>i into ibc n.iigani, An. .uid C!. 

11 5. V l. to .lA.ill, R. 11 . 111. 4. 

Bootless, rt/// pi.>fiikss, 'Lemp i. 2 aaz' to no 
jnupose, M. N s I )r. n. 1 . J C'. in. i. 

Ikiot-., sh. gne me not ibc bt'Ots- put me not to 
ibc loituie of the lioot^, \ibuh weie used to 

extort confessions, 'Iwo (1 i. 1 . 

Bore, sh, the caliiac of a gun ; hence, meiapboric- 
aily, tlu importame ot a quest on, Jiam. n. 6. 

V t. to li.eai, gull, I!. VI II. i, 1. 

Bosk), adj. slnubb). w(>ori), 'letup, iv'. i 
Bo'-oni, ’,h. Used inet.ipboin .dl) .ts the seat of 

t oiilidcin e, L L. II. x , v. i ; Le.ir, iv. s » M. 
N’sDt.i. i‘ 

Bom nied, mtiin.itc, Lc ir, > 1, 

Bo'-om up, v.t. to J i.k up .is in the bosom, H. 

Mil 1. i. 

Boitbei. sb apattber of old clothes, Tw. N. i. $ ; 
Col n. 1 . 

I'ots, sh small woinn- in hoist's, i H. IV 11. t. 
Bottled, aoj. bloated, swolii with \enoni, R. Hi. 

I. 3 , IV. 4. 

Bottom, sh. a deep dell or vak, As You Like It, 
n 3; 1 JI IV in 1, 7’/ to wind as thread, 

'I'wo G. m. 2. 

B( iiom-grass, sh glass growing in a deep valley, 
Veil, and A 2/. 

I’oughi and sold, deceixed, tricked, Com, of E. 
.11 I ; Jf'hn, \ . 4 

l.'.urii, si boai daiy, Temp. ii. 1 ; Wait. T. i. 2 ; 

Ham. III. I. Biook, Ltar. m 6. 

Bow, sh. )oke, ,\ . Non Like It ill. 3. 

Bow-baiid, sb. the left hand whuli holds the bow, 
L\ Hs L. lY. 1. 

Boy, 7' i. to repiresent a woman’s piart, which in 
Shakespeare’s time wa.s done b) boys, An. and 
Cl V. 2. 

B'.y-rj.ie*l!er, jA Ly-killer. 1 r. and Cr. v. 5. 
Br.iblile, sh quanel, brawl, 'J w N. v. l. 

P>rabMer, biawLi, (luarrdlci, John, v 2 
Bi.tce, sb. armour to protect the arm, I’er, ii. i. 

State of (Icfcixe. Oth. l. 3. 

Brach, a bitch hound, i H. IV. in. i ; Lear, 

I. 4. 

Biaeless, adj. without boasting, TV. and Cr. v. 9. 
Braid, adj. nci eo/ul. All’s Wd!, i\. 2. v.t. to 
reproach, upcraifi, ]*er. i. t. 

Brainish, adj. engendered in the brain, Ham. 

IV, I. 

Brain yian, the skull, 2 IL VI iv. jo. 

Biain-sick, ad], distempered in brain, rnad, i H. 

VL n. I JV. and Cr. 11. 2. 

Brake, sh. a thicket, M, N's Dr. ii. i ; H. VUI. 

I. 2 ; Vcn. and A. 237, 876. 

Brave, adj. fine, splendid, Temp. i. 2 ; Ham. 



6oo 


GLOSSARY 


II. 2. sb. a boast, defiance, John, v. 2; Tr. 
and Cr. iv. 4. v.i. to ni.ike an ostentatiou-> 
display, R. 11 . ii. 3. z'.t. to defy, John, iv. 2 ; 

V. i ; R. III. IV. 3. To make brave or fine, 
R. III. V. 3. 

Bravery, sb. finery. As Yon Like It, ir. 7 ; Tam. 
of S. IV. 3. Bravado, ostentatious display, 

J. C. V. I ; Oth, 1. I : Ham. v. 2. 

Brawl, sb. a French dance, L’s L’s L. iii. i. 
Brawn, sb, a boar, i H. IV. ii. 4 ; 2 H. IV. 1. i. 
The muscular part of the arm, Cor. iv. 5 ; Tr. 
and Cl. I. 3. 

Break cross or across, to. A term in tilting, to 
denote that the staff or shaft of the spear was not 
broken fairly'by a blow m the direction of its 
length. Much Ado, v. i ; All’s Well, 11, i. See 
As You lake It, iii. 4. 

Break, to communicate, J. C. ii. i *, IMacb. i. 7 ; 
An. and Cl. i. 2. To fail to keep, Two G. v. i ; 
M. of V. I. 3. 

Break up, to carve ; hence, to open a letter, L’s 
L’s L. iv. I ; M. of V. ii. 4. 

Breast, sb. voice in singing, Tvv. N. ir. 3. 

Breath, sb. gentle exercise, Tr. and Cr. n. 3 ; I 

IV. 5. 

Breathe, v. t. to allow to take breath, 2 H. IV. i. 

I. v.i. to take breath, 1 H. IV. i. 3. v.r. to 
give oneself exercise, All’s Well, ii. 3. 

Breathing, sb. exercise, All’s Well, 1. 2 ; Per. 

II. 3. Breathing time = time for exercise. Ham. 

V, 2. Hence, rest fiom labour, delay. Much 
Ado, ii. I ; Lucr. 1720. 

Breeched, covered as with breeches, Macb. ii. 3. 
Breeching, adj. liable to be breeched or flogged, 
Tam. of S. 111. I. 

Breed-bate, sb. a raiser of strife. Merry Wives, 

I. 4. 

Breese, sb. the gadfly, Tr. and Cr. 1. 3 ; An. and 
Cl. III. 10. 

Bribe-buck, $h. a buck given away m presents, 
Merry Wives, v. 5. 

Brief, sb. a short summary, M. N’s Dr. v. 1 , 
John, II. I. adv. in brief, As You Like It, iv. 

3 ; John, V. 6. 

Briefly, adv. a short time since, Cor. i. 6, 

Bring, v.t. to accompany, attend on a journey, 
M. for M. 1. I ; H. V. ii. 3. 

Bring out, to put out, disconcert, L’s L’s L. v. 2, 
Bring, tOj to be with a person to bring is to be 
with him to some purpose, which is vaguely 
hinted at, Tr. and Cr. i. 2. 

Broach, v.t. to spit, transfix, H. V, v. chor. ; 
Tit. And. iv. 2. 

Brock, sb. a badger, Tw. N. ii. 5. 

Brogues, sb. thick shoes, Cyni. iv. 2. 

Broil, sb. tumult, .strife, Oth. i. 3. 

Broke, v.t. to negotiate, act as a go-between, 
All’s Well, III. 5. Broking pawn = security 
held by a broker or agent, R. II. ii. i. 

Broken, of a mouth in which there are gaps in 
the teeth, All’s Well, 11. 3. 

Broken music. Some instruments, such as viols, 
violins, flutes, etc., were formerly made in sets 
of four, which when played together formed 
a ‘ consort.’ If one or more of the instruments 
of one set were substituted for the correspond- 
ing ones of another set, the result was no longer 
a ‘consort ’ but ‘broken music,’ As You Like 
It, I. 2 ; H. V. V. 2. 

Broker, sb, an agent, go-between, John, ii. i : 
3 H. VI. IV. I r Ham. i. 3. 


Broker-between, sb. a go-between, procurer, Tr. 
and Cr. iii. 2. 

Brooch, sb. ornament, R. II. v. 5 ; Ham. iv. 7. 

Brooched, p.p. adorned as with a brooch. An. and 
Cl. IV. 15. 

Brooded, adj. sitting on brood, John, iii. 3. 

Brotherhood, sb. a trading company or guild, Tr. 
and Cr, 1. 3. 

Browmst, sb. a follower of Robert Brown, who 
about the year 1581 founded the sect of Inde- 
pendents, Tw. N. III. 2. 

Bruit, sb. rumour, report, 3 II. VI. iv. 7 ; Tr. 
and Cr. v. 9. v.t. to report, announce with 
noise, Macb. v. 7 ; Ham. i. 2, 

Brush, sb. a rude assault, 2 H. VI. v. 3 ; Tr. and 
Cr. V. 3. 

Bubukles, sh. pimples, H. V. m. 6. 

Buck, sb. linen at the wash, 2 H. VI. iv. 2. 

Buckbasket, sb. a basket for carrying linen to the 
wash, Merry Wives, iii. 3. 

Bucking, sb. washing. Merry Wives, iii. 3. 

Buck-washing, sb. the washing of linen, washer- 
woman’s work, Merry Wives, iii. 3. 

Buck of the first head, a buck of the fifth year, 
L’s L’s L. i\'. 2. 

Buckle, v.i. to bow, 2 H. IV. i. i. To encountei 
closely, cope, i H. VI. i. 2 , iv. 4. 

Buckler, v.t. to shield, protect, Tam. of S. iii. 2 ; 
3 H. VI. 111. 3. 

Bucklers. To give the bucklers was an acknow- 
ledgment of defeat, Much Ado, v. 2. 

Budget, sb. a leather bag or pouch, Wint. 'T. 
IV. 3. 

Bug, sb. a bugbear, spectre, Tam. of S. i. 2 , 
\yint. T. III. 2 ; Ham. v. 2. 

Building, sb. build, frame, Sonn. Lxxx. 

Bulk, sb. the projecting part of a shop on which 
goods were exposed for sale, Cor. 11. i ; Oth. v. i. 

Bully, sb. afine, swaggering fellow, Merry Wives, 
I. 3 ; M. N’s Dr. 111, i ; H. V. iv. i. 

Bully-rook, sb. a swaggering cheater, Merry 
Wives, I. 3 ; II. I. 

Bung, sb. a pick -pocket, 2 H. IV. 11. 4. 

Burgonet, sb. a close-fitting helmet, first used by 
the Burgundians, 2 H. VI. v. i ; An. and Cl. 

I. 5 - 

Burst,/./, broken, Tam. of S. ind. i. 

Bush, sb. a bush of ivy was formerly the sign of 
a vintner, As You Like It, epil. 

Busky, adj. woody, i H. IV. v. i. 

Buss, sb. a coarse and wanton kiss, 2 H. IV. ir. 
4, v.i. to kiss, John, iii. 4. 

But, except, 2 H. IV. v. 3 ; 2 H. VI. ii. 2. 

Butt, sb. a tub ; used contemptuously of a vessel, 
Temp. I. 2. 

Buttery-bar, sh. the buttery-hatch, or half-door 
in the buttery, at which beer is served out from 
the cellar, Tw. N. i. 3. 

Buttons, sb. birds, Ham. i. 3. 

Butt-shaft, sb. a blunt arrow, used for shooting 
at butts, L’s L’s L. 1. 2 ; R. and J. ii. 4. 

Buxom, adj. obedient, complaisant, H. V. iii. 6 ; 
Per. prol. 

Buz, buz ! a contemptuous interjection. Ham. 

II. 2. 

By, prep, with reference to, M. of V. ii. 9 ; All’s 
Well, V. 3 ; L’s L’s L. iv. 3. 

By-drinkings, sb. drinkings between meals, i H. 
IV. III. 3. 

By’r lady, by our Lady, Merry Wives, r. i ; 

1 Ham. n. 2 ; iii. 2 ; R. III. 11. 3. 
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By rlakin, by our little Ladv' ; a grotesque appeal 
to the Virgin, Temp. in. 3 ; M. N’s Dr. m. i. 

Caddis, sb, worsted lace or trimming, Wmt. T. 
IV. 2; t H. IV. II. 4. 

Cade, sb. a cask or barrel, 2 H. VI. iv'. 2. 

Cadent, adj. falling, J.,ear, i. 4. 

Cage, sb. a tempoiary prison, lock-up, 2 H. VI. 
IV. 2. 

Cain-coloured, adj. red ; of the colour of Cain’s 
hair m the miracle plays, Merry Wives, 1. 4. 

Ca-itiff, sb. a captive, slave; hence, a wretch, 
All’s Well, in. 2; R. III. iv. 4. Used ad- 
jectively, K. II. i. 2; R. ami J. \ . r. 

Cake, my cake is dough = my plans are frus- 
trated, Tam. of S. v. i. 

Calculate, v.i. to speculate upon the future, 

J. C. 1. 3. 

Caliver, sh. a musket, 1 H. IV. iv 2; 2 11 . IV. 

III. 2. 

Call, sb. a whistle by which birds are lured, Tam. 
of S. IV. I ; John, 11 1. 4. 

Callat, sb. a trull, Wmt. 1 '. ri. 3 ; Oth, i\ . 2. 

Calling, sb. appellation, As You Like It, 1.2. 

Calm, sb. qualm, 2 H. IV. 11 4. 

Cambyscs vein, a reference to Thomas Preston’s 
play of Carnbyses, i H. IV. 11. 4. 

Can, v.i. to be able, skilful, Ham. n 7. I can 
no more = I can do no more, Ham. \. 2. 

Can = gan = began. Us L’.s L. iv. 3 , Per. 111. 
prol 

Canakin, sh. a little can, Oth. ii 3. 

Canary, sb a sttong sweet wane from the Can'^ry 
Islands, Tw. N. i. 3 ; Merry Wives, m. 2 \ 

lively dance, All’s Well, ii. i. v.i. to t.iKC 
canary, L’s Us L. iii. i. 

Canary = quandary, Merry Wives, 11. 2. 

Candied, p.p. sugared over, Ham. ni. 2. rro?eM, 
white with frost, I'emp. 11. i ; T'irn of A. iv. 3. 

Candle-mine, sh. a magazine of tallow', 2 H. IV. 

Candli -wasters, sh. persons who sit long into the 
night to study, book\vorm=. Much Ado, v. i. 

Candy, adj. sugared, i H. IV. 1. 3., 

Canker, sb. the dog-rose or wild-rose, Much Ado, 
I. 3 , I H. IV, I. 3, A worm that destroys 
blossoms, jM. N’s Dr. 11. 2 ; Ham. 1. 3. 

Canker-bit, adj. worm-eaten, r.e.ir, v. 3. 

Canker bloom, sb. the w ild-rose, Sonn. liv. 

Canker-blossom, sh. the worm which devours the 
blossoms, M. N’s Dr. iii. 2. 

Canopy, v.t. to cover as with a canopy, Sonn. 
xir. ; Tw'. N. i. i. 

Canstick, sb. candlestick, i H. TV. iii. i. 

Cantle, sb. a piece, slice, i H. IV. in. i ; An. and 
Cl. III. 10. 

Canton, sh. canto, song, Tw. N. i. 5. 

Canvass, v.t. to shake and toss as in a sieve, to 
take to task, 2 H. IV’. ii. 4 ; 1 H. V’l. i. 3. 

Canzonet, sb. a little song, L's I/s L. iv 2. 

Capable, adj. comprehensive, Oth. iii. Scr.- 
.sible. As You Like It, lli. 5. Sensitive, sus- 
ceptible, Ham. III. 4 ; 1 'r. and Cr. iii 3 ; 
John, III. I, Able to possess, Lear, ii. i. 

Capitulate, v.i. to make terms of agreement, 
combine, i H. IV. in. 2 ; Cor. v. 3. 

. Capocchia, sb. the feminine of capocchio (Ital.), 
k a simpleton, Tr. and Cr. iv. 2. 
iPapriccio, sb. caprice, fanev, All’s Well, 11. 3. 

Capricious, adj. humorous, fantastical ; wdth a 
pun on cajra, a goat, As You Like It, iii. 3. 


Captain, adj. chief, prominent, Sonn. i.ii.; i.xvi. 

Captious, either a contraction of * capacious ’ 
or an invented word signifying capable of 
receiving, All's Well, l. 3. 

Captivate, v.t. to take captive, 3 II. VI. i. 4. 

Capii\cd, A/^. taken captive, PL V^ n. 4. 

Cai.'ick, sb a merchant vessel of large burden. 
Com. of Ph 111. 2 ; Oth. i. 2. 

Caraways, sb. comfits made with caraway seeds, 

2 H. IV. v. 3. Ko.asled apples sprinkled with 
caiaways arc .still to be scon at the Audit 
Peast every year at Trinity College, Cam- 
bin Ige, 

C.irlxmado, sb. meat Slashed for broiling, i PT. 

IV. v. 3 ; Cor. IV. 5. v.t. to slash, hack, All’s* 
Well, iv. s ; Lear, 11. 2. 

Cauaiiet, sb. a necklace or wieath of jeweks. 
Com of L. in, 1 ; Sonn. in. 

Card, sb. a chart, map, Mach. 1. 3 ; Ham. i. 
A cooling card, wdiatevcr be the origin of the 
expression, denotes a decisive stroke or move, 

I H. VI. V. 3. It is thought to be a cooling 
nuxtuie, from ‘card ’ to mix. If derived from 
the game of caids it is dilTicult to say what 
‘cooling ’ means, v.t. to mix ; used of IkiukIs, 
iH. IV. Ill 2. 

Card of ten, a card with ten spots or pips, ’Pam. 

uf 'S II, I . 

Caiduially, a blunder for ‘carnally,’ M, for M, 

n I. 

Caid-maker, sb or'* who uuikv.s cards for wool- 
combing, 'J am. 01 S ind. ii. 

Caie, t'./. to take cnic, l^er 1 2. 

Carcci, sb. a course iim at full speed, L's I/s L. 

V. 2; Much Ado, V. r. 'lo pass a taieer is 
to run a coinse at full •■peed. ‘Conclusions 
ju‘-sed the caiecis’ may mi an, if it have any 
meaning, the < nd came very sw'iftly, Merry 
Wives, I. r. In H. V. 11. i ‘passes caiters' 
is, pcrhajis, indulges iu sallies of wit. 

Caitful, adj. is not careful = docs not care, 'Tit. 
Atul. IV. 4, 

Carl, sb. peasant, rustic, Cjm. v. 2. 

t 'allot, sb peasant. As Von Like It, ni. 5. 

( irpct cunsideratiuii, on, of knights w'ho w’ere 
dubbetl f'lj some doiiKstic service at court and 
not on the fichl of hattk*, '1 wo N. ni, 4. 

Caipets, sb. tabic-clolhs, Tam. of iv. i. 

Carpi ; mongers, sb carpet knights, eflTea.irate 
courtiers, who were more at home on carpets 
than on the field of battle, Mucli Ado, v. 2. 

Carry coaK to perform a degrading service, sub- 
mit to an indignity, H. V. iii. 2; R and J. 

1. X. 

Carry-tale, sb. a talebearer, Us L’s L. v, 2 ; V^en 
and A. 657. 

Carry out a side, a phiase at cauls. To play 
the g.ame success 'uily, Lear, v. 1. 

Cart, chariot, Ham iii. 2 

Carve, 7\/. to use a complimentary gesture in 
carving. Merry W’ives, i. 3 ; L - L’s I., v. 2. 

Case, V t. to stnp ( ff the ca<ie or skin of an 
animal. All's Well 111. 6. To put on a mask, 

1 H. IV. II. 2 sb. the skin of an animal, Tw. 
N. v. I. Aset, as of musical instrumenLs, w'hich 
were in fours, II. V’ ni. 2. 

Cashiered, / p. properly, discarded. In Bar- 
doiph's iangu.age it probably means relieved of 
his cash. Merry W’ives, i. 1, 

Cask. sb. casket, 2 H. VI. Hi. 2. 

Casque, -/>. a helmet, K. II. i. 3 ; Cor, iv 7. 
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Cassock, sh. a military cloak, All’s Well, iv. 3. 
Cast, v.t, to dismiss, Oth. i. i ; ii. 3; v. 2. To 
empty, M. for M. in. i. To cast the water is 
to ascertain a disease by an inspection of the 
patient’s water, Macb. v. 3. adj. cast off, As 
You Like It, in. 4. 

Castaway, sb. an outcast, R. III. 11. 2 ; Tit. And. 
V. 3 ; Lncr. 744. 

Castiliano vulgo, Spanish of Sir Toby’s invention, 
which has no meaning and was intended to 
have none, Tw. N. i. 3. 

Cat, sb. the civet cat, As You Like It, in. 2 ; 
Lear, 111. 4. 

Cataian, sb. a native of Cathay, a Chinese ; a 
*■ cant term, Merry Wives, ii. i ; I'w. N. 11. 3. 
Cater-cousins, sb. good friends ; derived from 
quatre cousin., but without any authority, M. 
of V. II. 2. 

Catlings, sb. fiddle-strings, made of catgut, Tr. 
and Cr. iii. 3. 

Cat o’ mountain, sh. a wild cat ; probably an 
ounce or small variety of leopard, Temp. iv. i ; 
Merry Wives, ii. 2. 

Cause, conj. because, Macb. in. 6. 

Cautel, sb. deceit, stratagem, llam. ' 3 ; I.over's 
Compl. 303. 

Cautelous, adj. crafty, deceitful, J. C. 11. i ; 
Cor. IV. I. 

Cavalero, cavalier, Merry Wives, ii. 3 ; 2 II. 
IV. V 3. 

Caviare, sb. the roe of the sturgeon. Ham. ii. 2. 
Cease, sh. decease, extinction, llam. in. 3. 
Ceased, j.p. put off, stopped, Tim. of A. ii. i. 
Censer, so. tne censers or firepans which were 
used for burning perfumes had their lids 
embossed with figures in slight relief, to which 
the beadle is compared, 2 H. IV. v. 4. 

Censure, sb. opinion, judgement. As Yon Like 
It, IV. I ; 1 H. VI. II. 3 ; R. III. ii. 2. v.f. to 
judge, estimate. Much Ado, ii. 3 ; John, 11. i. 
To pass judgement, Two G. r. 2. 

Century, sb. a hundred, Cym. iv. 2. A company 
of a hundred men. Cor. i. 7 ; Lear, iv, 4. 
Cerecloth, sb. waxed linen, used for shrouds, M. 
of V. II. 7. 

Ceremonies, sb. external adornments, J. C. i. r. 
’Cerns, concerns, Tam. of S. v. i. 

Certainty, sb. assurance, All’s Well, ii. i ; iii. 6. 
Certes, adv. ceitainly, Temp, ii . 3; Oth. i. i. 
Cess, sb. reckoning, out of all cess = immoder- 
ately, I H. IV. 11. I. 

Cesse, v.i. to cease, All’s Well, v. 3. 

Chace, sb. a term at tennis, H. V. i. 2. 

Chafe, sb. anger. An. and Cl. i. 3. v.t. to make 
angry, Two G. iii. i ; Cor. iii. 3. v.i. to fret, 
fume. Merry Wives, v. 3 ; Macb. iv. i. 
Chair-days, sb. time of repose, 2 H. VI. v. 2. 
Chairs of order, the seats of the knights in St. 

George’s Chapel', Windsor, Merry Wives, v. 5. 
Chaliced, adj. cup-shaped, Cym. ii. 3. 

Challenge, v.t. to claim as due, R. II. ii. 3 ; Oth. 

I. 3. To accuse, Macb. iii. 4. 

Challenger, sb. claimant, H. V. ii. 4 ; Ham. iv. 7. 
Chamber, sb. a rendering of the title camera 

regis, which was given to London, R. HI. 

III. I. 

Chamberer, sb. an effeminate man, Oth. in. 3. 
Chambers, sb. small cannon fired on festal occa- 
sions, 2 H. IV. II. 4. 

Champain, sb. open country, Lear, i. 1 ; Tw. N. 

II. 5. 


Champion, v.t. to engage in single combat, Macb. " 

III. I. 

Changeable, adj. of varying colour,* like shot silk, 
Tw. N. II. 4. 

Channel, sb. a gutter, 2 H. IV. ii. 1. v.t. to fur- 
row, I H. IV. I. I. 

Chanson, sb. a song, Ham. ii. 2. 

Chanticleer, sb. the cock, Temp. i. 2 ; As You 
Like It, II. 7. 

Chape, sb. the metal end of a scabbard. All’s Well, 

IV. 3. 

Chapeless, adj. without a chape, or metal end to 
the scabbard, Tam, of S. iii. 2. 

Chapman, sb. a merchant, L’s L’s L. ii. i ; Tr. 
and Cr. iv. i. 

Chaps, sb. jaws, Macb. i. 2 ; John, ii. i. 

Charact, sb. a special mark or sign of office, M. 
for M, V. I. 

Character, sb. handwriting, Ham. iv. 7 ; Lear, 

I. 2. v.t. to write, inscribe. As You Like It, 

III. 2 ; Ham. i. 3. 

Cliaractery, sb. written characters, Merry Wives, 

V. 5 ; J. C. II. I. 

Chare, sb. a turn of work, An. and Cl. iv. 5 ; v, 2. 
Charge, sh. weight, importance, Wint. T. iv. 4. 

Cost, expense, John, i. 1 ; J, C. iv. i. 

Charges, sb. to be at charges for=to be at the ex- 
pense of, R. III. I. 2. 

Chargeful, adh expensive, Com of E. iv. i. 
Cho’-ge-house, sh. a .schoolhouse, L’s L’s L. v. i. 

The origin of the teim is not known. 

Chariest, adj. most careful and scrupulous, Ham. 

I* 3* 

Chariness, sh. scrupulousness. Merry Wives, ir. i. 
Charles’ wain, sb. the Great Bear, i H. IV. ii. i. 
Charm, v.t. to produce as by enchantment, M. 
N’s Dr. IV. I. To still, bring to silence. Much 
Ado, V. I ; Oth. v. 2. sb. a charmer. An. and 
Cl. IV. 12. 

Charmer, sb. an enchantress, Oth. iii. 4. 
Charming, adj. capable of producing fascination, 

1 H. VI. V. 3 ; Cym. i. 3 ; v. 3. 

Charneco, sh. a kind of wine, perhaps so named 
from Charpeca, a village in Portugal, 2 H. VI. 

II. 3. 

Chary, adv. carefully, Sonn. xxii. 

Chat, v.t. to gossip about, Cor. ii. i. 

Chaudron, sb. entrails, Macb. iv. i. 

Cheapen, v.t. to bid for. Much Ado, ll. 3. 

Cheat, sb. fraud, Wint. T. iv. 3. 

Cheater, sh. an escheator or officer who collected 
fines due to the Exchequer, Merry Wives, i. 3. 
A swindler, rogue, 2 H. IV. ii. 4. In the phrase 
‘ tame cheater ’ there is clearly a reference to the 
chetah or hunting leopard. 

Check, v.i. to start, stop at the sight of game, Tw. 
N. ii. 5 ; III. 1. v.t. to rebuke, chide, T. C. iv. 

3 ; Lear, ii. 2. sb. rebuke, reproof Merry 
Wives, III. 4; Tam. of S. i. i. 

Cheer, sb. countenance, aspect, M. N’s Dr. iir. 

2 ; M. of V. in. 2. Cheerfulness, R. III. v, 3 ; 
Ham. III. 2. Entertainment, Ham. iii. 2. 

Cheerly, mIv. cheerfully, As You "Like It, ii, 6 ; 
R. II. I. 3. 

Cherry pit, sb. a childish game in which cherry 
stones were pitched into a small hole, Tw. N. 

III. 4. 

Cherubin, sb. a cherub, Temp.^ i. 2 ; Macb. i. 7. 
Cheveril, sb. leather of kid skin, R. and J. ii. 4. 
Used as an adjective, Tw. N. in. i ; H. VIII. 
11. 3- 
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Che vor ye, I warn ye, Lear, iv. 6. 

Chew, v.i. to ruminate, J. C. i. 2. 

Chewet, sb. a chough, i H. IV. v. i. There may 
also be a reference to the other meaning of 
chewet or chuet, which is a pie of minced 
meat. 

Chide, v.t. to scold, rebuke, Temp. 1. 2 ; M. N’s 
Dr. III. 2. Used figuratively, 1 H. IV. in. 1 ; 
H. V. II. 4. Zhi. to quarrel, Ven. and A. 46 , 
hence, to cry out in a loud tone. As You Like 
It, II. 1 ; Tr, and Cr. i. 3. 

Chiding, sb. used of a loud cry, N’s Dr. iv. i. 

Child-changed, changed by his children’s con- 
duct, Lear, iv. 7. 

Childed, /./. having children, Lear, in. 6. 

Childing, adj. fruitful, ^I. N’s Dr. ii. 1. 

Childness, sL childish ways, Wint. 1'. i. 2. 

Chill, I will, Lear, iv, 6. 

Chirurgeonly, adv. in a surgeon-like manner, 
Temp. n. I. 

Choler, sb. anger, Merry Wives, ii. 3 , R. II. 1. 1 ; 
Ham. III. 2. 

Chop, v.t. to clap, pop, R. III. i. 4. 

Chopine, sb. a shoe with a high sole, Ham. ii. 2. 

Chopping, adj. changing, as putting one vAord 
for another, R. 11 . v. 3. Or, mincing. 

Choppy, adj, chapped, Ham. i. 3. 

Chough, sb. the jackdaw, Temp ii. i ; M. N’s 
Dr. III. 2. 


Christendom, sb. Christianity, John, iv. i. Chiia- 
tian name, appellation, All's Well, i i. 
Christom, adj. a corruption of chrisom, the white 
cloth which was put upon a child at baptism. 
A chrisom child was one Mhich died within a 
month of its birth, H. V. ii. 3. 

Chuck, sb. chick, a term of endearment, Tw. N 
III. 4 ; Mach. lu. 2. 

Chud, I would, Lear, iv. 6. 

Chuff, sb. a churl, boor, i H. IV. 11. 2. Cotgrav,, 
has ‘ Marroufle ... a rich churle, or fat chufie.’ 
Churchman, sb. an ecclesiastic, Mcrr>' Wives, 11. 
3 ; Tw. N. III. I. 

Churl, sb. a niggard, miser, R. and J. v. 3; 

Sonn. I. t 

Churlish, adj. niggardly, As You Like It, n. 4. 
Cicatrice, sb. a scar. All’s Well, n. i , Cor. ii. i; 


, III. r. En- 


As You Like Jt, in. 5. 

Cicester, Cirencester, R. II. \ 6. The old spell- 
ing IS Ciceter. 

*Cide, v.t. to decide, Sonn. xlvi. 

Cinque pace, sb, a slow stately dance. Much Ado, 
n. I ; Tw. N. i. 3. 

vCinque-spottcd. adj. having five spots, Cym. 11. 2. 
^^pher, v.t. to decipher, Luci. 207, Six. 

Vie, jA crown, John, v. i ; An. and CL iii. 12. 
Vmpass, As You lake It, v. 4 , John, v. 2. 
|led, adj. round, R. and J. ii. 2. 
gtoit, sb. circle, crown, 2 H. VI. 
isure, Ven. and A. 230. 

J&mmured, /./i. walled about. M. for M. iv. r. 
liimstance, sb. particulars, details, detailed 
gument, John, 11. i ; R. III. i- 2 ; Two C>. i. 
Ceremonious phrases, M. 1 Ham 

Accidental occurrence, Wint. T. ill. 2 ; 

•• 3 * , , . 

mstanced, influenced by circumstances, 

4* -LT TTT 

I, sb. recital, account, i H. iv. v. 2. 

, v.t. to incite, urge, Two G. ii. 4 ; 2 H. \ 1 . 
2. 

Ken, adj, town-bred, Cym. iv. 2. 


it 


Cittern, sb. a guitar, L’s L*s L. v. 2. 

Civd, adj. orderly, decorous, Tw. N. i. 4 ; iii. 4 ; 
An. and Cl. v. t. A civil doctor is a doctor 
of civil law, M. of V. v. 1. 

Civilly, adv. decorously, An. and Cl. iii. 13. 
Clack-dish, sb. a wooden dish with a cover carried 
by bcggiirs, M. foi M. in. 2. 

Ckimuur, v.t. to still, silence, Wint. T. rv. 4. A 
word of doubtful origin. 

Clap 1’ the clout, to hit the bull’s eye, 2 H. IV, 
in. 2. 

Clap, 7'.r, to pledge oneself by clasping hand.s, 
Wint. 'I'. 1, 2 

Clap into, to siiike into, set about, M. for M. 

IV. 3 ; As You 1 ike It, v, 3. * 

Clapped,/./, nppl'uuled, Hanu 11. 2. 

Clapper- Jaw, 7 '.t. to thrash, chub, Merry' Wives, 

II. 3 ; 'I’r and Cr. v 4. 

Claw, 7 '.t to scratch, flatter, MuJi Ado, i. 3. 
Clean, ad?- cntir< Iv, J. C. i. 3 ; Oih. i. 3. 

Cleanly, adv. completely, quite, Ven, and A. 694 ; 
Tit. And II X 

Cleau-tinihcred, adj' well built, L’s L's L. v. 2. 
Clear, aaj. pine, iniiuccut, 'I’enip. 111. 3; Macb. 
I. 7 

Clearness, sb. freedom from suspicion, Macb. 

III . I. 

('lcai-sli)iies, ib. rows of upper windows in halls 
and chuu lies, 1 w. N. iv. 2. 

Clea\e to, to adhote, uick cU>sJ> to, Macb. i. 3 ; 

n. x. To follow rl('-ely, Teniji. iv. i. 

('left, a^//. divided, twofold, Lo\cr’s CoinpJ. 
20 V 

Clepe, v.t. to call, I 's L's L. \ i ; Ham. 1. 4 ; 
Ven. and A. 005. 

( liffs, s/». clef, Inc kev in music, Tr. and Cr. v. 2. 
Climate, sb. region of the e.iiih 01 skv, R. IL iv. 

X , Je»hn, II. I, 7 './. 10 dwell, Wint. T. v. i. 
Chmatures, .d'. inhabitants of the same climate or 
region, Ham. 1. 1. 

Cling, 7 ' t. to.shneJ up, Mach, \. 5, 

CJhnquaiit, at-/;, sparlsliiig with gt>ld or silver lace, 
If. VIII. I. I. 

Clip, 7’ /. to embrace, enfold, Ven. and A. 600 ; 
Cor. 1. 6 ; John, ^ . 2. 

Cloister, sb. a nunnery, M, foi M. l. 2 ; M, N’s 
Dr. I. 1. The cweied walk, w’hich w'as an 
essemird pari of a religious house Two G. i. 3. 
v.t. to shut up in a cloister, R 1 1 . v. i. 
Cloisteied, a//j hJi'iiging to a cloister, seeluded, 
sohiaiy, Alach iir. 2. 

Close. a cadence m music, R. IT. ii. 1 ; H. V, 

I. 2. a<(/. secret. Macb. iii. 5 ; John, iv. 2 . R. 

II f. tve 2. V i. to coxne to an agreement, make 
terms, Tw'o O. n, 5 ; M. for M v. r. 

Closely, adv. secretly, John, iv i , R. III. in. i ; 
ILim. HI. J. 

Closeness, sb. retirement, privacy, Temp. i. 2. 
Closure, jA entdoMire, R. HI- ill 3, Closing, 
ending. Tit. And. v. 3. 

Clothier '--yard. A t loth-y'ard shaft w^as a term for 
the old English airow, Lear, iv. 6. 

Cloud, sb. a .spot. An. and C). Jii, 2, 

Clouded, /./. '^liotted, .stained. Want. T. l. 2. 
Cloudy, adj. gloomy, sullen, 'J’emp. ii. 1 ; Macb. 

Ill, 6. 

Clout, sb. the bull’s eye of a target, L’s L’s L. 
i>. I ; 2 H. JV. ju. 2. 

Clouted, a.'//, hobnailed, 2 H. VI. tv. 2; Cym. 
i\, 2. 

Cloy, v.t. to stroke with a claw', Cym. v. 4. 
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Cloyless, adj. not cloying, An. and Cl. ii. i. 
Cloyment, sd. satiety, Tw. N. ii. 4. 

Clubs > a cry to the bystanders to separate the 
comI)atants in an affray. Clubs were the wea- 
pons of the London ’prentices, and as commonly 
used in causing as in quelling a combat, As 
You Like It, v. 2 . R. and J. i. i. 

Clutch, v.t. to clench, close tightly, John, ii. i. 
Coagulate, adj. clotted. Ham. ii. 2. 

Coals, carry. See Carry. 

Coast, V./. to advance by an indirect course, like 
a vessel that hugs the shore. Yen. and A. 870. 
Coat, coat of arms, armorial bearings, M. N’s 
Dr. III. 2. 

‘Cobloaf, i/f. a crusty ill-shapen loaf, Tr. and Cr. 

II. I. 

Cock, s^. a cockboat, Lear, iv. 6. A weathercock, 
Lear, iii. 2. A euphemism for ‘God,’ Ham. 
IV. 5 ; 'I'am. of S. iv. i. 

Cock and pie, by, a jietty oath, the latter part of 
which is thought to be derived from the service 
book of the Romish Church, but without any 
great probability. It is perhaps only a vulgar 
supplement to the former, Merry Wives, i. i ; 
2 H. IV. v. I. 

Cockatrice, id. a fabulous serpent, the glance of 
whose eye was deadly, Tw. N. iii. 4; R. ITT. 

IV. I. 

Cockered, 7 ',L pampered, John, v. i. 

Cockle, s/k corn cockle, the agrostemma giihago 
of botanists, L’s L’s L. iv, 3 ; Cor. iii i. Not 
the same as darnel. A cockle shell, Tam. of 
S. IV. 3 ; Pei. IV. 4. Used adjectively, Ham. 

IV. s. 

Cockled, adj. enclosed in a shell, L’s L’s L. iv. 3. 
Cockney, sh. a city-bred person, a foolish wanton, 
Tw. N. IV. I ; Lear, ii. 4. 

Cock-a-hoop, to set, to indulge in excessive jol- 
lity, R. and J. i. 5. 

Cockshut time, twilight ; when the net called a 
cockshut is .spread for catching birds, R, III. 

V. 3. 

Cod, sh. a pod, As You Like It, ii. 4. 

Codding, a^i^. lascivious. Tit. And. v. i. 

Coffin, ih. the crust of a laised pie, Tit. And, v. 2. 
Cog, tr/ /. to cheat, R. 111. l. 3. j/./. to get by 

cheating, Cor. in. 2. 

Cognizance, sh. a badge, i H. VI. 11. 4 ; J. C. 
II. 2. 

Coign, sh. a corner-stone, Macb. i. 6 ; Cor. v. 4. 
Coil, sh. tin moil, confusion, Temp, i. 2 ; John, ii. 
I. With a reference to the other meaning of 
the word, Ham. ni. i. 

Colleagued, /./>. leagued, Ham. i. ?. 

Collect, 7'./. to gather, infer, 2 H. VI. iii. i. 
Collection, sh. inference, conclusion. Ham. iv. 5 ; 

V. 2 ; Cym. v. 5. 

Collied, p.p. blackened, darkened, M. N’s Dr i. 
1 ; Oth, II. 3. 

Collop, sh. a slice of flesh, Wint. T. i. 2 ; i H. 

VI. y. 4. 

Coloquinlida, sh. colocynth, Oth. i. 3. 

Colour, sb. pretext, Lucr. 267 ; An. and Cl. l. 3. 
Bear no colour = allow of no excuse, J. C. ii. 1- 
To fear no colours = to fear no enemy ; hence, 
to be afraid of nothing, Tw. N. i. 5 ; 2 H. IV. 
V. 5- 

Colourable, adj. specious, plausible, L’s L’s L. 

IV. 2. 

Colt, sb. a raw, untrained youth, M. of V. i. 2. 
v.t. to play the fool with, gull, i H. IV. 11. 2. 


Combinate, adj. betrothed, contracted, M. for 
M. III. I. 

Combine, v.t. to bind, M. for M. iv. 3 ; As You 
Like It, v. 4. 

Combustious, adj. combustible, Ven. and A. 
1162. 

Come by, to get, acquire, Temp. 11. i ; M. of V. 

I I. 

Come near, to come to the point, .speak plainly, 
Tw. N. II. 5 . I H. IV. I. 2 ; R. and J. i 5. 
Come off, to come down with money, pay, Merry 
Wives, IV. 3. 

Come tardy off— uttered with hesitation, Ham. 

III. 2. 

Comfect, sh. comfit. Much Ado, iv. 1. 
Comfortable, adj. helpful, All’s Well, i. i ; Lucr. 

164 Cheerful, As You Like It, 11. 6 ; Cor. i. 3. 
Comforting, p.p. strengthening, assisting, Lear, 
III. 5 ; Wint. 1 '. II 3. 

Coming-in, sh. income, M. of V. ii. 2 ; H. V. 

IV 1. 

Coming-on, adj. compliant, As You Like It, iv. i. 
Comma, used apparently to denote the smallest 
possible break or separation, Ham. v. 2. 
Commandment, sb. command, Cor. 11. 3 ; John, 
v. 2. At commandment = at pleasure, 2 H. IV. 

III. 2. 

Commence, v.t. to make a beginning upon, 2 H. 

IV. IV. 3. A graduate at Cambridge was said 
to ‘ rommence ’ B A. or M. A. when he began 
to enjoy the full privileges of his degree. 

Commend, 71. t. to commit, deliver, L’s L's L. lii. 
I ; Lear, ii. 4. 

Comment, sb. power of observation, Ham. iii. 2. 
Commingled, mingled, tempered, Ham. in. 2. 
Commission, sb, warrant, autnority, R and J. 

IV. I. 

Commit, v.i. to indulge unlawful love, Lear, 
III. 4. 

Commix, v.i. and v.i. to mingle Lover's Compl. 
28 ; Cym. iv. 2. 

Commixtion, sb. mixture, Tr. and Cr. iv. 5. 
Commixture, sb. mixture, composition, L’s L’s L. 

V. 2 ; 3 H. VI. II. 2. 

Commodity, sb. interest, advantage, John, ii. i ; 
M. of V. III. 3. Cargo of merchandize, M. for 
M. IV. 3 : Tw. N. III. I. 

Commoni^; sb. a prostitute. All’s Well, V. 3 ; 
Oth. IV. 2. 

Commutual, adv, mutually. Ham. in. 2. 
Comonty, Sly’s version of comedy, Tam. of S. 
ind. 2. 

Compact, adj, composed, M. N’s Dr. v. i ; As 
You Like It, ii. 7. Confederate, M. for M. v. 
I ; Lear, n. 2. 

Companion, sh. fellow ; used contemptuously, 
Meriy/ Wives, in. i ; M. N’s Dr. i. i. 
Company, sb. companion, All’s Well, iv. 3 ; M. 

N's Dr. I. I ; H. V. I. I. 

Comparative, adj. fertile in comparisons, 1 H. IV. 

1. 2. sb. a rival in wit, i H. IV. in. 2. 
Compare, sb. comparison, Tw. N. ii. 4 ; Tr. and 
Cr. in. 2. 

Compassed, adj. arched, round, Ven. and A. 272 ; 

Tam. of S. iv. 3 ; Tr. and Cr. 1. 2. 

Compassion, v.t. to pity. Tit. And. iv. i. 
Compassionate, adj. moving compassion, indulg- 
ing in lamentation, R. II. i. 3. . 1. 

Compeer, v.t. to equal, Lear, v. 3. . ii. 4. 

Competitor, sb. a confederate, Tw. VIII. 
III. IV. a. 
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Complain, v.t. to utter complainingly, Lucr. 
1839 ; R. II. III. 4. 

Complain of, to complain of good breeding is to 
lament the want of it, As You Like It, ni. 2. 
Complement, sb. outward demeanour, H. V. 11. 2. 
Complexion , sb. temperament, Ham. i. 4. 
Complices, sb. accomplices, confederates, R. II 
II. 3 ; 2 H. IV. I. I. 

Complimenlal, adj. courteous, Tr. and Cr. iii. i. 
Complot, sb. plot, 2 H. VI. 111. i ; R. III. m. i. 
Comply, v.t. to use ceremony, Ham. 11. 2 ; v. 2 
Compose, v.i. to come to agreement, An. and Cl 
II. 2. 

Composition, sb. agreement, consistency, Oth. 

I. 3 - 

Composture, sh. comp st, Tim. of A. iv. 3. 
Composure, sb. composition, Tr. and Cr. 11. 3 ; 

An. and Cl. 1. 4. Compact, Tr and Cr. 11. 3. 
Compromised, /./. mutually agreed, M. of V. 
I. 3 - 

Compt, sb. account, reckoning. All's Well, v. 3 ; 
Macb. I. 6. 

Comptible, adj. susceptible, sensitive, T\v. N. 

I. 5. 

Compulsatory, adj. compulsive, constraining. 
Ham. I. I. 

Compulsive, adj. impelling. Ham. iii, 4 ; Oth. 
HI. 3. 

Compunctious, adj. troubling the conscience, 
Macb. I. 5. 

Con, v.t. to study, learn by heart, M. N’s Dr. i. 
2 ; Tw. N. II. 3. To con thanks = to be thank- 
ful, All’s Well, IV. 3 ; Tim. of A. iv. 3. 

Conceit, sb. fancy, imagination. As You Like It, 
II. 6 ; Ham. iii. 4 ; iv 5 ; Lear, iv. 6. Intelli- 
gence, mental capacity. As You Like It v. 2. 
A fanciful device, M. N’s Dr. i. 1. v.l. to form 
a conception, Oth. in. 3. Used transitu ely in 

J. C. 1. 3 ; in. I. 

Conceited,/./, possessed with an idea, Tw. N. 
HI. 4. Full of fancy or imagination, Wint. T. 

IV. 4 ; Lucr 1371. 

Conceitless, adj. witless, Two G. iv. 2 
Conceptions, adj. capable of conceiving, Tim. 
of A. iv. 3. 

Concernancy, sh. import. Ham. v. 2, 

Concerning, sb. concern, affair, M. for M. i. 1 ; 
Ham. HI. 4. 

Conclude, v.i. to be decisive, John, i. i. 
Conclusion, sb. an experiment. Ham. 111. 4 ; An. 
and Cl. V. 2 ; Lucr. 1160. In An. and Cl. iv. 15 
it seems to mean resolution, settled demeanour. 
Others interpret it of the power of drawing 
^ inferences. 

Concolinel, a nonsense word in singing, L’s L’s 
L. HI. I. 

Concupiscible, adj. lustful, M. for M. v. 1. 

. Concupy, sb. perhaps for concupiscence, Tr. and 
Cr. y. 2. 

Condition = on condition, Tr. and Cr. i. 2. sb. 
rank, H. V. iv. 3 ; Temp. hi. i. Character, 
disposition, M. of V. i, 2 ; R. HI. iv. 4. 
Condole, v.t. to mourn for, H. V. 11. i. 
Condolement, sb. lamentation. Ham. i. 2. Con- 
solation, Per. 11. I. 

Conduce, v.i. to tend to come about, Tr. and Cr 

V. 2. A doubtful word. 

Conduct, sb, a guide, Temp. v. i ; R. II. iv. i. 
^ ’^Escort, M. ofV. iv. i ; Tw. N. iii. 4. 
v-onfidence, a blunder for ‘conference,’ Merry 
Wives, I. 4 ; Much Ado, iii. 5 ; R. and J. ii. 4. 


Confine, sb. a bound, limit to which anything is 
confined, Temp. iv. i ; Ham. i. 1. \ prison, 

Ham. II. 2. 

Confineless, adj. boundless, Macb. iv. 3. 
Confiners, sh. borderers, Cym. iv. 2. 

Confirmity, blunder for ‘infirmity,’ 2 H. IV, ii. 4. 
Confixed,/./, fixed, M. for M, v, 1. 

Conflux, sh. confluence, 'I'l. and Cr. i. 3. 
Confound, 7'./. to waste, i H. IV. i. 3 ; Cor. i. 6*, 

H. V. III. I. To destroy, M. of V. hi. 2. 
Congest, v.t. to heai) up, laiver’s Compl, 258. 
Congied, /./. taken lca\e, All’s Well, iv. 3. 
C’ongreeing, /r./ agreeing, H, V. i. 2. 
C^ngreeled j f' rre(‘"ed, H. V. v. 2. 

( ■•II ^ , n.ie, .s.'/. ■ 11 ! ■(, uMi, Much Ado, IV. I ; Ham* 
IV: 5 * 

Conjunct, adj. closely united, I^ear, 11. 2 ; v. i. 
Conjunctive, adj. united, (Ah. 1, 3. 

Conjuration, \b. incantation, 2 H VT. 1. 2 ; Oth. 

I. 3. Entreaty, solemn appeal, R. II. hi, 2; 
R. and J. v. 3 ; Ham. v. 2, 

Conscience, sb. inmost tlio lights, H. V. iv. i ; 
Wint. T. HI, 2. 

Conscionable, aiij. conscientious, Oth. 11. i. 
Consent, sb agreement, plot, L’s L’s L, v. 2. 
Consequently, adv. accordingly, Tw. N. iii. 4. 

In consequence, John, iv, 2; K. II. i. i. 
Conserve, v.t to preserve, M. for M, iir. i. 
Consider, v.t to reijuite, reward, Wait. 'J'. jv. 2 ; 
IV 4 ; Cym. ii. 3. 

Considerance, .d>. consideiation, 2 H. IV. v. 2. 
Considered, adj. deliberate, Ham. ii. 2. 
Considering, sb. consideration, H. VIII. 11. 4; 
HI. 2. 

Consign, v.t. to allot, assign, Tr. and Cr. iv. 4. 

v.i. to sign in token of agi cement, H. V. v. 2. 
Consist, v.t. to insist, 2 H. IV. iv. i ; Per. 1. 4. 
Consolate, v.t. to console, All's Well, iii. 2. 
Consort, sb. company, fellowship. Two G. iv. i ; 
Lear, 11. i. 71. t. to accompany, attend, Com. 
of E. I. 2 ; J. C. V. 1. 

Conspectuitics, sb. powers of vision. Cor, 11. i. 
Conspirant, ndj. conspning, I.eai, v. 3. 
Constancy, sh. consistency, M N’s Dr. v. i. 
Constant, adj. consistent, Tw. N. iv. 2. Steady*', 
Temp. II. 2 ; J. C. 111. i. 

Constantly, adv. firmly, suiely, Itl. for M. iv. 1 ; 
Tr. and Cr iv, i. 

Construe, 7 >.t. to inleriwet, Tw. N. m. i. 

Consul, sb. senator, Oth. i. 1 , i. 2 ; Cym. iv. 2. 
Contain, v.r. to restrain oneself, 'I'lm. of A. 11. 2 ; 
Tr. and Cr. v. 2. v.t. to keep, retain, M. of 

V. V, I. 

Containing, sb. contents, Cym v. 5. 
Contemptible, adj. contemptuous, scornful. Much 
Ado, II. 3. 

Contemptuous, adj. contemptible, 2 H. VI. i. 3. 
Content, adj. be content — be caJrn, restrain your- 
self, J C. X. 3 ; IV. 2. 

Contentless, adj. discontented, Tim. of A. iv. 3. 
Contestation, sb. contention, An. and Cl. ii. 2. 
Continent, sb. tViat which contains, Ham. iv. 4; 
Lear, 111. 2 ; M. N’s Dr. ii. 1. Abstract, inven- 
tory’, M. of V. HI. 2 ; Ham. v. 2. 

Continuate, adj. uninterrupted, 'I’iin. of A. i. i ; 
Oth. HI. 4. 

Contracting, sb. betrothal, M. for M. iii. 2. 
Contraction, sh. the making of the marriage con- 
tract, Ham. III. 4. 

Contranous, adj. contrary, 1 H. IV. v. i. Con- 
tradictory, M. for M. IV. I. 
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Contrary, v.t. to thwart, oppose, R. and J. i. 5. 
Contrive, v.t. to wear out, spend, I'am. of S. 1. 2. 
To conspire, J. C. 11. 3. 

Contriver, sb. a schemer, plotter, J. C. II. i ; 
Mach. III. 5. 

Control, sb. constraint, John, i. 1. v.t. to check, 
confute, contradirt, '’I'crnp. i 2. 

Controller, sb. restiaincr, 2 H. VI. HI. 2; Tit. 
And 11. 3. 

Contiolinent, sb. constraint, restraint, John, 1. 1 , 
Much Ado, I. 3. 

Convenient, atij. suitrdile, becoming. Cor. i. 5 ; 

I. ear, i\. 5 ; M. of V\ in. 4. 

Convent, v.t. to summon, M. for M. v. i ; Cor. 

II. 2 ; Tw. N. V. I. 

Conventicle, sb. a secret assembly, 2 H. VI. 

III. I. 

Conversation, sb behaviour, conduct, Meiry 
Wives, II. I ; Olh in. 3. 

Conversion, changed condition, As You Like 
It, IV. 3; John, 1. I. 

Convert, v i. to change, Lucr. 592 ; Tim. of A. 

IV. I. 

Convcitite, sb. a penitent, Lucr. 743; As You 
Like It, V. 4 ; John, v. i. 

Convey, v t to manage secretly, M.ach. iv. 3 ; 
Lear, i. 2, 'J'o stc.'d, .Merry Wives, i. 3. v.r. 
to pass oneself off, H. V. i. 2. 

Conveyance, sh crafty contrivance, !Much Ado, 
n I ; 3 II. VI. HI. 3 

Conve)ers, sb. tricksters, cheaters, R. 11 . IV. i. 
Convict,/./ convicted, R 111 . i. 4. 

Convicted, adj. ilefcated, jc'hn, in. 4. 

Convince, to overpower, defeat, Mach. i. 7; 

IV. 3. 'To convict, 'i'r. and C\ 11. 4. 

('onvive, ca/. to feast together, 'I'l. and Cr. iv. s 
Convoy, sb. escort, means of conveyance, All s 

Well, IV 3 : IV. 4. 

Cony, sb. a raldnt. Yen. and A. 687 ; As You Like 
It,' m. 2. 

Cony-catch, v.i. to cheat, jMerry Wives, 1. i ; 
!• 3 * 

Cony-catched, /,/. che.ated, Tam. of S v. i. ^ 
Cony-catching, sb. cheating, piaciical joking, 
Tam, of S. iv. i. 

Copatain hat, a high-crowned hat, Tam. of S. 

V. I. 

Cope, sb. the firmament, Per, iv. 6. v.t. to re- 
(piite, IM. of V. i\ . 1, 

Copesmate, sb. companion, Lucr. 925. 

Copped, adj. round-topped, Per. 1. 1. 
Copulatives, sb. vers^"t fle'^'r'pg to be coupled in 
marriage, As ^ m I I ■ , \ 4. 

Copy, sb. theme, text, Com (ff K. v. 1 Tenure 
a copyhold being held by copy of court roll, 
Mach. III. 2. 

Coragio (Ital.), courage ' Temp. v. i ; All’s Well, 
II. 5 . 

Coram — quoium, "Merry Wives, i, i. ‘A Justice 
of the Peace and Quorum is one without whom 
the rest of the Justices In some cases cannot 
pioceed.' — ( '(ntud. 

Coranto, sb. a quick, lively dance, All’s Well, ii. 
3 ; Tw. N. I. 3. 

Corinth, said to be a cant term for a brothel, 
Tim. II. 2. 

Corinthian, sb. a wencher, i H. TV. ii. 4, 
Co-rival, v.t, to vie with. Ti. and Cr. 1. 3. 

Corkv, adf. shrivelled, I^car, iii. 7, 

Cornuto, sb. a cuckold, Mcrr^’ Wives, iii, 3. 
Corollary, sb. a supernumcraiy, Temp. iv. i. 


Corporal, adj. bodily, M. for M. iii. i ; J. C. iv. 

I. Material, substantial, Mach. 1. 3. 

Corporal of the field, a kind of adjutant, under 
the quarter-master-general, L's L’s L. ni. i. 
Corpse, corpses, i H. IV. i. i ; 2 H. IV. i. i. 
Correclioner, sb. one who administers correction, 
a beadle, 2 H. IV. v. 2, 

Correspondent, adj. answerable, obedient, Temp. 

I. 2. 

Corresponsive, adj. corresponding, Tr. and Cr. 
prol. 

Corrigible, adj. submissive to correction, An. and 
Cl. IV. 14. Corrective, Olh. i. 3. 

Corrnal, sb. rival, i H. IV i. 3. 

Corroborate, a non.sense word used by Pistol, 
H V. 11. T. 

Corrosive, sb. r. b!*^i*TT: rr fr.''*^ting remedy, 2 H. 

VI. III. 2. a 1 . . I H. VI. ill. 3. 

Corru[)tiblj’-, ad?’, conuptively, so as to be cor- 
rupted, John, V. 7. 

Corslet, sb. cuirass. Cor. v. 4. 

Costard, sb. properly, an apple ludicrously used 
for the head. Merry Wives, in. i ; I^ear, iv. 6. 
Costermonger, ad’ A r''«termonr'''r. nr 

costardmongcr, v. ■ ■ ni.i'b .1 i . • ri i .■•ppli 
hence, a petty tranickcr, 2 H. IV. l. 2. 
Co-supreme, sb. an equal in supremacy, Phtenix 
51 - 

Cot-(iuean, sb. a man who busies himself in 
women’s affaiis, R. and J. iv. 4. 

Cote, v.t. to come up with, pass on the way, 
Ham. 11. 2. .sA cot, cottage, As You Like It, 

II. 4 ; HI, 2. 

Couch, z/.t. to make to couch and lie close, Lucr. 
5 « 7 - . 

Couchings, sb. crouchings, bowings, J. C. iii. i. 
Countenance, sb. favour, patronage. Ham. iv. 2 ; 
Cor. V. 6. 

Counter, adv. to run or hunt counter is to follow 
the trace of the game backwards, C om. of E. 
IV. 2 ; 1 H. IV. 1, 2. .fb. a metal disk used in 
calculations. As You Like It, ii. 7; Wint. T. 
IV. 3; J. C. IV. 3. 

Countcr-caste.*, s(->. a reckoner, arithmetician, 0 th. 

I. I, 

Connterrh.ange, sb. exchange, Cym. v. 5, 
Couiiieit !’< ck, sb check, rebuff, John, 11. i ; As 
You Like It, V. 4. 

Counterfeit, sb. portrait, M. of V. iii. 2. A 
spurious coin, John iii. i ; x H. IV. ii. 4. ad/ 
imitative. A ‘ counterfeit presentment ’ is a 
portrait. Ham, hi. 4. 

Counterfeiily, adv. feignedly, Cor. n. 3. 
Counter-gate, sb, the counter was ..he name of 
two prisons belonging to the Sheriffs of Lon- 
don, one in the Poulinj’', and the other in Wood 
Street, Merry Wiv'es, in 3. 

Countermand, v.t. to contradict, Lucr. 276. To 
prohibit, keep in check. Com. of E. iv. 2. 
Counterpoint, sb. a counterpane, 'Pam. of S. H. i. 
Counter-sealed, /./i. sealed in duplicate, Cor. v. 3. 
Counterv'ail, v.t. to counterbalance, outweigh, R 
and J. H, 6 

Country, adj. belonging to one’s country, 0 th. 
HI. 3 ; Cym. 1. 4. 

County, sb. a count, Much Ado, ii, 1 ; Tw', N. 

5 - 

Couplement, sh. a union, Sonn. xxi. A pair, 
L's L’s L. V. 2. 

Courage, disposition, temperament, Cor. iii. 

! IV. I ; 3 H, VI. n. 2 ; Tim. of A. iii. 3. 



GLOSSARY 


607 


Course, sb. the attack of the dogs in bear-baiting, 
Mach. V. 7 ; Lear, ui. 7. 

Courses, sb. the principal sails of a ship, Temp. 
I. I. 

Courser’s hair. A h irse’s hair laid in water was 
believed to turn into a serpent, An. and Cl. i. 2. 
Court-cupboard, a sideboard, R. and J. 1. 5s 
Court of guard, a guard-house, i H. \T 11. i ; 

Oth. II. I ; II. 3 : An. and Cl. iv. 9. 

Court holy water, flattery, Lear, iii. 2. 

Courtier, sb. a wooer, An. and Cl. ii. 6. 

Courtship, sb. com tly manners, I/s L’s L. v. 2; 
2 H. VT. i. 3. 

Cousin, <>b. any one not in the first degree of re- 
lationship Used of a nephew, John, III. 3. A 
niece, Tw. N. i. 3. An uncle, Tw. N. i. 5 A 
brother-m-law, i H. IV. 111. 1. And a grand- 
child, John, III. 3. 

Covent, sb. convent, M. for M. iv. 3; II. VIII. 

IV. 2 . 

Cover, v.t. to lay the table for dinner, M. of V. 
HI. 5. 

Coverture, sb. cover, shelter, Much Ado, iii. i. 
Covering, Cor. 1. 9 

Covetousness, sb. eager desire, John, iv. 2. 
Cowardship, sb. cowardice, U'w N. iii. 4. 

Cow'ish, adj. cowardly, l^ear, iv. 2. 

Cowl-staff, sb. a staff or pole used for carrying a 
tub or basket borne by two persons, iVIerry 
Wives, HI. 3. 

Coxcomb, sb a fool’s cap, which w'ns ornamented 
with a cock’s comb, M erry Wives, v. 5 ; Lear, 

Cox my passion, a euphemism for ‘ God’s pas- 
sion,’ All’s Well, v. 2. .See I'am. of S. iv. i 
Coy, v.t. to fondle, caress, M. N’s Dr. iv. i 
v.i. to disdain, Cor. v. i. 

Coystril, sb. a groom, Tw. N. i. 3. 

Cozen, v.t. to cheat, Merry Wives, v. 5 ; M. of 
V II. 9. 

Cozenage, sb. deceit. Merry Wives, iv. 5 ; Ham. 

V. 2. 

Cozener, sb. a cheater, i H. TV. i. 3 ; Lear, iv. 6. 

( Cozier, a botcher, cobbler, Tw. N. li. 3. 

Crab, sb. a wild apple. Temp. ii. 2 ; M. N’s Dr. 

ii. I. 

JF rack, 7 ) 2. to boast, L’s L’s L. iv. 3. sb. an 
urchin, 2 H. IV. 11 1. 2 ; Cor. i. 3. The change 
of the voice on entering manhood, Cym. iv. 2. 
racked within the ring. If the crack m a com 
extended to the inner circle enclosing the 
'■» sovereign’s head, the coin was worthless. Ham. 
I II. 4. 

’fCracker, sb. a boaster, John, ii. i. 

Crack-hemp, sb. a rogue who deserves hanging, 
Tam. of S. V. i. 

Craft, v.i. have crafted fair=havc made nice work 
of it, Cor. IV. 6. 

p Craftsmen, mechanics, R. II. i. 4. 

Crank, sb. a winding passage, Cor. i. i. v.i. to 
wind crookedly, twist, Ven. and A. 682; i 
H. IV. III. I. 

Grants, sb. a garhind, chaplet, Ham. v. i. 

Crare, sb. a small vessel or fishing-boat, Cym. 
IV. 2. 

Craven, v.t. to make cowardly, Cym. iii. 4. sb. 

a beaten cock, 'I'am of S. ii. i. 
f>azed, adj. damaged, having a flaw In it, M. 
N’s Dr. i. I. 

Cream, z' i. to form a covering on the surface like 
cream, M. of V. i. i. 


Cre.ite, /./. created, M. N’s Dr. v. i ; John, 

IV. I. 

Credent, adj. credulous, Ham. i. 3. Ci edible, 
W mt. T. I. 2. A credent bulk = a mass of credit, 
M. for M. IV. 4. 

Credit, sb. belief, current opinion, Tw'. N. iv. 3 
Crescent, adj. increasing, Ham. i. 3 ; An. and Cl. 

II. I. 

Crcscive, adj. growing, having the power of 
growth, H. V. I. I, 

Cressets, sb. baskets of fire ( arried at the end of 
p<^les, and solving as portable beacons, 1 H. IV. 

III. I. 

Crest, v.t. to form the crest of, An. and Cl v. 2. 
Crestle-'.s, adj. not entitled to bear a lieraldic crest, • 
1 H. VI. 11. 4. 

Crisp, adj curled, Temp. iv. i ; i H. IV. i. 3. 
Ciitu, sb, a ccnsiirer, cynic, 1 r. and Ci. v. 2. 
Critical, adj. censoiious, cynical, Oth. 11 i ; M. 
N’s Dr. V. I. 

Crone, sb. an old woman, Wint 'I', ii. 3. 

Crop, v.i. to yield a ciop, An. and Cl. ii. 2. 

Cross, sb. money^, so called because stamped with 
a cross, As You Like It, 11. 4 ; 2 H. IV. i. 2. 
Crossed, /./. funiislicd wuth crosses or money, 
'I'lm. of A. 1 2. 

CrO'S-garterecl, adj. wearing the garter above and 
below the knee, so as to be crossed at the back 
rf the leg 'J'w, N. ii. 5. 

Cioss-gartcnng, sb. w'canng the garter crossed, 
Tw\ N. HI /\. 

Cross-row, sb. t!ie ab>habet, R. Ill i. 1. 

Cicnv flowets, ib. the (onimoner kinds of ranun- 
culus, Ham. IV. 7. 

Crow-keeper, sb. a boy whose business it was to 
keep the crow's fiom the corn, R. and J. i- 4 ; 
Lear, iv. 6. 

Crowner, sb. coroner, Tw. N. i 5 ; Ham. v. i. 
Crownet, sb. coionet, Tr. and Cr. prol.; An. and 
Cl. IV. 12 ; v. 2. 

Crudy’, adj raw', crude, 2 H. IV. iv. 3. 

Cruel gaiters, a pnu on ‘cruel ' and ‘ crewel ’ or 
worsted, T.car, ii. 4. 

Crusado, sb. a Portuguese gold coin worth be- 
tween 6s. and 7s. Oth. 111. 4. 

Crush, V i. to crudi a cup is equivalent to crack- 
ing a bottle, R. and J. i. 2. 

Cry, sb. a pick, M. N’s Dr iv. i , Cor. in. 3. 
Rcpoit, Oth. IV. I ; 'Ir. and Cr iii. 3. v.i. 
Cried in the lop of mine — loudly exceeded 
mine, Ham. ii 2. Cried out in the top of 
question = shouted at the top of their voices. 
Ham- II, 2 
Cry aim. See Aim. 

Cry on, to cry aloud, R. III. V'. 3 ; Ham. v. 2 ; 
Oth. V, I. 

Cub-drawn, adj. sucked dry by cubs, Lear, 111. i. 
Cubiculo, bedroom, 1 w. N. in. 2. 

Cuckoo-huds, sb. some species of ranunculus or 
crowfoot, but It IS not certain which, L’s L’s 

L. V. 2 . 

Cuckoo-flower, called also ladies' smock and wild 
water-cress 'Carda2nine pratensis\ l.ear, iv. 4. 
Cudgelled,/./, made by' a cudgel, II. V. v. i. 

Cue, sb. a catchw'ord ; the signal to a player to 
be ready with his part, Merry Wives, in. 3; 

M. N’s Dr. in. 1. Used figuratively, Ham. 

II. 2 ; Oth. 1. 2. 

Cuisses, sb. armour for the thighs, i H. IV. iv. i. 
Culhon, sb. a base fellow, H.V. in. 2; 2H. VI. 

I- 3. 
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Cullionly, adj\ base, mean, Lear, ii. 2. 

Culverin, sb. a kind of cannon, i H. IV. 11. 3. 
Cunnings, sb. knowledge, skill, power, Oth. iii. 
3 ; Temp. iii. 2 ; Ham. 11. 2. adj. knowing, 
skilful, Tvv. N. I. 5 . Ham. iii. 4. Skilfully 
wrought, R. II. I. 3 ; Oth. v. 2. 

Cupboaid, 7 ’.t. to hoard, store up. Cor. i. i. 

Curb, 7 >.i. to bow, crinc;e, Ham. iii. 4. 

Curdled, / /. congealed, Cor. v. 3 
Curiosity, sb. nicety, scrupulous exactness, critical 
scrutiny, Lear, i. x ; i. 2 ; i. 4 ; Tim. of A iv 3. 
Cuiious, adj. scrupulous, punctilious. All’s Well, 
1. 2. Careful, Cjnii. i. 6. Wrought with care, 
Ven. and A. 734 ; 3 II. VT. ii. 5. Delicate, ex- 
cessively minute, Wint. T. iv. 4 . Tr. and Cr. 

III. 2. 

Curious-knotted, adJ. laid out in fanciful plots, 
L’s l/s L. I. I. 

Currance, sb. current, action of a current, H. V. 

I. I. 

Currents, sb. for ‘ occurrents,* occuiieuces, 1 H. 

IV. II. 3. 

Curry, rsf. to use flatterj^ 2 H. IV. v. i. 
Cursorary, adf. cui-iory, hasty, H. V \. 2. 

Curst, adj. ill - tempered, crabbed, Ven. and 
A 987 ; Much Ado, n i , Lear, ii 1. 
Curstness, sb. ill-hiunour, spitcfulness, An. and 
Cl. II, 2. 

Curtail, ad/, having a docked tail, ISIerry Wives, 

II. I ; Com. of K. ni 2. 

Curtal. sb. the name of a horse, from his having 
a docked tail. All’s Well, 11 3. 

Curtle-axe, sb. a cutlass. As You Like It, i. 3 ; 

H. V. iv. 2. 

Custalonim, a blunder for custos rotulorum, 
Merry Wives, i. i. 

Custard-coffin, sb. the raised crust of a custaul, 
Tam. of S. iv, 3. 

Customer, sb. a loose woman, All’s Well, v. 3 ; 
Oth. IV. I. 

Cut, sb. a bob-tailed horse, Tw. N. 11. 3. 

Cut and longtail, all of every s.nt, both short 
and long tailed, IMerry Wives, iii. 4. 

Cuts, to draw. To diaw lots, by means of straws 
or sticks cut of uneven lengths. Com. of E. v. i. 
Cuttle, sb. a bully, 2 II. IV. ii. 4. 

Cypre.ss, sb. crape, 'J'w. N. iii. i ; Wint. T. iv. 2. 

Daff, v.i. to doff, 1 , over’s Compl. 2Q7 ; An. and 
Cl. IV. 4. To put aside, put off. Much Ado, ii. 
3 ; V. I ; Oth. iv. 2. 

Dagonet. A foolish knight at the court of King 
Arthur, 2 H. IV. iii 2. 

Daintry, Daventry, 3 H. VT. v. i. 

Dainty, to make d.ainty = to affect to be delicate 
or over-nice, R. and J. i. 5. 

Damascus. The traditional scene of Abel’s 
murder, i H. VI. i. 3. 

Damn, v.t. to condemn, J. C. iv. i. ; An. and Cl. 

I. I. 

Damosella, damsel, L’s L’s I., iv. 2. 

Dan, lord, master ; corrupted from dominus^ L’s 
L’s L. III. X. 

Dance, v.t. to make to dance. Cor. iv. 5. 
Dancing horse. A famous horse belonging to 
Bankes a Scotchman, L’s T/s I... i. 2. 
Dancing-rapier, an ornamental sw'ord, Tit. And. 
II. I. 

Danger. To stand wdthin a person’s danger is to 
be in his pow'er, to be liable to a penalty to be 
inflicted by him or at his suit, M. of V. iv. i. 


Dank, adj. damp, M. N’s Dr. 11. 2 ; R. and J. 
II. 3 ; J. C. II. I. 

Dankish, adj. dampish, Com. of E. v. i. 

Dansker, a Dane, Ham. ii. i. 

Dale, sb. boldness, a.udacity, i H. IV. iv. 1. A 
challenge. An. and Cl. i. 2. v.t. to da/e, terri- 
fy, m.ake to crouch in fear, II. V. iv. 2 , II. 
VHl. HI. 2. 

Dareful, adj. full of defiance, IMacb. v, 3. 

Darkling, adv. in the dark, M. N’s Dr. ii. 2 ; 
Lear, i. 4. 

Darksome, adj. dark, Lucr. 370. 

D.ariicl, sb. lye grass, loliinn tomilcntum^ II. 
V, v, 2 ; I.ear, iv. 4. 

Darraign, v.t. to set m older, ai range, 3 TL VI. 
II. 2. 

Dash, sb. a mark of disgrace, Lucr. 206 ; Merry 
Wixes, V. 2. At first ikisb = at the first onset, 
fiom the fir-t, i H. VI. i 2. v.t. to discoiK erl, 
put out of countenance, depicss, L’s L’s L. v. 

2 ; Oili. III. 3. 

Date-broke. T)ate-broke bonds are bonds which 
have not been met at the date at which they 
were due, 'I'lni of A 11 2 

D.aub, V t. to coloui, dissemble, R. III. iii. 5 , 
Lear, iv i. 

Daubery, sb. false pretence, imposition. Merry 
Wives. IV. 2. 

Day-bed, sb. a couch or sofa, Tw. N. 11. 5 , R. 
ill. 111. 7. 

Day-woman, sb, a dairy wom.nn, L’s L's L i 2. 

Da/zle, v.z. to be da/zled, 3 11 . VI. 11. i ; Tit. 
And. III. 2. 

Deaf, v.t. to deafen, John, ii. 1 ; L’s L’s L. v 2 

Deal, sb. apart, jiorlion. No deal == nothing, Pass , 
Pilgr. 271. v.t. dealt on lieutenantry = act('d 
by substitutes, An. and C'l. iii. ii. Deal in her ’ 
command — wield her authority, 'I'emp. v. i. 

Dear, fioni its original sense of costly, precious, 
comes to mean great, intense, grievous. De.”!!' ^ 
groans, I/s L’s L. v. 2. Dear guiltiness, 1,’s 
L’s L. v. 2. Dear offence, John, i. 1 ; H. V. 
II. 2. 

Deared, /./. endeared, An. and Cl. 1, 4. , 

Dearly, adv. heartily, greatly. Ham. iv. 3. Ex- J 
cellenily, Tr and Cr. lu. ^ ; Cym. ii. 2. 

Dearth, sb. scarcity, dearness, Ham. v. 2. 

Dealh’s-man, sb. executioner, Lear, iv. 6 ; Lucr 
1001. 

Death-practised, adj. wdiose death is plotted 
Lear, iv. 6. 

Death-tokens, plague spots, Tr. and Cr. ii. 3. 

Debate, sb. contest, qu.arrel, M. N’s Dr. 11. i 
2 H, IV. iv. 4 7 Kt. to contend about, AH’ 
Well, I. 2 , Harn. iv. 4. 

Debatement, sb. debate, M. for M. v. i ; Ham 

V. 2. 

Debile, adj. weak, All’s Well, ii. 3 ; Cor. i. 9. 

Debitor and creditor, an account book, Oth i. i 
Cym. V. 4. 

Debosbed, f>.p. debauched, dissolute, Temp, in 
2 ; All’s Well, ii. 3. 

Debted, indebted, Com. ofE. iv. i. 

Deceivable, adj. deceptive, dhv. N. iv. 3. 

Decent, adj. becoming, H. VIII. iv. 2. 

Deceptions, adj. deceptive, Tr. and Cr. v. 2. 

Decern, blunder for ‘concern,’ Much Ado, iii. 5 

Deck, sb. a pack of cards, 3 H. VI. v. i. v.t. tc 
bedew, Temp. i. 2. 

Declare, v.t. to make clear, explain, H. V. i. i 
Cym. V. 5. 
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-lension, sh. dcleiioiation, goins^ fioni bad to 
..’OTse, R. III. ni. 7; Ham. 11. 2. 
dine, v.t. to beiul, bow down, Com. of K. iii. 
2 ; Lera*, iv. 2. To go throiigb fi >m beginning 
to end, as a stboolhoy liis dedtnsions, R. HI 
IV. 4 ; Tr. and Cr ii. 3. 

Jedined, /./. fallen, humbled, Ti. and Cr. in. 

3 ; IV. 5 ; An. and Cl, 111. 13 
Detiicate, /./. dedicated, IM. for M. 11. 2 ; 2 H. 
VI. V. 2. 

Deedles.s, m//. inactive, Tr. and Ci. iv. 5. 

Deed of saying, the doing M’hat has been s.aid or 
promised, Tim. v. i. 

Deem, s/’. doom, judgement, opinion, Tr. and Cr. 

IV. 4. 

Deep-fet, a(f/. deep-fetched, 2 H. VI. ii. 4. 

Deer, s/'. game, Lear, in. 4. 

Defame, jA infamy, Lucr. 768, 817, 1033. 

Default, sA fault. Com. of 10, r. 2 ; i H. VT. ii. i. 

In the default = at a pinch, All’s W'eil, ii. 3. 
Defeat, t/./. to destroy, Otli. iv. 2. To disguise, 
disfigure, Oth. i. 3, sA rum, destruction, Much 
Ado, IV. 1 ; Ham. n. 2. 

Defeature, sA disfigurement, Com. of E. ii. i ; 

V. I ; Ven. and A. 736. 

Defence, sA fencing, swordplay, skill in weapons, 
Tvv. N. III. 4 ; Ham. iv. 7. 

Defend, z/.f. to forbid, Much Ado, ii. i ; iv. 2 ; 
R. II. I. 3. 

Defendant, defensive, 11. V. 11 4. 
Defensible, «///. caiialile of offering defence, 2 
. H. IV. II. 3 ; H. V. in. 3. 

Defiance, iA renunciation, for M. iii. i. 
Pefinement, sA definition, de-^onption, T Tam. 
V. 2, 

Deformed, a^f/. deforming, disfiguring, ( : ... of 

E. v. I. 

Deftly, dexterously, IMacb. iv. i. 
Defunction, s^. death, H. V. 1. 2. 

Defiinctjve, adj. funereal, becoming the dead, 
Phtrnix 14. 

Defuse, v i. to render disouleicd, so as not tr be 
recognised. Lear, 1 4. 

Defuscvl rii/'/. disordered, .shapeless^ H. V. v. 2; 


Deiiay, sA denial, Tw. N. 11. 4. 

Donated ,/ />. denied, 2 H. VI. i. 3. 

Demei, d\ a \ery small coin, equal in v.ahie to 
the twelfth part of a French sous, 'I'am. of S 
md. i; I H. IV. 111. 3; R. III. 1. 2. 
TVnotement, jA noting, obseivation, C)th. n. 3. 
Denounce, v.t. to dtcLue, An. and CI. iii. 7. 
Denunciation, sh. foimal aimounccmcnt, M. for 
M. I. 2. 

Den), I" t, to Tcfusc, R. IT. ii. i ; IMach nr. 4. 
Jiepart, sb. dcjiaiture, 'J’wo tl. v. 4 ; 2 II. VL i, 

I. Deatli, 3 H. VI. 11. i. Z’.i. to part, John, 

II. I ; 'J’lm. of A. i, I. 

Dejiarting, sh. parting, separation, 3 TI. VI. 

H. 6. 

Depend, v.i. to lean, (’ym. It. 4. ^'o be depend- 
ent, I.eai, I. 4 , M ff>r IVl, 111. 2. 'lo impend, 
R. and j. iii. i. To be m suspense, Cym. 
IV. 3. 

Dependant, adj. impending, I’r. and Cr. n 3. 
Depose, v.t to examine upon oath, R IT. i. 3. 
De])ravation, sh. deti action, Tr. and (1. v. 2. 
Deprave, x' t. to vilify, Much Ado, v. 1 , Tim. 
of A. I. 2. 

Dejmve, v.t. to take away, I ucr. 175? ; Ham. 

I. 4. 

Deracinate, v.t. to upioot, extiipate, H. V. v. 2; 
Ti. and Ci. i. 3. 

Dei ned, /./. descended, Two G. v. 2; M. N’s 
Dr 1. 1. 

T)cin, adj. seert t Ter .11. prol. 

Derogate, v i. ic .legiatle oneself, do that vbich 
is dtrogaior), i ^m 11. 1. / /. degraded, dis- 

honoured, Lear, i 4. 

Deiogately, adz'. dejncciatmgly, An. and Cl. 
11. 2 

Descant, sh. the variations upon an air, Two 
G. I. 2. Used fignraiu clj , R. HI. iii. 7. ?•./. 

to sing variaiioii-> tqion an air, Lucr. 1134, R. 

HI. I. I. 

Descending, d> descent, lineage, I’ei. v. 1. 
Descry, sA discovery. '^1 he mam dcst r) stands 
on the hourly thought — the view of tlie mam 
body is houily expci Ud, Lear, iv. 6. 7/ 1 . to 


R. III. I. 2. 

Defy, v.t. to renounce, John, ni. 4 ; Tw. N. 
III. 4. 

Degree, sb. a step, as of a staircase or ladder, J. 
C. II. I ; Cor. II. 2, 

Deject, adj. dejected, Tr. and Cr. 11. 2 ; Ham. 

III. 1. 

Delated, adj. set forth in detail, Ham. i. 2. The 
5 folios read ‘ dilated,’ probably amither form of 
the same word. 

Delation, close delations = secret informations, 
Oth. III. 3. 

Selectable, adj. delightful, R. IT. it. 3. 

-^ehcates, sb. delicacies, 3 H. V'l. li. 3. 

Selighted, adj. framed for delight, M, for M. 

III. I. Delightful, Oth, I. 3 , Cym. v. 4. 

)elve, v.t. to dig, Ham. iii. 4 ; Sonn. LX. 

)elver, sh. a digger, Ham. v i. 

)emean, v.r. to behave, Com. of E. iv. 3 ; v. i. 
)ement, sh. merit, desert. Cor. i. i ; Macb. i\'. 
3 ; ,Oth. I. 2. 

Demise, z).t. to grant, transfer ; as an estate for a 
! term of years, R. III. iv. 4, 
iemurely, adzK soberly, soleinnl)’^, M. of V. ii. 2 ; 
*An. and Cl. iv. 9, 

emuring, pr.p, looking demurely, An. and Cl. 

’ IV. 15. 


dlsco^cr, l^car, iv. 5 ; R, HI. \. 3. 

Deceived adj. ilcsciving, Cor. nr. t. 

Design, z'.t. to decignatc, mark out, prescribe, 
R. II. l. 1 . Ham. I. 1. 

Designnicnt, sh. design, eiitciprise, C'o . v. 6; 
Oih. 11. 1, 

Desire . . . of. This construction occurs In M. N's 
Dr. III. I ; M. of V. r. . i , As You Like it, 

V. 4. 

Desperate, adj. hoM, reckless, R. and J. iir. 4. 
Despised, adj do-^picable, lialeful, R. H. ii. 3. 
Despite, z>.t. to s]iue, vex. Much Ado, ii. 2. sh. 

^pite, malice, 1 vv. N. in. 4 ; Oth. iv. 2 
Detect, xr t. to di -cover, disclose, 3 ii. VI. ii. 2 ; 
R. ID I. 4. 

Determinate, v>.t. to bring to an end, R. II. l. 3. 
A A ended, Sonn. LXX^\^I i determined upon, 
Tw. N. II. I, Decided, H. VIIL it. 4, Oth, 

IV. 2. 

Determination, sh. the coming to an end of a lease, 
Sonn. XIII. 

Determine, r - 1 to pnt an end to, 2 H. IV. iv, 5 ; 
I H. VI. IV. 6, z>.i. to end, come to an end, 

Cor III. 3 ; V. 3; An. and Cl. in. 13. 

Detest, a blunder for ‘piotest,’ Merry Wives, i. 

4: M. for M. II. I. 

Devest, 7 ’.t. to undress, Oth. n. 3. 
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Devote, adj. devoted, Tam. ofS. i. i. 

Devoted, adj. consecrated holy, R. III. i. 2. 
Dewlap, sb. the loose flesh about the throat, M. 
N’s Dr. II. I. 

Dexteriously, adv. dexterously, Tw. N. i. 5. 
Dexterity, sb. swiftness, Ham. l. 2. 

Diablo (Span.), devil, 0th. ll. 3. 

Dialogue, 7/./ to converse, take both parts in a 
conversation, Tun. of A. 11. 2. 

Dian's bud, !>b. perhaps the bul of the Agnus 
Castus or Chaste Tree, M. N’s Dr. iv. i. 
Diaper, sb. a towel, Tani. of S. ind. i.^ 

Dich, said to be a conuption of ‘do it,’ Tim. of 
A. I. 2. 

* Dickon, Dick, R. III. y. 3. 

Diet, sb pi escribed regimen, Two G. ii. i ; Tim. 
of A. IV. 3. v.t to keep strictly, as by a certain 
regimen, Cyni. in. 4 ; All s Well, v 3 
J>iet:r, sh. one wlio administers food 111 sickness, 
Cym. IV. 2. 

DilTerence, sb. a mark of distinction in heraldiy. 
Much Ado, I. I. Variance, .strife, Cor. v. 3 ; 
J. C. I. 2. 

Diflerency, sb. difference, Cor. v. 4. 

Diffidence, sb. distrust, suspicion, John, 1. 1 ; Lear, 
1. 2. 

Diffused, adj. wild, irregular, Merry Wives, 
IV. 4. 

Digressing, /r./. transgressing, R II. v. 3. 
Digression, sb. transgression, Lucr. 202 , L’s L’s 
L I. 2. 

Dig-you-den, give you good even, L’s L’s 

IV. I. 

Dildo, sh. the burden of a song, Wint. T iv. 4. 
Diminutives, sb. the smallest pieces of coin. An. 
and Cl. IV. 12. 

Dint, sb. impression, Ven. and A. 354 ; J. C. 

III. 2. 

Direction, sb. military skill, R. III. v. 3. 
Directitude, a blunler for some word which can- 
not be readily guessed, Cor. iv. 5. 

Directive, adj. capable of being directed, Tr. and 
Cr. I. 3. 

Directly, adv. clearly, undoubtedly, 0th. ii. i ; 
Cym. I. 4 

Disable, v.t. to disparage. As You Like It, iv. i ; 

y. 4. 

Disanimate, v.t. to discourage, i H. VI. iii. i. 
Disappointed, adj. unfurnished, unprepared, Ham. 
^ 5- 

Disaster, v.t. to injure, rum, An. and Cl ii. 7. 
Disbench, v.t. to drive from a seat, Cor ii. 2. 
Disbranch, v.r. to tear away as a branch, Lear, 

IV. 2. 

Discandy, v.i. to thaw, An. and Cl. iii. 13 ; iv. 
12. 

Disease, v.r. to unmask. Temp. v. i ,* Wint. T. 

4- . 

Disceinings, sh. powers of discernment, percep- 
tive faculties, Lear, i. 4. 

Dis-'haige, v.t. to perform, as an actor his part, 
M. N's Dr. i. 2 ; Cor. 111. 2. sb. performance, 
Temp. II. I. 

Discipled, p.p. taught, trained, All’s Well, i. 2. 
Disclaim m, to di-^own, Lear, 11. 2. 

Disclose, v.t. to hatch, Ham. v. i. sb. the chip- 
ping of the shell. Ham. iii i. 

Discomfit, sb. discomfiture, discouragement, 2 H. 
VI. v. 2. 

Discomfortable, adj. having no word of comfort, 
R. 11 . III. 2. 


Discommend, v.t. to disapprove, Lear, ii. 2. 
Discontent, sb. a malcontent, i H. IV. v. i ; An. 
and Cl. i. 4. 

Discontenting, adj. discontented, Wint. 'J'. iv. 4. 
Discourse, sb. reasoning, Tw. N. iv. 3 ; Tr. and 
Cr. II. 3. Discourse of reason = the reasoning 
faculty, the power of arguing from premises to 
conclusion, Ham. 1. 2. 

Discover, v.t. to reveal, disclose, Tw. N. ii. 5 ; 
R. and J. iii. i. 

Discoveier, sb. a scout, 2 H. IV. iv. i. 

Discovery, sb. reconnoitring, the leport of scouts, 
Macb. V. 4 ; Lear, v. i. 

Disdained, adj. disdainful, i H. IV. i. 3. 

Disease, sb. trouble, disorder, Lear, i. i. 

Disedge, z>.t. to take off the edge of appetite, Cym. 
HI. 4. 

Disgracions, adj. wanting grace, unpleasing, R 

III. III. 7 ; IV. 4. 

Dishabited, /./. dislodged, John, ii. i. 

Dishonest, adj. unchaste, Tw. N. i. 5 ; H. V. i. 2. 
Dishonesty, -^b. unchastity. Merry Wives, iv. 2. 
Dishonoured, adj. dishonourable. Lor. in. i. 
Disjoint p.p. disjointed, out of joint. Ham. 1. 2. 
Dislike, v.t to displease, R. and J. 11. 2 ; 0th. 
II 3- 

Disliken, v.t. to disguise, Wint. T. iv. 4. 

Dislimn, v.t. to efface, obliterate, An. and Cl. 

IV. 4. 

Dismay, 77. z. to be filled vith dismay, i H. VI. 

III. 3. 

Disme, sb. a tenth, Tr. and Cr. ii. i. 

Disnatured, adj. unnatural, Lear, i. 4. 

Disorbed, p.p. thrown out of its orbit or .sphere, 
Tr and Cr. n. 2. 

Dispark, v.t. to destroy the enclosures of a park, 
R II. III. I. 

Dispatched, p.p. deprived, bereaved, Ham. i. 5. 
Dispiteous, adj. pitiless, John, iv. i. 

Disponge, v t. to squeeze out as if from a sponge, 
An. and Cl. iv. 9. 

Dispose, sb. disposal. Two G. ii. 7; John, i. : 
Disposition, 'I'r. and Cr. ii. 3 , 0th. 1. 3. v.i 
to arrange, make terms, An. and Cl. iv. X4. 
Disposed, adj. in the humour for mirth, L’s L’s 
L. II. i ; V 2 ; Tw. N. ii. 3. 

Disposer, sb. manager, Tr. and Cr, iii. i. Or it 
may be one who disposes or inclines others to 
mirth. 

Disposition, sh. settlement, maintenance, 0th. 
3 - , , 

Dispraisingly, adv. disparagingly, 0th. 111. 3. 
Disproperty, 7/.t. to take away, Cor. ii. i. 
Dispursed, disbursed, 2 H. VI. iii. i. 
Disputable, disputatious, As You Like It, 
II. 5. 

Dispute, z^.t. to discuss, reason upon, Wint. T. 

IV. 4 ; Macb. iv. 3. 

Disquantity, z\t. to diminish, Lear, i. 4. 

Disseat, z\t. to unseat, dethrone, Macb, v, 3. 
Dissemble, z\r. to disguise oneself, Tw. N. iv. r. 
Dissembly, blunder for ‘ assembly,’ Much Ado, 
IV. 2. 

Dissolution, sb. melting, Wint. T. iii. 5 ; Lucr. 
355- 

Distain, v.t. to stain, defile, R. III. v, 3 ; Tr. and 
Cr. I. 3. 

Distance, sb. hostility, variance, Macb. iii. i. 
Distaste, z^.t. to be distasteful, Oth. iii. 3. v.t. 
to make distasteful, Tr. and Cr. ii. 3. To 
loathe, Tr. and Cr. 11. 2. 
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Distasteful, adj, repulsive, Tim. of A. ii. 2. 
Distemper, sb. disturbance of mind, H. V. 11, 2 . 

II am. 11. 2. xy.t. to disturb, T\v. N. 11. i. 
Disternperature, disorder of body, Com of E. 
V. I. Disturbance of mind, Pci. w i ; M. N’s 
Dr. II. I ; R. and J. ji. 3. Discomposed appeal - 
ance, ill. IV. \. i. 

Distempered, / /. disturbed, John, iii. 4. Ill- 
humoured, discomposed, John, iv. 3 ; Temp. 

IV. I. 

Distilled, /./. melted, Ham. i. 2, 

Distilmcnr, distill ition, 1 bun 1.5. 

Distinctly, mh'. sejvirately, prominently, Temp. 

I. 2 ; Cor. III. I ; iv. 3. 

Disiingmshmcnt, sh, distinction, Wint. T. ii. i. 
Distractions, sb, divisions, detachments, An. and 
Cl. HI. 7. 

Distiain, vA. to seize, take possession of, R. II. 

II. 3; I H. vr. I. 3. 

Distraught, adj. distracted, mad, R. III. iii. 5 ; 
R. and J. IV 3, 

Distressful, adj. gained by misery and toil, H. 

V. IV. I. 

Disvaltie, 7 '.t. to depreciate, iM. for I\I. v. i. 
Disvoiuh, v.t. to contradict, M. for i\I iv. 4. 
Dive-dapper, sb. a didapi^cr, dab-cluck, ^ en. and 
A. 86. 

Diverted, p.j>. turned from its natural course, As 
You Like It, II. 3. 

Dividable, adj. separated, divided, Tr. and Cr. 

I. 3- 

Dividant, adj. sepaiate, diflereut, Tim. of A. 


IV. 3. 

Division, sb. variation, i H. IV. iii. i ; R. . nd J. 
III. 5 - 

Divorcement, sh. divorce, 0th, iv. 2. 
Divulged,/./, published, pioclaimcd, T\v. N. i 
5. Well divulged = of good repute. 

Dizzy, adj. causing di/ziness, Lear, iv. 6. 
Dizzy-eyed, adj. blinded as if by giddiness, i H. 
VI. IV. 7. 

Do, in the phrases, do him dead = put him to dsath, 
3 H, VI. 1. 4. Do to death = put to death, 
Much Ado, V. 3; 2 H. VT. lit. 2. Do me 
right=give me satisfaction, by fighting, Mud- 
Ado, V. I ; or drinking 2 H. IV”. v. 3 bee 
Oth. II. 3. Could not du \vith.il= could not 
help It, M, of V. III. 4. 

Document, sb. precept, in-itructlon. Ham. iv. 5. 
Doff, zc/. to put off, Tam. of S. 11 1. 2 ; John, 

III. I. 

Dog-apes, sb. male apes, As You lake It, 11. s. 
T)og-fox, sb. a male fox, Tr. and Cr. v. 4. 

Dogged, adj. cruel, unfeeling, John, iv. i; iv 
3 ; 2 H. VI. III. t. 

|Doit, sb, the German deu/, the smallest piece of 
money, a half- farthing, Temp, ii- 2 ; M. of V'. 

3- 

Dole, sb. grief, Ham. i. 2. Distribution, 2 H. 

IV. I. I. Portion, Wint. 1'. i. 2. 

Don, z^.t. to put on, Ham. iv. 5 ; An. and Cl. 
I II. I. 

fDoomed,/./. decided, Cym. v. 5. 

|Dotant, sb. dotard, Cor. v. 2. 
iDoiible-fatal, adj. fatal in two wavs; the leaves 
E of the yew being poisonous, and the wood used 
for bows as instruments of death, R. II. in. 2. 
||Poubt, sb. fear, apprehension, 3 H. VI. iv. 8. 
pDout, v.t. to put out, extinguish, H. V. iv. 2 : 
^Ham. IV. 7, 

imiiwlas, sb. coarse linen, i H. IV. iii, 3. 


Dow'le, sb. a small paiticle of plumage, down, 
T< mp. III. 3. 

Down-gv'cd, aaj. hangingdow’n about the ankles 
like fetters, Ham. 11. i. 

Down-ioping, adj. dripping, like the discharge 
from the e3'es and no-'liils, H. V. i\. 2. 

Diat), sh. a sirumpei, Ham. 11. 2. 

Dr.ibbing, sb. haunting loicse women, Ham. li. i 
Draff, sb. refuse, dregs, Merry Wives, iv. 2 ; i 
H. IV. IV. 2. 

Di aught, sh a j.xkes, privj’, Tr. and Cr. v. i ; 
Tini. of A V. I. 

Diavv, v.i. to undiaw, draw aside, M. nf V. n. 9 ; 

'Iwc N I. 5 lo withdraw'', 2 H. IV. ii. i. 
Draw dryfoot. To draw drj foot is to track gamiT 
bj' the scent, Com. of K. iv. 2. 

Dr.awcr, sb. .1 tapster, waiter, Mcny Wives, ll. 

2 ; I H. IV. II 4. 

Dr.iwn, /./ having the s\\ 01 d drawn, Temp. ii. 

1 ; M. N’s Dr. 111. 2. Diawai of heaviness = 
emptied by soriow, Cjari. v. 4. 

Di awn fox, a hunted fox, and therefore full of 
cunning, i H. IV. iii. 3. 

Dicadfull}', adv. W'lih dread or apprehension, 
M for M. IV. 2 

Dress, V t. to pieparc, make ready, H. V. iv. i ; 
I'r and Cr. i. 3. 

Dnhblmg, adj. used of an arrow weakly shot, 
not aimed point blank, M. for M. I. 3. 

Diivc, v.t lo lush impetuously, Tit. And. 11. 3. 
Drolleij'^, sb. a pujifwt - show, ’I'cnip. in. 3. A 
, humorous jiau nug, 2 H. IV. ll. i. 

Droplet, sb. a hiiii drop, tear, Tim of A. v. 4. 
Diouth, sb. ‘hirst, Vcu. and A 544 ; Per. m. prol. 
Dioviei, sh. diovcr, INliich Ado, n. i. 

Diowse, 7./. to guAv drowsy, ill, IV. ili. 2. 
Drugs, sb drudges, I'mi of A. iv. 3. 

Drum. John Drum’s euteriairiment is a good 
beating, All’s W ell, lii, 6. 

Drumble, to be sluggish or awkward, Merry 
I Waives, 111. 3. 

I Dr)', adj ihirstv, Temp. i. 2 ; I'am, of S. v. 2. 
i Dry-beat, v.t to thrush, cudgel, L's L’s L. v. 2 ; 
i R. and J, in. i ; iv. 5. 

Ducdanie, the burden of a song, which is prob- 
ably imeiitional nonsense, As You Like It, 
II. 5- 

Dudgeon, si the handle of a dagger, Macb. n. i. 
Dm’, v.t. to cndtie, i H. VI. iv. 7. 

Duello, sb. the duelling code, L’s L’s L. i. 2 ; Tw' 

N, in. 4. 

Dull, adj. lending to produce dulness, soothing, 

2 H. IV. u. 5. 

Dullard, sb. a stupid, insensible person, Lear, n. 

; I ; Cyin. v. 5. 

' Dumbed, / /. snenced, An. and Cl. 1. 5. 

I Dump, sb. a melancholy strain, 'Pwo G. iil. 2 , 
Lucr. 1127. 

Dump^, sb. low spirits, melancholy, Much Ado, 
:i. 3 ; R. and J. iv. 5. 

Dun, sb. a dun horse. In R. ..nd J. i. 4 there is 
an allusion to a rustic game, ‘dun's in the 
mire,’ in which a log of wood represented a 
horse in the mire, which had to be dragged out 
by the company. 

, Dun’s the mouse, a proverbial expression, the 
1 meaning of which is lost, R. and J. i. 4. 

I Dup, v.t. to do ope, open, Ham. iv. 5. 

{ Durance, sb. imprisonment, M. for M. 111. i ; 
Tw. N. V. I. A suit of durance is a prison 
dress, Com. of E. iv. 3 ; i H. IV. 1. a. 



6I2 


GLOSSARY 


Dusty, 'dusty death,' in which the body returns 
to dust, Macb. v. 5. 

Each, at, each joined to the other, end to end, 
Lear, iv. 6. 

Eager, adj. sour, acid, Ham. 1. 5 ; Sonn. cxvin. 
Ean, vJ. to >ean, bring forth young ; used of 
ewes, 3 H. VI. ir. 5. 

Eaning time, sb. the time for ew'es to yean or 
bring forth their young, M. of V. 1. 3 ; Per. 
in 4. 

Eanhng, sb. a young lamb, M. of V. i. 3. 

Ear, v.t. to plough, till, All’s Well, i. 3 ; R. II. 

III. 2 ; An. and Cl. 1. 4. 

'Earing, sb. ploughing. An. and Cl. i. 2. 

Earthed, buried, Temp. II. i. 

Easy, adj. slight, inconsiderable, 2 H. IV. v. 2 ; 
2 H. VI. in. I. 

Eche, v.t. to eke out, Per. in. prol. 

Ecstasy, sb. mental disturbance, produced bj’ joy, 
grief, or fear, M. of V. iii. 2 , Temp. iii. 3 ; 
Much Ado, II. 3 ; Macb. iii. 2 ; Ham. iii. i. 
Effect, jA the accomplishment ofa purpose, Macb. 

I. 5 ; Ham. iii. 4. Purport, As You Like It, 
rv. 3 ; John, iv. i. 

EflFectually, adv. actually, in effect, Sonn. cxiii. 
Effuse, ib. effusion, 3 H. VI. 11. 6. v.t. to 
shed, I H. VI. Y. 4. 

Eftest, adj. readiest, Much Ado, iv. 2. 

Eftsoons, adzf. immediately, Per. v. i. 

Egal, ndj. equal, Tit. And. iv. 4. 

Egally, adv. equally, R. III. iii. 7. 

Eggs. Will you take eggs for money = will you 
be imposed upon? Wint. T. i. 2. 

Eglantine, sb. the sweetbrier, INI. N’s Dr. ii. i ; 
Cym. IV. 2. 

Egma, blunder for ' enigma,' L’s L’s L. in. i. 
Eisel, sb. vinegar, Sonn. cxi. ; Ham. v. i. 
Eke,<ti/z/. also, Merry Wives, 1. 3 ; ii. 3 ; M. N’s 
Dr. III. I. 

Elbow, v.t. to stand by the elbow, keep close to, 
Lear, iv. 3. 

Eld, sb. old age, Merry Wives, iv. 4 ; M. for M. 

in. I. 

Elect, adj\ chosen, H. VIII. n. 4. 

Element, sb. the sky, Twc N. i. i ; H. V. iv. i ; 

J. C. 1. 3. 

Elf, v.t. to entangle, mat together, Lear, n. 3. 

sb. a fairy, M. N’s Dr. v. i ; I'emp. v. i. 
Elflocks, sb. hair matted together ; supposed to 
be the work of fairies, R. and J. i. 4. 
Elvish-marked, adj. marked by fmries, R. III. 

3 - ... 

EmbalHng, sh. the being invested with the ball 
and sceptre at coronation, H. VII 1 . ii. 3. 
Embarquements, sb. hindrances, restraints, Cor. 
I. la 

Embassade, si. embassy, 3 H. VI. iv. 3. 
Embassage, sb. embassy, message, Much Ado, 
I. I ; R. II. III. 4. 

Embattle, v.i. to form in order of battle, An. and 
Cl. IV. 9. 

Embattled, /./. arrayed, Merry Wives, ii. 2; 

John, iv. 2 ; H. V. iv. 2. 

Embayed,/./, land-locked, 0 th. ii. i. 

Emblaze, v.t. to blazon, proclaim, 2 H. VI. iv. 10. 
Emboss, v.t. to drive to extremities, hunt down. 
All’s Well, in. 6. 

Embossed, adj. foaming at the mouth, Tam. of 
S, ind. I ; An. and Cl. iv. 13. Swollen, 
prominent, As You Like It. 11. 7. 


Einbowelled, /./. emptied, exhausted, All's Well, 

I- 3 - 

Embracemcnt, sh. embrace, Com. of E. i. i ; R. 
III. II. I. 

Embrasure, sb. embrace, Tr. and Cr. iv. 4. 
Embrewed, /./ bathed in blood, I’n. And. ii. 3. 
Eminence, piesent him eminence = treat him 
with distinction, Macb. in. 2. 

Emmanuel, formerly w'ritten at the head of letters 
and deeds, 2 H. VI. iv. 2. 

Emmew, xi.t. to mew up, keep under, M. for M. 

HI. I. A doubtful word. 

Empale, v.t. to encircle, Tr. and Cr. v. 7. 
Empery, sb. empire, dominion, H. V. i. 2 ; R. 
III. in. 7. 

Emperial, blunder for ‘ emperor,’ Tit. And. iv. 3 ; 

and ‘imperial,’ Tit. And. iv. 4. 

Empiricutic, adj. empirical, quackish, Cor. ii. t. 
ICmpoison, x).t. to poison, Much Ado, in. i ; Cor. 

V. 6. 

Emulate, adj. jealous, envious, Ham. 1. 1. 
Emulation, sb. jealous riviilry, J. C. ii. 3 ; Tr. 
and Cr. n. 2. 

Emulous, adj. envious, Tr. and Cr. ii. 3. 

J'.nact, sb. action, Tit, And. iv. 2. 

Enacturc, sb. enactment, performance, Ham. 
in. 2. 

Encave, 7 i.r. to hide oneself, 0 th. iv i. 
Enchaniingly adz>. as if by enchantment. As You 
Like It, I. I. 

Encompassment, sb. circumvention, Ham. n. i. 
Encounters, sb. encounterers, combatants, L’s L’s 

L. V. 2. 

Encumbered, /./, folded. Ham. i. 5. 

End, 7 '.t. to get in the harvest. A corruption of 
‘in,’ Cor. V. 6. sb. still an end = continually, 
Com. of E. IV. 4. I’here an end = there is no 
more to say. Two G. 1. 3 ; R, II. v. t . 
Endamage, tcA to damage, Two G. 11. 3 ; 2 H. 

VI. II. I. 

Endamagement, sb. damage, John. ii. 1. 

Endart, 7 >.t. to dart, R. and J. i. 3. 

Endeared, /./. bound, indebted, 2 H. IV. u. 3 ; 
Tim. of A. :. 2 ; iii. 2. 

Ends, sb, fragments, Much Ado, i. i ; R. III. 
1- 3- 

Enfeoff, v.r. to give as a fief, or in fee simple, i 

H. IV. III. 2. 

Enforce, v.t. to urge, press hard, Cor. iii. 3 ; J 
C. IV. 3. To lay stress upon. Cor. ii. 3 ; J. C. 
HI. 2 . 

Enforcedly, adr/. by constraint, Tim. of A. iv. 3. 
ICnforcement, sb. constraint, As You Like It, ii. 

7. Violation, Leer. 1623 ; R. III. iii. 7. 
Enfranched, /./. enfranchised, An. and Cl. 
HI. 13. 

Enfreedoming, /?-./. setting at liberty, L’s L’s L. 
III. I. 

Engaged, /./. left as a hostage, i H. IV. iv. 3 ; 
V. 2. Pledged, Tim. of A. ii. 2. Bound, en- 
tangled, Ham. III. 3. 

Engaol, v.t. to imprison, R. II. i. 3. 

Engine, sb. a machine of war, Tr. and Cr. n. 3 : 
Cor. V. 4 ; 0 th. iii. 3, An instrument of tor - 1 
ture, Lear, i. 4. \ 

Enginer, sb. engineer, Ham. iii. 4 ; Tr. and Ci < 
II. 3 - 

Englut, v.t. to swallow up, H. V. iv. 3; 0th. 

I. 3. . 

Engraffed, /./. firmly fixed, closely attached, j 

Lear, i. 1 ; 2 H. IV. ii. 6. | 
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Engross, v,t, to make gross, fatten, R. III. iir. 7. 
Engrossment, sb. accumulation, 2 H. IV. iv. 5. 
Enguard, v.t. to guard, protect, Lear, l. 4. 
Enkindle, v.t. to incite, Macb. i 3. 

Enlard, v.t. to fatten, Tr. and Cr. 11. 3. 

Enlaige, v.t. to set at liberty, Tw. N. v. i ; H. V. 
11. 2. 

Enlargement, sh. liberty, release from imprison- 
ment, L’s J^’s L. III. I ; C yin. ii. 3. 

Enmesh, x'.t. to ensnare. 0th. ii. 3. 

Enormous, adj. irregular, monstrous, Lear, ii. 2. 
Enow, adj enough ; used as a plural, M. of V. 
HI. 5 ; H. V. IV. i. 

En patron, v.t. to be a patron to, patronise. 
Lover’s Coinpl. 224. 

Enpierced, /./. pierced, R. and J. 1. 4. 

Enrank, v.t. to place in older, 1 H. VI. i. i. 
Plnrapt,/./. inspired, li. and C r. v. 3. 

Enridged, /./. lying in lulges, Lear, iv. 6. 
Enronnd, v.t. to enciicle, Ji. V. iv chor 
Ensconce, v.t. to hide, shelter, Merry Wives, n. 
2 ; III. 3 ; Lucr. 1515. 

Eiiseamed, adj. defiled, filthy, Ifam iir. 4. See 
Seam. To enseam a hawk was to purge it of 
grease. 

Ensear, v.t. to dry up, Tim. of A. iv. 3. 

Enshield, adj. enshielded, protected, M. for M. 
II. 4. 

Entame, v.t. to tame, subdue, As You Like It, 

Entertain, v.t. to take into one’s service, engage. 
Two G. II. 4 ; Merry Wives, i. 3 ; Much Ado, 
1. 3. sb. entertauuueut, Per. i. i. 
Entertainment, sb. service, Cor. iv. 3 ; A’7s Well, 
HI. 6 ; IV. I. Strain his cutcrlainmc ' piess 
bis engagement in the service, Oih. 1 3 

Entitled, p.p. having a title or claim, i., •> L's L. 
V. 2 , Sonn. XXXVII. 

Entreat, v.t, to treat, Tr. and Cr. iv, 4 ; R. III. 
4- 

Entreatrnents, sb. invitations, solicitations, Ham. 



Envious, adj. malicious, spiteful, M. of V. ill. c ; 
R. and J. iii. i. 

Enviously, ad 7 ’. spitefully, Harn. nc p. 

Envy, sb. mahee, spite, Ivinp j. 2 . ; M. of V. iv. 
I. Fame and envy ~ envied or hated fame, 
Cor. I. 8. v.i. to be envious, show malice, 
John, HI. 4; H. VIIL V. 3; Cor. 111. 3. 
Enwheel, v.t. to encompass. Oth. ii. i. 

Ephesian, a boon companion. Merry Wives, iv. 
5 ; 2 H. IV. 11. 2. 

Epileptic, adj. pale with fright and distorted with 
attempting to laugh, like the face of one m a fit 
of epilepsy, Lear, ii. 2. 

Epithet, sb. expression, phrase, Much Ado, v. 2 , 
L’s L’s L. IV. 2 ; Oth. i. i. 

Epitheton = epithet, L’s 1/s L. i. 2, 

Equal, v.t. and v.i. to match, 3 II. VI. v. 5 ; 2 H. 

IV. I. 3. adj. just, impartial, L's L’s L. iv. 3; 

Equalness, sb. equality, partnership, An. and Cl. 

V. I. 

Ercles, Hercules, M. N's Dr. i. 2 

Erection, blunder for ‘direction,* Merry Wives, 

_ in. 5. 

Erewhile, adv. a short time since, M. N’s Dr. in. 

2 ; As You Like It, n. 4. 

Eringoes, sb. the roots of the sea-holly ; supposed 
to be a provocative, Merry Wives, v. 5. 


Errant, adj. deviating, Tr. and Cr. i. 3. 

Erring, adj. wandering, roving. As You Like It, 
HI. 2 ; Ham. i. 1 ; Oth. i. 3. 

Erst, adv. formerly. As You Like It, iir. 5 ; H. 
V. V. 2. 

Escape, sb. a freak, wanton act, Tit. And. iv. 2 : 
Oth. I. 3. 

Escapen, escape, Per, 11. prol. 

Eschew, v.t. to avoid, Merry Wives, v. 5. 

Escot, V t. to pay for, Ham. ii, 2. 

Espeiance, sb. hope, 'IV. and Cr. v. 2 ; Lear, 

IV. I. 

Espial, sh. spy, i H. VI. i. 4 ; iv. 3 ; Ham. iii. i. 
Essuy, sh. proof, tii.d, Lear, 1, 2; Sonn. cx. 
Estate, sb. rank, dignity, Ham. iii. 2 ; v. 
Macb. I. 4 ; R. HI. m. 7. v.t. to settle, be- 
stow, Temp. IV. I ; As You Like It, v. 2, 
Esteem, ^b. estimation, Sonn. cxxvii. Tr. 
and Cr. iii. 3, Our esteem = what we are 
woith. All's Well, V. 3. 

Estimable, adj. valu.ible, M. of V. i. 3, Estim- 
able w'onder = adnuration affecting the judge- 
ment, 'I'w. N. II. T. 

Estimate, sh. the rate at which anything is valued. 
Cor. III. 3. 

Estimation, sb. conjecture, i FI. IV. i 3. 
Estndge, sb. ostrich, 1 H. IV. iv. i ; An. and Cl. 
III. 13- 

Eternal, adj perhaps for ‘infernal,’ J. C. 1. 2 ; 

Ham. I. 5 , V. 2 ; t)th. iv. 2. 

Eterne, adj eternal, Ma«h. in. 2; Ham. H. 2. 
Elerni/c, v i *0 irnmoitahse, 2 H. VI. v 3. 

Even, v.t. to c\^n o’er = to pass smoothly over in 
his incmoiy, Lcai, iv. 7. To erpial, keep up 
with, All’s Well, i, 3 ; Cym. iii. 4. adv. to go 
even — to agree, 'Iw. N. v. i , C>ni. i, 4. adj\ 
vtialglitf /rA.ud, Ham. ii. 2. sb. the plain 
tiutli, 11 . \ . li I. 

Evened,/./ made equal, quits, Oth. 11. 1. 

Isven Christian, fellow -Chnsuau, Ham v, l. 
EveiJ-pleaebed, /./. smoothly interwuied, FI. V. 

V. 2. 

IZvcr, ad?', not ever=not always, H. VIII. v. x. 
J^ver among, a^~ f' a ' u 'h , ? H. IV. v. 3. 

Evil, sb. the ■ 1. .4’' <“'!•, '• i lula, Macb. iv, 3. 
A priv}, jabe* , M. I •; M !i 2; H. VIII. 11. 
I. Comp. V kings x. 27. 

]ivil-e>ed, adj\ malignant in aspect, Cym. l. i. 
Evilaie, ?’.t. to avoid, Merry \Vi\es, 5. 
Examine, ?>.t. to question, doubt, All’s Well, 
III. 5 - 

F.xample, ?'.t. to illu'itratc by example, L’s L’s 

L. I. 2 ; HI. I ; H. V. :. 2. 

Exasperate,/./, exasperated, Macb. Hi. 6; Tr. 

and Cr. v. i. 

F2\eeed, v.i. to be of surpassing excellence, Much 
Ado, III 4 ; Per. ii. 3 

Except, ‘ except before excepted' is a common 
ph’-ase in old leases. Tw, N. i. 3. 

Exclaim, sb. exclamation, outcry, Tr. and Cr. 
V. 3: R. II. I. 2. 

Excrement, anything which grow’s out of the 
body, as hair, nails^ etc. Used of the hair, 
Ham. HI 4 , Com. of E. ii, 2. Of the beard, 

M. of V. HI. ? , Wint, T. iv. 2. Of the mous- 
tache, L’s L’s L. V. I. 

Executor, sb executioner, H. V. i, 2. 

Exempt, adj. separated, remote from, Com. of 
E. II. 2 ; As You Like It, n, i. v.t. to take 
away from, remove, All’s Well, ii. i ; H, VIII. 
1. 2. 



6i4 


GLOSSARY 


Exequies, sb. funeral ceremonies, i H. VI. in. 2. 
Exercise, sb. a jeligious service, Wint. T. in. 2; 

R. III. in. 2 ; III. 7 ; Oth. in. 4. 

Exhalation, sb. a meteor, John, ni. 4 ; i H. IV. 
n. 4 ; J. C. n. i. 

Exhale, v.t. to draw out, R. III. i. 2 , R. and J. 
in. 5 ; I H. IV. V. i. 

Exhaust, v.t. to draw out, Tim. of A. iv. 3. 
Exhibition, sb. an allowance, pension, I'wo G. 

I. 3 ; Lear, i. 2 ; Oth. i. 3. Blunder for ‘ com- 
mission,’ Much Ado, IV. 2. 

Exigent, sb. exigence, critical moment, J. C. v. 

1 ; An. and Cl. iv. 14. End, 1 H. VI. n. 5. 
Exion, blunder for ‘action,’ 2 H. IV. ii. 1. 
Exerciser, sb. a conjurer who raises spirits, Cym. 
IV. 2. 

Exorcism, sb. conjuration for raising spirits, 2 H. 
VI. 1. 4. 

Exorcist, sb. a conjurer who raises spirits, All’s 
Well, V. 3 ; J. C. 11. I. 

Expect, sb. expectation, Tr. and Cr. i. 3. v.t. 

to await, M. of V. v. i ; An. and Cl. iv. 4. 
Expectance, sb. expectation, 'J'r. and Cr. iv. 5. 
Expedience, sb. haste, speed, R. II. n. i ; H. V. 
IV. 3. Expedition, i H. IV. 1. t ; An. and Cl. 

I. 2. 

Expedient, ndj. expeditious, speedy, John, ii. 1 ; 

IV. 2 ; R. III. I. 2. 

Expediently, adv. quickly. As You Like It, 

III. I. 

Expense, sb. expenditure, spending, Lear, ii. i ; 

Merry Wives, 11. 2. Hence, loss, Sonn. xxx. 
Expiate, v.t. to bring to an end, Sonn. xxii. 

p.p. terminated, R. III. iii. 3. 

Expire, v.t. to bring to an end, R. and J. 1. 4. 
Exploit, sb. action, military service, All’s Well, 
I. 2 ; IV. I. 

Expostulate, v.t. to expound, discuss in detail, 
Two G. III. I ; Ham. ii. 2. 

Expostulation, sb. friendly discussion, Tr. and 
Cr. IV. 4. 

Exposiure, sb. exposure. Cor. iv. i. 

Express, v.t. to give exprewon to, utter, Wint. 
T. HI. 2. v.r. to reveal oneself, make oneself 
known, Tw. N. ii. i. adj. expressive, perfect. 
Ham. II. 2. 

Expressive, adj. communicative, All's Well, ii. i. 
Expressly, adi>. distinctly, perfectly, Lucr. 1397 ; 
Tr. and Cr. iii. 3. 

Expressure, sb. expression, Tr. and Cr. iii. 3 , 
Tw. N. 11. 3. Impression, trace, Merry Wives, 

V. 5. 

Expulsed, p.p. expelled, i H. VI. iii. 3. 
Exsufflicate, adj. inflated ; and so, empty, insub- 
stantial, Oth. III. 3. 

Extant, adj. existing, present, Tr. and Cr. iv. 5. 
Extend, v.t. to seize upon. An. and Cl. i, 2. To 
show as a favour, All’s Well, iir. 6. 

Extent, sb. seizure. As You Like It, iii. i. Vio- 
lent attack, Tw. N. iv. i. Condescension, 
favour. Ham. ii. 2. Display, Tit. And. iv. 4. 
Extenuate, v.t. to mitigate, weaken the force of, 
M. N’s Dr. I. I. To depreciate, J. C. iii. 2. 
Exteriorly, adv. externally, John, iv. 2. 
Extermiued, /./. exterminated, As You Like It, 
III. 5 - 

Extern^ adj. external, Oth. i. i. Used as a sub- 
stantive, Sonn. exxv. 

Extinct,/./, extinguished, R. II. i. 3; Ham. 
Extincted, p.p. extinguished, Oth. ii. i. 


Extincture, sb. extinction, Lover’s Compl. 294. 
Extirp, v.t. to extirpate, uproot, M. for M. ill. a ; 

I H. VI. HI. 3. 

Extolment, sb. praise, Ham. v. 2. 

Extracting, adj. distracting, drawing everything 
else away with it, absorbing, Tw. N. v. i. 
Extraught, /./. extracted, derived, 3 H. VI. 

H. 2. 

Extravagancy, sb. vagrancy, aimless wandering, 
Tw. N. II. I. 

Extravagant, adj. wandering, vagrant, Ham. 1. 

I ; Oth. I, 1. 

Extremes, sb. extravagancies, whether of action 
or passion, excesses, John, iv. i; v. 7; 'J’lt. 
And. III. I ; Wint. T. iv. 4. Extremities, R. 
and J. IV. I. 

Extremity, sb. the utmost of anything, whethei 
of calamity, seventy, or folly. Ham. ii. 2 ; R. 
III. I. I ; J. C. II. I , Merry Wives, iv. 2. 

Eyas, sb. a nestling, a young hawk just taken 
from the nest, Ham. 11. 2. 

Eyas-musket, ib. the young male of the sparrow- 
hawk, Merry Wives, 11 1. 3. 

Eye, sb. a shade of colour, Temp. 11. i, v.i. to 
appear, look, An. and Cl. i. 3. 

Eyne, sb. eyes, L’s L’s L. v, 2 ; M. N’s Dr. i. i. 

Facf, v.t. to repair a garment with new facings, 

I H. IV. IV. I. To oppose with effrontery, 
bully, Tam. of S. iv. 3 ; v. i. To face me out 
of my wits = to make me out of my wits by 
sheei impudence, Tw. N. iv. 2. 'I'o fate me 
out of his acquaintance = impudently to pre- 
tend not to know me, Tw. N. v. 1. See II. V. 
HI. 7. To face it with a card of ten (Tam. of 
S. H. i) is a term at primero, which seems to 
mean to stand boldly upon a ten, with the risk 
of the adversary having a higher card. v.t. to 
act with effrontery, 2 H. VI. v. 3. 

Facinenous, adj. facinorous, wicked. All’s Well, 

H. 3. 

Fact, sb. a deed ; used in a bad sense. Macb. iii. 
6 ; I H. VI. IV. I. Those of your fact = those 
who have done as you have done, Wint. T. 
HI. 2. 

Factionary, adj. taking part in a quarrel, Cor. 
v. 2. 

Factious, adj. active in a quarrel, R. III. i. 3 ; 
J. C. I. 3. 

Factor, sb. agent, i H. IV. in. 2 : R. III. iii. 7. 
1 ' acuity, sb. power, ability, All’s Well, i. 3; 
Macb. I. 7 : Ham. ii. 2. Quality, essential 
nature, H. V. i. i ; J. C. i. 3. 

Fadge, v.i. to turn out, succeed, L’s L’s L. v. i , 
Tw. N. 11. 2. 

Fading, sb. the burden of a song, Wint. T. iv. 4 
Fail, sb. failure, Wint. T. 11. 3 ; v. i ; Cym. 

HI. 4. 

Fain, adj. glad, pleased, 2 H. VI. ii. i. Obliged, 
2 H. IV. H. I ; Lear, iv. 7. adv. gladly, Temp. 

I. I ; As You Like It, i. 2 ; Oth. iv. i. 

Fair, sb. fairness, beauty, Ven, and A. 1083, 1086 ; 
M. N’s Dr. I. I ; As You Like It, hi. 2. v.t. to 
make beautiful, Sonn. cxxvii. 

Fair-betrothed, honourably contracted. Per. 

3 - 

Fairing, sb. anything bought at a fair, L’s L's L 
v. 2. 

Fairy, sb. an enchantress, An. and Cl. iv. 8. 
Faithed, p.p. credited, Lear, ii. i. 

Faithless, adj. unbelieving, M. of V. 11. 4. 
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Faitor, sb. evil-doer, 2 H. IV. 11. 4. 

Fall, sb. a cadence in music, T\v. N. i. i. At 
fall == at ebb. Tun. of A. ii. 2. v.t, to fall away, 
diminish, H. V. v. 2. To be let fall, brought 
forth, John, iii. i ; M. of V. i. 3. v.t. to let 
fall, Temp. ii. i ; 'I'r. and Cr. 1. 3. 

Fall away, 7/. 7. to desert, An. and Cl. iv. 6 ; H. 
VIII. n. I. 

Fallen off, /./. revolted, Cym. in. 7. 

Fallmg-from, sb. desertion. Tun. of A. iv. 3. 
Fallow, adj. yellowish brown. Merry Wives, 1. i. 
False, v. 7 \ to perjure onesdf, be untrue, Cym. 
11. 3. sb. falsehood, M. for M. 11. 4 ; Tr. and 
Cr. in. 2. 

Falsing, pr.p. deceptive, Com. of E. ii. 2. 

Fame, v.t. to make famous, Sonn. lxxxiv. 
Familiar, sb. an attendant spirit, L’s L’s L. 1. 2 ; 

1 H. VI. in. 2. 

Famoused, p.p. renowned, Sonn. xxv. 

Fan, v.t. to winnow, test, Cym. i. 6. 

Fancy, sb. love, M. N’s Dr. 1. r ; Tvv. N 1. 1. 
v.t and v.i. to love. Two G. in. i ; Tw. N. 11. 
5 : Tr. and Cr. v. 2. 

Fancy-free, adj. free from the pow'er of love, M. 
N’s Dr. 11. 1. 

Fancy-monger, sb. one who deals in love. As You 
Like It, 111. 2. 

Fancy-sick, adj. love-sick, M. N’.s Dr. in. 2. 
Fang, %Kt. to seize, Tim. of A. iv. 3. 

Fangled, adj. given to novel fancies, Cym. v. 4. 
Fantastic, adj. created by fancy, imaginary, R. 
II. 1. 3. Strange, prodigious, Tr. and Cr 
V. 5 - . 

Fantastical, adj'. imaginary, existing in the ima- 
gination, Macb. 1. 3. Imaginative, Tw. N. 

I. I. 

Fantasticoes, sb. coxcombs. R. and J. ii. 4, 

Fap, ad/, drunk, Merry Wives, i. i. 

Far, adv further, Wint. T. iv. 4. To speak one 
far is to praise him excessively, Cym. i. i. 
Farced, adj. stuffed out, pompous, H. V. iv. i. 
Fardel, sb. a burden, pack, bundle, Wint. T. iv. 
4 ; Ham. in. i. 

Far-fet, adj. far-fetched, deep, 2 H. VI. ill. x. 
Farrow, sb. the pigs of a litter, Macb. iv. t. 
Farthingale, sb. a hoop petticoat, Two G. n. 7 ; 

IV. 4 ; IMeny' Wives, in. 3. 

Fartuous, blunder for ‘ vdrtuous,’ Meny' Wives, 

II. 2. 

Fashions, sb. a skin disease in horses (Fr._/Zzm»), 
Tara, of S. ni. 2. ' 

Fast, p.p. fasted, Cym. iv. 2. adj. firm, settled, 
Lear, i. i. adx>. unalterably, M. for M. i. 2 ; 

2 H. VI. V. 2. 

Fastly adv. quickly, Lover’s Compl. 61. 

Fat, adj. cloying, Tvv, N. v. i. v.t. to fatten, 
M. N’s Dr n. x ; Ham. 11. 2 ; iv. 3. 

Fatigate, adj. wearied, fatigued, Cor. n. 2. 

Fault, sb. misfortune, Merry Wives, i. i ; in. 3 ; 
Per. IV. 2. A defect or interruption in the .scent 
of the game, Tw. N. ii. 5 ; Tam. of S. ind. i ; 
Ven. and A. 694. 

Favour, sb. outward appearance, aspect, M. N’s 
Dr. r. I ; As You Like It, iv. 3 ; Macb, i. 5. 
In the plural, features, i H. IV. iii. 2 , Lear, 
HI. 7. 

Fay, sb. faith, R. and J. i. 5 ; Ham. ii. 2. 

Fear, sb. an object of fear, M. N’s Dr. v. i ; 
Ham. in. 3. xi.t. to frighten, M. for M, 11. i ; 
M. of V. II. I. To fear for, M. of V. in- 5. 
Fearful, adj. terrible, Temp i. 2 Causing ap- 


prehension, alarming, M. of V. 1. 3; Tw. N. 
i. 5 ; John, IV. 2. 

Feat, rto/. neat, dexterous, Cym. v. 5 v.i. to 
fashion, form, Cym. i. 1. 

Feater, adv. more neatly or gracefully, Temp. 
II. I. 

Featly, adv. gracefully, Temp. l. 2 ; Wint. T. 
IV. 4. 

Feature, sb. form, shape, the whole external ap- 
pearance, Two G. n. 4 ; R. III. 1. 1. 

Federary, sb. confederate, Wint. T. ii. 1. 

Fee, sb. worth, value. Ham. i. 4. 

Feeble, v.i. to weaken, John, v. 2 ; Cor. i. i. 
Feeder, sb. servant, A.s You Like It, ii. 4 ; An. 

and Cl. ni 13 « 

Feeding, sb. pasturage, Wint. T. iv. 4. 

I Fee-farm, sb. a tenure unlimited in duration, Tr. 
and Cr. iii. 2. 

Fec-grief, sb a special grief, wdiich none can 
share, ^lacb. iv 3. 

Felicitate, adj. made happy, L’s L’s L. i. i. 

Fell, sb. skin, fleece. As You Like It, iii. 2 , 
Macb. v. 5 , Lear, v. 3. adj. fierce, cruel, M. 
N’s Dr. II. I ; IV. N. i. i. 

Fell-lurking, adj. lying in wait with a savage 
purpose, 2 H. VI. v. i. 

Fellies, sb. the parts which form the rim of a 
wheel. Ham ii. 2. 

Fellow, sb. equal. Temp. n. i ; iii. i ; J. C. 

III. I. 

Fellowly, adj. sympathetic, companionable, 
'I'emp. V. I. 

Fence, sb. skill in fencing, Much Ado, v. x ; Tw 
N. HI. 4 . Johi,, II. I. 

Feodary, sb. confederate, M. for M. ii. 4 ; Cym. 
HI. 2. 

Fere, sb. consort, spouse, Tit. And. iv. x ; Per. 
prol. 

Fervency, sb. eager haste. An. and Cl. ii. 5. 
Festinate, adj. hasty, Lear, iii. 7. 

Festinately, adv. hastily, quickly, L’s L’s L. 
in. 1. 

Fet,/./. fetched, H V. in. i. 

Fetch, sb. an artifice, contrivance, Ham. 11. 1 ; 
Lear, ii 4. 

; Fettle, v.t. to prepare, trim up, R. and J. iii. 5. 
Few, in, in few words, H. V. i. 2. In short, 
Temp. I. 2. 

Few, in a, in few words, Tam. of S. i. 2. 
Fewness, sb. brevity, M. for M. i. 4. 

Fico, sb. a fig (Span.), Merry Wives, i 3. 

Field, sb. a battle-field, battle, M. of V. ii. i ; i 
H. IV. v. 5 ; Oth. I. 3 ; Lucr. 58, 72. 
Field-bed, sb. a camp bed, R. and J. 11. 1. 
Fielded, adj. in the battle-field. Cor. i. 4. 
Fifteenth, jA the fifteenth part of a man’s goods 
and per'^onal estate, x H. VI. i. i. pi. fif- 
teens, I H. VI. IV. 7. 

Fig, x/.t. to taunt by an insulting gesture, 2 H. 

IV. V. 3. sb. an insulting gesture of Spanish 
origin, H. V, in. 6. There is perhaps a refer- 
ence to the poisoned figs of 'Spanish revenge. 

Fights, sb. cloths hung round a ship to con- 
ceal the men fiom the enemy. Merry Wives, 
II. 2. 

Figo, sb. an expression of contempt accompanied 
by an insulting gesture in which the thumb was 
thrust between the first and second fingers and 
the hand closed, H. V, iii. 6 ; iv. i. 

Figures, sb. imaginary forms, ideas, i H. IV. i. 
3; Merry Wives, iv. 2 ; J. C. ii. i. 
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File, sh. list, catalogue, Macb. iii. i ; V. 2. 7 >.t. 
to defile, Macb. iii. i. To smooth, polish, L’s 
L's L. V. T. v.i. to walk in file, keep pace 
with, H. VIII. HI. 2. 

Fill-horse, sb. shaft horse, M. of V. ii. 2. 

Fills, sb. .shafts, Tr. and Cr. ni. 2. 

Filth, sb. a term of contempt, applied to prosti- 
tutes, 0th. V. 2. General filths = common 
whores, Tim. of A. iv. i. 

Find, v.t. to provide, furnish, H. V. i. 2. To 
find out. Ham. hi. i. 

Find forth, to find out, M. of V. i. i ; Com. of 
E. I. 2. 

Fine, sb. end. Much Ado, i. i ; All’s Well, iv. 4 ; 
, Ham. V. I. 

Fine, v.t. to pay as a fine, H. V. iv. 7. To put 
an end to, Lucr. 936. 

Fineless, adj. infinite, 0th. iii. 3. 

Firago, sb. virago, 'I'w. N. Hi. 4. 

Fire-drake, sb. a meteor, will o' the wisp, H. 
yiii.v. 4. 

Fire-new, adj. fresh from the mint, brand new, 
Tw. N. III. 2 ; R. 111. I. 3 ; Lear, v. 3. 

Firk, v.t. to beat, H. V. i" 4. 

Firstling, sb. first offspring, Tr. and Cr. prol. ; 
Macb. IV. I. 

Fishified, /./. turned into fish, R. and J. 11. 4. 
Fisnomy, sb. physiognomy. All’s Well, iv. 5. 

Fir, sb. a twist, contortion, H. VI 1 1, i. 3. 
Fitchew, sb. a pole cat, Tr. and Cr. v. 1 ; Lear, 

IV. 6 ; Oih. IV. I. 

Fitful, adj. full of fits or paroxysms, Macb. 

III. 2. 

Fitly, adv. properly, becomingly, Cor. i. i ; Lear, 
1. 1. 

F itment, sh. what is befitting, Cym. v. 5 ; Per. 

IV. 6. 

Fitted,/./, tortured as by fits, Sonn. cxix. 

Fives, sb. Fr. avives, an inflammation of the 
parotid glands in horses, Tam. of S. lii. 2. 
Fixture, sb. setting, Merry Wi\es, iii. 3. 

Fixure, sb. stability, Tr. and Cr. i. 3. Setting, 
fixedness, Wint. T. v. 3. 

Flaky, adj. broken into flakes, R. III. v. 3. 
Flap-dragon, sb. a snap-dragon, or small inflam- 
mable body floating m liquor and to be swal- 
lowed burning, L’s L’s L. v. i *, 2 H. IV. ii. 
4. 7 ’.t. to toss down like a flap-dragon, Wint. 

T. 111. 3. 

Flap-jack, sb. a pancake, Per. 11. i. 

Flask, sb. a powder horn, L’s L’s L. v. 2 ; R. 
and J. III. 3. 

Flat, adj. that’s flat = that is positive, L’s L’s L. 

HI. I ; I H. IV. I. 3 ; IV. 2. 

Flatlong, adv. flat, Temp. 11. i. 

Flatness, sb. completeness, Wint. T, iii. 2. 
Flaunts, sb. finery', Wint. T. iv. 4. 

Flaw, sb. a gust or blast of wind. Ham. v. i. 
Cor. v. 3. A flake of ice, 2 H. IV, iv. 4. 
Passionate outburst, M. for M. ii, 3 ; Macb. 
III. 4. v.t. to make a flaw in, to break, H. 
VIII. I. I ; I. 2. 

Flecked, /./. spotted, R. and J. ii. 3. 

Fleer, sb. a sneer, Oth. iv. i. v.i. to grin, sneer, 
L’s I.’s I.-, v. 2 ; J. C. I. 3 ; Much Ado, v. i. 
Fleet, v.i. to float. An. and Cl. iii. 13. To pass 
away rapidly, flit, M. of V. 111. 2 ; iv. i ; John, 
ir. I. v.i. to cause to pass rajiidly. As You 
Like It, I. I. 

Fleeting, adj. inconstant, unstable, Lucr. 212 ; 
R. III. I. 4 , An. and Cl. v. 2. 


Fleshment, sh. the encouragement given by a 
first success, Lear, 11. 2. 

Flewed, adj. with large hanging chaps, M. N’s 
Dr. IV. I. 

Flexure, sb. bowing, bending, H. V. iv. i ; Tr. 
and Cr, ii. 3. 

Flight, sb. a long and light feathered arrow for 
shooting great distances, Much Ado, l, i. 
Flighty, adj. swift, Macb. iv. i. 

Fhrt-gill, sb. a light wench, R. and J. 11, 4. 
Floodgate, adj. rushing, impetuous, Oth. i, 3. 
Flote, sb. flood, sea, Temp. i. 2. 

Flourish, sb. ornament, R. III. i. 3 ; Ham. 11. 2. 

v.t. to embellish, gloss over, M. for M. iv. i. 
Flower-de-luce, sb. the iris or fleur-de-lis, Wint. 

T. IV. 4 ; 1 H. VI. i. I ; i. 2 ; H. V. v. 2. 
Flush, adj. full of vigour, Tim. of A. v. 4 ; 

Ham. HI, 3 ; An. and Cl. 1. 4. 

Flushing, sb. filling to the full, Ham. r. 2. 
Fluxive, adj. flowing with tears, Lover’s Compl. 
59- 

Flying at the brook, hawking at waterfowl, 2 

H. VI. II. I. 

Fob, v.i, to fob off = to put off with a jest. Cor. 

I. I. 

Fobbed, /./. cheated, deluded, i H. IV. i. 2. 
Foil, sb. defeat, 1 H. VI. 111. 3 *, v. 3 ; Temp. 

III. I. v.t. to defeat, mar, Pass. Pilgr. 99. 
Foin, sb. a thrust in fencing, Lear, iv. 6. v.i. to 
make a thrust. Merry Wives, 11. 3 ; Much Ado, 

V. I. 

Foison, sh. plenty, abundance, Temp. ii. i ; iv. 

I , Macb. IV. 3. 

Folly, sb. wantonness, Tr. and Cr. v. 2 ; Oth. v. 2. 
Folly-fallen, ad/, grown foolish, Tw. N. iii. i. 
Fond, adj. foolish, M. for M. v. r ; Cor. iv. i ; 

J. C. HI. I. v.i. to dote, Tw. N. 11. 2. 

Fonder, adj. moie foolish, Tr. and Cr, i. i. 
Fondly, adv. foolishly, John, ir. i ; R, II. iii. 3. 
Fool, sb. a term of endearment, Wint. T. ii. i ; 

As you Like It, 11. i ; I.,ear, v. 3. 

Fool-begged, adj. so foolish thatthe guardianship 
of it might be asked for as being unable to take 
care of itself, Com. of E. ii. r. 

Fool -born, adj. born of fools, 2 H. IV. V. 5. 

Foot, v.t. to spuin,' M. of V. i. 3 ; Cym. iir. 5. 
To strike or seize with the foot (of an eagle), 
Cym. V. 4. 

Foot-cloth, sb. a saddle cloth hanging to the 
ground, 2 H. VI. iv. 7. Used as an adjective, 
2 H. VI. IV. r : R. III. HI. 4. 

Footed,/./, landed, H. V. ii. 4; Lear, iii. 3; 
HI. 7. 

Foot-land rakers, vagabond foot-pads, i H. IV. 

H. I. 

Fop, sh. a fool, trifler, Lear, i. 2. 

Popped,/./, cheated, duped, Oth. iv. 2. 

Fopper>-, sh. folly, M. of V. 11. 5 ; Lear, i. 2. 

Deceit, trickery-. Merry Wives, v. 5. 

Foppish, adj. foolish, Lear, i. 4. 

For, conj. because, Temp. i. 2 ; M. N’s Dr. iv. 

I. In order that, 3 H. VI. iii. i ; ill. 2. 

For because, conj. because, Wint. T. ii. i ; John, 

II. I. 

For is equivalent to ‘ for want of' in the phrases 
‘for action,’ H. V. i. 2 ; ‘for breath,’ RIacb. i. 
5 ; ‘for food,’ Cym. hi. 6 ; ‘for hope,’ R. III. 
V. 3 ; ‘for succour,’ As You Like It, ii. 4. In 
the following passages it is equivalent to ‘for 
fear of,’ Two G. i. 2 ; 2 H. VI. iv. i ; Per. 1. 1 ; 
Sonn. Lit. 
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Forage, 7 ).i. to range abroad for prey, John, v. i ; 

H. V. I. 2. sb. ranging for prey, L’s L’s L. i\, i. 
Forbid,/./, under a curs,e, bewitched, Mcicb. 1. 3. 
Forbod,/./. forbidden. Lover’s Compl. 164. 
force, v.t. to strengthen, Mach. v. 5. To regard, 
p care for, L’s L's L. v. 2 ; Lucr. 1021. To urge, 
^ enforce, M. for M. in. i ; Cor. ni. 2. To 
stuff, Tr. and Cr. ii. 2 ; v. i. 

Force, of, of importance, weighty, i H. VI. iii. 
I ; 2 H. VI. 1. 3. Of necessity, M. N’s Dr. 
111. 2 ; M. of V. IV. I. 

Forced, constrained, unnatural, Wint. T. n. 

3 ; IV. 4 ; I II. IV. in. r. 

Forceful, adj. powerful, Wint. T, n. 1. 

Force perforce, in spite of opposition, John, ill. i ; 

2 H. IV. IV. I ; IV. 4. 

Fordo, -v.t. to undo, destroy. Ham. 11. i ; v. 1 ; 

Lear, v. 3 ; Oth. v. t. 

Fordone,/./, exhausted, M. N’s Dr. v. i. 
Fore-end, sb. the earlier part, Cym. in. 3. 
Foregoers, sb. predecessors, ancestors, All’s Well, 

II. 3- 

Forehand, adj. anticipated. Much Ado, iv. i. 
A forehand shaft was an arrow for shooting 
point blank, 2 II. IV. in. 2. sb, advantage, 
superiority, H. V. iv. i. A prominent member, 
leader, Tr. and Cr. i. 3. 

Foreign, adj. living abroad, H. VIII. 11. 2. 
Foreknowing, sb. foreknowledge. Ham. i. i. 
Forepast, adj. previous, All’.s Well, v. 3. 

Foresay, v.t. to predestine, Cym. iv. 2. 

Forestall, v.t. to anticipate anytliing, and so de- 
prive it of Its value, Tr. and Cr. i. 3 ; 2 H. IV. 
V. 2. 

Forethink, v.t. to anticipate, i H. IV. in. 2; 
Cym. III. 4. 

Forethought,/.;^, predestined, John, in. 1. 

Fore ward, sb. vanguard, K. III. v. 3. 

Forfeit, adj. liable to punishment, M. for M. n. 
2 ; 111. 2. Forfeited, M. of V. in. 2 ; iv. i. 
sb. the forfeit of my servant’s life is the life 
which he has forfeited, R. III. n. i. 

Forfend, v.i. to forbid, R. II. iv. r ; Oth. v. 2. 
Forfended, /./. forbidden, Lear, v.*i. 

Forgetive, adj. inventive, 2 H. IV. iv. 3. 
Forgot,/./, you are thus forgot = you have thus 
forgotten yourself, Oth, n. 3. 

Fork, sb. the forked tongue of a snake, M. for M. 

III. 1 ; Macb. iv. i. The barbed head of an 
arrow, Lear, i. 1. The part where the body 
divides, Lear, iv. 6. 

Forked, adj. barbed. As You Like It, n. i. 
Horned as a cuckold, Wint. T. i. 2. 

Formal, adj. rational, Com. of E. v. i ; Tw. N. 

II. 5. Regular, R. III. iii. 1. 

Former, adj. foremost, J. C. v. r. 

Formerly, adv. previously, M. of V. iv. i. 
Forslow, v.i. to delay, 3 H. VI. n. 3. 

Forspeak, v.t. to speak against, An. and Cl. 
in. 7. 

Forspent,/./, wearied, exhausted, 2 H. IV. i. i ; 

3 H. VI. II. 3. 

Ported, adj. fortified, M. for M. v. i. 

Forth, prep, out of, M. N’s Dr. 1. i ; i H. VL 
1 I. 2 ; Cor. I. 4. 

forthcoming, adj. under arrest, ready to be pro- 
\ duced when called for, 2 H. VI. ii. i. 
Forthright, sb. a straight path. Temp. iii. 3; Tr. 
L and Cr. iii. 3. 

Fortune, v.t. to assign as a man’s fortune, An. 
and Cl. i. 2. v.i. to happen, Two G. v. 4. 


Foi wearied, /./. worn out, exhausted, John, 

II. I. 

Fosset-seller, sb. a seller of taps, Cor. ii. i. 

Foul, adj. ugly, Tam. of S. i. 2 ; As You Like It, 
lU. 3 ; Ven. and A. 133 ; Sonn. cxxvii. 
Foulness, sb. ugliness, As You Like It, ni. 3; 
in. 5. 

I ound, /./. well found = well furnished, or, ac- 
cording to some, well approved, All’s Well, 

II. I. 

Founder, 7 >.t, to make a horse footsore. Temp. 

IV. I ; 2 H. IV. IV. 3. 

Foutra, an expression of contempt, 2 II. IV. 

V. 3, ^ 

Fox, sb. a broadsword, H. V. iv. 4. 

Foxship, sb. cunning and ingratitude, the char- 
acteristics of a fox, Cor. iv. 2. 

Fracted, /./. broken, H. V. 11. 1 ; Tim. of A. 

II. I. 

Fi action, sb. breach, discord, Tr. and Cr ir. 3. 
Fractions, sb. broken fragments, scraps, Tr. and 
Cr. V. 2 ; Tim. of A. 11. 2. 

Frame, sb. order, disposition. Much Ado, iv. i, 
Schmidt interprets it ‘mould.’ Form, M. for 
M. V. I. Contrivance, Much Ado, iv. 1. v.i. 
to repair, resort, Per. prol. 

Frampold, adj. turbulent, quarrelsome, Merry 
Wives, II. 2. 

Franchised, adj. free, Macb. ii. i. 

Frank, sb. a sty, 2 H. IV. 11. 2. 

Franked,/./, shut up in a frank or sty, R. III. 
I. 3:1V. 5. 

Franklin, sb. a freeholder, yeoman, Wint. T. v. 

2 ; I IJ. IV. 11 I ; Cym. in. 2. 

Fiaught, sb. freight, cargo, load, Tw. N. V. i ; 
Tit. And. I. I ; Oth. iii. 3. v.t. to load, bur- 
den, Cym. I. I. /./. laden, M. of V, 11. 8. 
Stored, I'wo G. in. 2 ; H. V. n. 2. 

Fraiigbtage, sb. freight, cargo. Com. of E. iv. 1 ; 
'I r. and Cr prol. 

Fraughting, pr.p. constituting the freight. Temp. 

I. 2. 

Frayed,/./, frightened, Tr. and Cr. in. 2. 

Free, adj. innocent, Ham. ii. 2 ; iii. 2. Noble, 
generous, Tw. N. i, 5 ; Tr. and Cr. iv. 5. 
Careless, happy, Tw. N. n. 4. 

Freeness, sb. generosity, Cym. v. 5. 

Freetown, Villafranca, R. and J. i. 1. 

I rench crow n, sb. the baldness caused by venereal 
disease, M. N’s Dr. i. 2. 

Fresh, sb. a spring of fresh water. Temp, 
in. 2. 

Fresh-brook, adj. fresh-w'ater. Temp. i. 2. 

Fret, v.t. to eat or wear away, K. II. in. 3; 
Lear, i. 4. To agitate, vex, 3 H. VI. ii. 6 ; 
Ham. in. 2 (with a play upon the word as in 
H. VIII. in. 2). To mark as with patterns, 
variegate, adorn, J. C. ii. i ; Ham. 11. 2, Cym. 

II. 4. 

Fretful, adj. fretting, gnawing, 2 H. VT. in. 2. 
Frets, sb. the stops of a guitar or lute, Lucr. 1140 ; 
Tam. of S. n. i. They are pieces of wire fast- 
ened upon the instrument to guide the move- 
ment of the fingers. 

Fretted, /./. variegated, various, An. and Cl. 
IV. 12. 

Fretten, /./. agitated, worried, M. of V. iv. i. 
Friend, sb. at friend = friendly, Wint. T. v. i. To 
friend = as a friend, J. C. in. i ; Macb, iv. 3. 
v.t. to befriend, favour, H. V. iv. 5 ; M, for M. 
IV. 2. 
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Friending, sb, friendship, Ham. i. 5. 

Frippery, sb. an old-cloihes shop. Temp. iv. i. 
Frolic, adj. merry, M. N’s Dr. v. i ; Tam. of S. 
IV. 3. 

From, prep, different from, contrary to. Much 
Ado, III. I , Tw. N. I. 5 ; V. i ; i H. IV. iii. 

2 . J. C. ir. I. 

Front, x'.t, to confront, oppose, An. and Cl. ii. 2. 
To stand in front of, Tr and Cr. iv. 5. v.i. 
to march in front, H. VIII. i. 2. 

Frontier, sb. an outwork in fortification, i H. IV. 

11. 3. Used figuratively, i H. IV. i. 3. 
Frontlet, sb. a band for the forehead ; used figur- 
. atively, Lear, i. 4. 

Fruitful, adj. bountiful, 0th. 1. 3. Plentiful, M. 
for M. IV. 3. 

Fruitfully, adv. fully, plentifully, All’s Well, ii. 
2 ; Lear, iv. 6. 

Frush, v.t. to bruise, batter, Tr. and Cr. v. 6. 
Frustrate,^./, frustrated. Temp. 111. 3; An. and 
Cl. V. I. 

Frutify, blunder for ‘certify,’ M. of V. ii. 2. 
Fobbed off, p.p. put off with excuses, 2 H. IV. 

II. I. 

Fulfil, v.t. to fill to the full, bonn. cxxxvi. , 
Lucr. 1258 ; Tr. and Cr. prol. 

Full, adj. complete, Olh. ii. i. 

Fullam, sb. a kind of false dice, Merry Wives, 
I- 3* 

Fulsome, adj. cloying, nauseous, disgusting, Tw. 
N. V. I ; John, iii. 4; R. III. v. 3, Oih. iv. 

I. Lustful, M. ofV. I. 3. 

Fumiter, sb. fumitory, Lear, iv. 4. 

Function, sb. the active exercise of the faculties, 
Macb. I. 3 ; 0th. 11. 3. 

Furnace, v.t. to emit as from a furnace, Cym. i. 6. 
Furnished,/./, equipped, Wint. T. iv. 4. 
Furnishings, sb. appendages, trimmings, Lear, 

III. r. 

Furniture, sb. equipment, trappings. All’s Well, 

II. 3 ; I H. IV. III. 3. 

Fust, v.i. to grow fusty, Ham. iv. 4. 

Fustilarian, sb. a term of abuse from FalsiaiTs 
copious vocabulary, 2 H, IV. ii. i. 

Gaberdine, sb. a long coarse smock-frock, Temp. 
II. 2 ; M. of V. I. 3. 

Gad, sb. a pointed instrtiment. Tit. And. iv. 1. 
Upon the gad = on the spur of the moment, 
hastily, Lear, i. 2. 

Gage, sb. a pledge, pawn, R. Tl. i. i ; iv. i ; 
Lucr. 1351. v.t. to pledge, Ham. i. i : Lucr. 
144. To engage, M. of V. i. i ; i H. IV. i. 3; 
Tr. and Cr. v. i. 

Gain-giving, sb. misgiving. Ham. v. 2. 

Gainsay, v.t. to forbid, Tr. and Cr. iv. 5. 

Gait, sb. proceeding. Ham. i. 2. 

Gall, v.i. to jest bitterly, H. V. v. i. 
Gallant-soringing, adj. full of youthful promise, 

R. iii: i. 4. 

Gallian, adj. Gallic, French, Cym. 1.6; i H. VI. 
v. 4. 

Galliard, sb. a lively dance, Tw. N. i. 3 ; H, V. 
1. 2. 

Galliases, sb. large galleys, Tam. of S. ii. i. 
Gallimaufry, sb. a medley, hotch-potch (Fr. gali- 
mafrie\ Merry Wives, ii. i ; Wint. T. iv. 4. 
Gallow, v.t. to scare, Lear, iii. 2. 

Gallowglasses, sb. heavy armed foot soldiers of 
Ireland and the Western Isles, p. H. VI. iv. 9 ; 
Macb. I. 2. 


Gallow-s, sb. a gallows bird, one that deserves 
hanging, L’s L’s L. v. 2. 

Gamester, sb. one w ho plays at a game ; not 
necessarily a gambler, Merry Wives, iii. i , 
L’s Ls L. I. 2; H. V. m. 6. A frolicsome 
fellow. As You Like It, i. i ; H. VUI. 1. 4. 
A piostitute. All's Well, v. 3 ; Per. iv. 6. 

Gan, imp/, of gin, began. Cor. 11. 2 ; Ven. and 
A. 95. 

Gaping, adj. a gaping pig was a pig dressed f r 
the table with a lemon in its mouth, IVI. ofV. 
iv. 1. sb. shouting, bawling, H. VIII. v. 4. 
Garboil, sb. uproar, disturbance. An. and Cl. i. 3 ; 

II. 2. 

Garden-house, sb. a summer-house, M. for M. 

V. I. 

Garish, adj. gaudy, R. HI. iv. 4 ; R. and J. 

HI. 2. 

Garner, v.i. to lay up, store up, Oth. iv. 2, sb 
a granary. Temp. iv. i ; Cor. 1. i. 

Gaskins, sb. loo^e breeches, Tw. N. x. 5. 
Gasted,/./. frightened, Lear, ii. i. 

Gasiness, sb. ghastliness, terror, Oth. v. i. 
Gaudy, adj. festive, An. and Cl. iii. 13. 

Gawd, sb. a toy, trifling ornament, M. N’s Dr. i 
I ; IV. I , John, iii. 3. 

Gaze, sb. gazmg-stock, Macb. v. 8. 

Gear, sb. a turn, purpose, M. of V. i. 1 ; ii. 2. 

Matter, business, R. III. i. 4 ; R. and J. ii. 4. 
Geek, sb. a dupe, 'Tw. N. v. i ; Cym. v. 4. 
Geminy, a pair, Meiry Wives, ii. 2. 

Gender, sb. race, kind, ‘•ort. Ham. iv. 7 ; Oth. i. 

3. v.t. to procreate, breed, Olh. iv. 2. 
General, sb. the common people, the public, J. 
C. II. I ; Ham. ii. 2 adj. common, belonging 
to the public. General tilths = public prosti- 
tutes, Tim. of A. IV. I. General ear = the ear 
of the public. Ham. 11. 2. General louts = 
common clowns, Cor. iii. 2. 

Generation, sb. offspring, Wint. T. ii. i ; R. II. 

V. 5 ; Tr. and Cr. iii. i ; Lear, i. 1. 

Generosity, sb, nobility, those of noble birth, Coi 

I. I. 

Geneious, adj. nobly born, M. for M. iv. 6 ; Oth. 

3- 

Genius, sb. the spirit which was supposed to con- 
trol the actions of men, the rational soul. Temp, 
iv. I ; Tw. N. HI. 4 ; J. C. ii. i ; Macb. iii. i. 
Genuet, sb. a Spanish horse, Oth. i. i. 

Gentility, sb. gentle birth, good breeding, As 
You Like It, I. I. Good manners, L’s L’s L. 

i. I. 

Gentle, z).t. to ennoble, H. V. iv. 3. adj. noble, 
well born, Wint. T. i. 2 : H. V. iv. clior. ; R. 

III. 1. 3. adv. gently, Tr. and Cr. iv. 5 *, An. 
and Cl. V. I. 

Gentles, sb. gentlefolk. Merry Wives, iii. 2 ; L’^ 
L’s L. iv. 2 ; M. N’s Dr. v. i. 

Gentry, sb. rank by birth. Merry Wives, ii. i , 
Cor. III. I. Courtesv, Ham, ii. 2 ; v. 2. 
German, adj. akin, Tim. of A. iv. 3 ; Ham. 

V. 2. sb. a near kinsman, Oth. i. i. 

Germane, adj. akin, Wint. T. iv. 4. 

Germen, sb. a germ, seed, Macb. iv. i ; Leai , 
III. 2. 

Gest, sb. a halting-place in a roval progress , 
hence, the period of stay, Wint. T. i. 2. 

Gests, sb. deeds, exploits, An. and Cl. iv. 8. 
Ghost, v.t. to haunt, An. and Cl. ii. 6. sb. .1 
corpse, 2 H. VI. iii. 2 ; Ham. i. 4. 

Gib, sb. an old tom-cat. Ham. iii. 4. 
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Gibbet, vJ. to hang, as a barrel on the sling by 
which it is earned, 2 H. IV. iii. 2. 

Gib-cat, sb. an old tom-cat, i H. IV. i. 2. 

Gig, sb. a top, L’s L’s L. iv. 3 ; v. i. 

Giglot, sh, a wanton, loose woman, M. for M. v. i ; 

Cym. III. 1. Used adjectively, i H. VI. iv. 7, 
Gogs-worms, for ‘ God’s worms,’ Tam. of S. 

III. 2. 

Gild, v.t. to stain with red, John, 11. i , Macb. 
II. 2 (comp, ‘golden blood,’ Macb. ii. 3). To 
make drunk, Temp. v. i. 

Gillyvors, sb. gillyflowers, a further corruption of 
Fr. gilflfre^ Wint, T. iv. 4. 

Gilt, j.' 3 . used for gold in order to introduce a 
quibble, FI. V. 11. chor. 

Gimmal. A giminal bit was either made of gim- 
mal or double rings, or piobably was itself 
double, H. V. iv. 2. 

Gimmors, sb, contrivances, i FT. VI. 1. 2. 

Gin, sb. a snare, Tw. N. ii. 5 ; IMacb. iv. 2. 

’Gin or gin, 7 ’. 2 . to begin, Macb. 1. 2 ; v. 5. 

Ging, sb. a gang, pack. Merry' Wives, iv. 2. 
Gingerly, oidv. nicely^ carefully, Two G. i. 2. 
Gird, v.t. to taunt, rally. Cor. i. i. v.i. to crack 
jokes, 2 H. IV. I. 2. sb. a jest, .sarcasm, Tam. 
of S. V. 2 ; I H. Vr. HI. i. 

Girdle.^ To turn the girdle with the buckle behind 
is said to be a phrase for changing one’s hum- 
our. According to others it is a challenge at 
wrestling. Much Ado, v. i. 

Gis, a corruption of Jesus, Ham. iv. 5. 

Give, v.t. to display avS armorial bearings, Merry 
Wives, I. I ; I H. VI. I. 5. To give up, Wait. 
T. in. 2. 

Give out, 7 f.t. to give up, give over, 2 FT VI. 

IV. 8. To exhibit, represent, Wmt. T. ,v 4 ; 
0 th. HI. 3. Torepoit, Cor. i. i. 

Giving out, sb. representation, statement, M. for 
M. I. 4 ; Ham. i. 5 ; 0 th. iv. i. 

Glad, sb. gladness, Per. n prol. 

Glance, !?./. to hint, M. N's Dr. ii, i ; J. C. i. 2. 
Glances, sb. side hits, oblique allusions, As You 
lake It, H. 7. 

Glass-faced, ou/j. with a face like a ^lirror, Tim. 
of A. 1. I. 

Gleek, v.i. to scoff, M, N’s Dr. iii. i , H. V, 

V. I. sb. a scoff, 1 H. VI. HI. 2 ; R. and J. 
HI. 2 ; R. and J. iv. 5. 

Glib, v.t. to geld, Wint. T. ii. i. 

Glide, sb. a sliding motion, As You Like It, 

IV. 3. 

Glooming, adj. full of gloom, gloomy, R. and J. 

V. 3. 

Glow, to make to glow, flu.sh, An. and Cl. 
11. 2. 

Gloze, v.i. to comment, interpret, H. V. i. 2 ; 
Tr. and Cr. 11. 2. To use flattering speeches, 
R. II. 11. I ; Tit. And. iv, 4 ; Per. i. 1. 

Glo/es, sb. fair speeches, L’s L’s L. iv. 3. 

Glut, v.t. to swallow greedily, Temp. i. i, 
Gluttoning, Pr.fi. feeding greedily, Sonn. i.xxv. 
Gnarhng, fir.fi. snarling, R. II. i. 3 ; 2 FI. VI. 

HI. 1. 

Go, to go in the song=to join in the song. Much 
Ado, I. I. To go through = to complete a bar- 
gain, M. for M. 11. I ; Per. iv. 2. 

Gobbet, sb. a small lump, 2 H. VI. iv, x, ; v. 2. 
God, 7 ut. to make a god of, worship, Cor. v. 3. 
God before, before God, I swear by God, H. 
V. i. 2 ; III, 6. Others take it as equivalent to 
‘ God being our leader.’ 


God bless the mark, an apologetic phrase, origin- 
ally employed to aveit the evil omen, and per- 
haps accompanied by the sign of the cross, M. 
of V. II. 2 ; 0 th. I. I. 

God save the mark = God bless the mark, i H. 

IV. I. 3 ; R. and J. iii. 2. 

God ’ild=:God yield, God reward. As You Like It, 
HI. 3 ; V. 4 ; Mack i. 6 ; Ham. iv. 5. 

God y^e = God gi’ you, R. and J. 11. 4. 

God-den, God even, H. V. in. 2 ; Cor. 11. 1 ; iv. 

6 . 

God gi' god-den, God give ymu good even, R. and 

J. I. 2. 

Gogs-wouns, for ‘ God’s wounds,’ Tam. of S. iii. 2* 
Good, adj. wealthy, substantial, M. of V. i. 3 ; 
Cor. I. I. Used as a vocative, Temp. i. i ; 
Wint. T. V. 1 ; Ham. i. i. 

Good cheap, adj. cheap, i H. TV. Hi. 3. 
Good-conceited, adj. well conceived or devised, 
Cym. II. 3. 

Good deed, indeed, verily, Wint. T. i. 2. 

Good den, good even, John, i. 1 ; Tit. And. iv. 
4 ; R. and J. ii. 4. 

Good even to twenty, good even twenty times 
over, Merry Wives, 11. i. 

Good lady', a patroness, Cym. ii. 3. 

Good leave, ready permission, As You Like It, 
i. I ; M. of V. HI. 2. 

Good life, lifelike truthfulness. Temp. iii. 3. 
Good name, good repute. Merry Wives, iii. 3. 
A song of good hfe=a ‘-ong with a moral in it, 
Tw. N. H. 3. 

Good lord, a patron, z H. IV. iv. 3. 

Good master, a patron, Wint. T. v, 2 ; Oth. i. 3. 
(Tood-nights, sb. serenades, 2 H. IV. iii. 2. 

Good tune, ill, opportunely happily, R. III. ii. i. 
Good year. What the good year ! is a petty curse. 
Perhaps a euphemism for the opposite, or a 
corruption of the old English quade yere » 
Itcil. mat anno, Merry Wives, 1. 4 ; Much 
Ado, I. 3 ; 2 FI. IV. II. 4. In Lear, v. 3 ‘good- 
years ’ is supposed to be corrupted Uoxn ^ottjire, 
the veneieal disease, but no evidence is given 
for the existence of this word. 

Oorbellied, adj. bigbellied, i H. TV. ii. 2. 

Gore blood, clotted blood, R. and J. iii. 2. 

Gorge, sb. the throat, gullet, W'lnt. T. ii. 1 ; 
Flam, v. I. 

Gorget, sb. a piece of armour for the throat, Tr. 
and Cr. 1, 3. 

Gospelled, p.fi. instructed in the precepts of the 
Gospel, Macb. iii. i. 

Goss, sb. gorse. Temp. iv. i. 

Gossip, a sponsor. Two G. iil, i ; Wint. T. il. 3. 
Gourd, sh. a kind of false dice, Merry Wives, 1. 3. 
Gout, sb. a drop, Macb. ir. i. 

Ciovernance, sb. government, control, 2 H. VT. 
I. 3 ' 

Government, sh. self-control, i FI. IV. i. 2 ; rii. 
I ; Lucr. 1400. 

Grace, sb. excellence, virtue, R. and J. 11. 3. 
Graced, adj. dignified, Macb. hi, 4 ; Lear, i. 4. 
Graceful, adj. virtuous, Wint. T. v, i. Favour- 
able, An. and Cl, 11. 2. 

Gracious, adj. pleasing, attractive, M. of V. iri. 
2; Tw. N. I. 5; John, II. 4. Full of grace 
and goodness, Ham, i. i. 

Graff, sb. graft, scion, Lucr. 1062 ; Per. v. t. 
V t. to graft. As You Like It, 111. 2 ; 2 H. IV. 
V. 3 - 

Gnift, /./. grafted, 2 H. VI. iii. 2 ; R. III. in. 7. 
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Grafter, sb. that from which a graft is taken, H. 
V. HI. 5. 

Grain, sb. ‘ In grain ' is used of a fast colour 
that will not wash out, from the grain or kermes 
of which the purple dye was originally made, 
Com. of E. m. 2 ; M. N’s Dr. i. 2 ; Tw. N. 
I- 5- 

Grained, adj. close grained, tough, Cor. iv. 5. 
Engrained, Ham. iii. 4. 

Gramercy, great thanks, Fr. £^and merci, M. of 
V. II. 2 ; R. III. III. 2. 

Grandam, sb, grandmother, M. of V. ii. 2 ; John, 

I. I. 

/Jrange, sb. a lone farmhouse, M. for M. ill. i ; 

Wmt. T. IV. 4; 0th. I. I. 

Granted, p.J>. acknowledged, Cym. ii. i. 

Grate, v. t. to vex, annoy. Ham. 111. i ; An. and 
Cl. I. I. 

Gratify, v.t. to reward, M. of V. iv. i ; Cor. 

II. 2. 

Gratillity, corruption of ‘ gratuity,’ Tw. N. ii. 3. 
Gratulate, v.t. to congratulate, R. III. iv. i ; 
Tit. And. 1. 1 ; Tim. of A. 1. 2. adj. gratifying, 
M. for M. V. 1. 

Grave, v.t. to entomb, bury, R. II. iii. 2 ; Tim. 
of A. IV. 3. To carve, engrave, Lucr. 755 ; M. 
of V. II. 7. 

Graymalkin, sb. a witch’s familiar in the shape of 
a grey cat, Mach. i. i. 

Greasily, adv. filthily, L’s Us L. iv. i. 

Great morning, broad daylight, Tr. and Cr. iv. 
3 ; Cym. iv. 2. 

'Gree, v.t. to agree. Two G. ii. 4 ; Tam. of S. 

II. z. 

Greek, sb. a reveller, boon companion, Tw. N. 
IV. I ; Tr, and Cr. i. 2. ‘ Grig ’ is another 

form of the word. 

Greenly, adv. foolishly, H. V. v. 2 ; Ham. iv. 5. 
Grief, sb. pain, 1 H. IV. i. 3 ; v. i ; 2 H. IV. i. i. 
Grief-shot, adj. stricken with grief. Cor. v. i. 
Grime, v.t. to begrime, Lear, ii. 3. 

Grim-looked, adj. grim-looking, grim>visaged, 
M. N's Dr. V. I. 

Gripe, sb. a griffin, Lucr. 543, 

Grize, sb. a step, Tw. N. iii, i ; Oth, i. 3. 

Grizzle, sb. a tinge of grey, Tw, N. v. i. 

Groat, sb. a coin worth fourpence, Meiry Wives, 

I. I. 

Gross, ctdj. palpable, M, for M. i, 2 ; All's Well, 

Grossly, adv. palpably. Com. of E. ii. 2 ; H. V. 

II. 2. 

Grossness, sb. passages of grossness = gross im- 
positions, Tw, N. III. 2. 

Ground, sb. the plainsong or air on which varia- 
tions are made, R. HI. iii. 7. 

Groundlings, sb. the spectators who stood on the 
ground m what corresponded to the pit of a 
modern theatre, Ham. iii. 2. 

Grow, v.i. to accrue, Com. of E. iv. i ; iv. 4. 
Grow to, v.i. to have a strong flavour, like milk 
that is burnt, M. of V. ii. 2. Others under- 
stand by it, to have a certain tendency. 

Grow to a point, come to the point, M. N’s Dr. 
I. 2 . 

Guard, v.t. to trim, ornament. Much Ado, i. 

1 ; M. of V. II. 2 ; John, iv. 2. 

Guards, sb. facings, ornaments, M. for M. III. i ; 
Much Ado, 1. I. The stars /3 and y of Ursa 
Minor, Oth. ii. i. 

Guardage, sh. guard, safe keeping, Oth. i. 2. 


Guardant, sb. a guard, sentinel, i H. VI. iv. 7 ; 
Cor. v. 2. 

Guerdon, sb. reward. Much Ado, v. 3 ; L’s L's 
L. III. I. 

Guerdoned, p.p. rewarded, 2 H. VI. i. 4 ; 3 H. 
VI. III. 3. 

Guidon, sb. a standard or banner, H. V. iv. 2. 

The old reading is ‘ Guard : on.’ 

Guilder, sb a Dutch coin. Com. of E. i. i ; iv. i. 
Guiled, adj. full of guile, treacherous, M. of V. 

III. 2. 

Gules, adj. red, in heraldry, Tim. of A. iv. 3 ; 
Ham. II. 2. 

Gulf, sb. the swallow, gullet, Macb. iv. i. 

Gull, sb. an unfledged nestling, i H. IV. v. i ; 
Tim. of A. II. 1. A dupe, fool, Tw. N. iii. 2 ; 
v. I ; R. III. I. 3. A trick, Much Ado, ii. 3. 
Gull-catcher, sb. one who entraps foolish persons, 
Tw. N. II. 5. 

Gummed velvet, velvet stiffened with gum, i H 

IV. II. 2. 

Gun-stones, sb. cannon balls of stone, H. V. i. 2. 
Gust, sb. taste, relish, Tw. N. i. 3 ; Sonn. cxiv. 

v.t. to taste, perceive, Wint. T. l. 2. 

Gyve, v.i. to fetter, catch, Oth. ii. i. 

Gyves, sb. fetters, shackles, i H. IV. iv. 2 ; Ham. 
IV. 7. 

Habiliment, sb. dress, garment. Tit. And. v. 2 ; 

R. II. I. 3 ; An. and Cl. iii. 6. 

Habit, sb. demeanour, deportment, M. of V. ii. 
2 ; Tim. of A. iv. 3. 

Habitude, sb. habit, condition of body. Lover’s 
Compl. 1 14. 

Hack, 7 >.i. to grow common, Merry Wives, ii. i. 
Haggard, sb. a wild, untrained hawk, Tw. N. 

III. I ; Much Ado, iii. i. Used as an adjective, 
Oth. III. 3. 

Haggish, adj. hag-like, ugly. All’s Well, i. 2. 
Haggled, p.p. hacked, mangled, H. V. iv. 6. 
Hag-seed, sb. offspring of a hag, Temp. i. 2. 

Hair, sb. texture, nature, i H. IV. iv. i. Against 
the hair = against the grain. Merry Wives, ii. 
3 ; Tr. and Cr. i. 2. 

Halcyon. The body of the halcyon or kingfisher, 
suspended by its beak, was believed to show 
which way the wind blew, Lear, 11. 2. 

Hale, v.t. to draw, drag, haul. Much Ado, ii. 3 ; 
Tw. N. III. 2. 

Halfcaps, sb. half bows, caps half taken off, slight 
salutations, Tim. of A. ii. 2. 

Half-checked, adj. A half-checked bit was per- 
haps a bit of which only one part remained, 
Tam. of S. iii. 2. 

Half-cheek, sb. a prefile, L’s L’s L. v. 2. 
Half-face, sb. a thm face, John, 1. i. 

Half-faced, adj. showing the king’s face in profile, 
John, I. I. Thin-faced, wretched-looking, i H. 

IV. I. 3 ; 2 H. IV. III. 2. 

Halfkirtles, sb. A kirtle was a kind of jacket 
with a petticoat attached. Either of these was 
a half-kirtle, 2 H. IV. v. 4. 

Halfpence, sb. small pieces. Much Ado, ii. 3. So 
Chaucer uses ‘ferthing.’ 

Half-sword, at, within half a sword’s length, at 
close quarters, i H. IV. ii. 4. 

Half-tales, sb. tales of which only one half is told. 
An. and Cl. 11. 2. 

Halidom, holiness, sanctity. Two G. iv. 2. 
Hall. A hail 1 was a cry to clear a space for 
I dancing, R. and J. i. 5. 
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Hallowmas, sh. All Saints’ Day, Two G. ii. i , M. 

for M. II. I ; R. II. v. i. 

Halt, adj. lame, Pass. Pilgr. 308. vJ. to limp, 
Tw. N. V. I ; An. and Cl. iv.' 7 ; Ham. ii. 2. 
Halting, adj. limping ; hence, loitering, dilatory, 
John, V. 2. sb. hesitation, Cym. in. 5. 

Hand, at, by hand, John, v. 2. ‘Hot at hand’ 
of horses is equivalent to ‘ hot in hand,’ that is, 
when they are held in, J C. iv. 2. Otliers 
understand it, when they are led by the hand, 
not mounted. 

Hand, at any, in any case, Tam. of S. 1. 2. 

Hand, in any, at any rate, All’s Well, iii. 6. 
Hand, in the hand of = led by, Cor. v. 3 ; R. HI. 
IV. I. To hold hand with = to be equal to, 
John, II. I. 

Handfast, sb. custody, Wint. T. iv. 4. Contract, 
Cym. I. 5. ^ 

Hands, a tall man of his hands = a stout, active 
fellow, Merry Wives, i. 4 ; Wint. T. v. 2. 
Give me your hands = applaud, M. N’s Dr. v. 
I. See I'emp. v. epil. 

Hands, of all, at any rate, in any case, L’s I/s L. 

IV. 3. 

Handsaw, sb. a corruption of heronshaw, a heron. 
Ham. II. 2. 

Handy-dandy, sb. a game in which an object is 
rapidly passed from one hand to the other, 
Lear, iv. 6. 

Hangers, sb. the straps by which the sword was 
suspended from the girdle. Ham. v. 2. 
Hangman. The hangman boys = the young ras- 
cals, gallows birds, crack-hemps. Two G. iv. 4. 
Hap, sh. fortune, luck, chance, Com. of E. i. 1 ; 
R. II. I. I ; Ham. iv. 3. 

Haply, adv. perhaps, Tw. N. 1. 2 *, H. V. iv. 7. 
Happiest, adj. most favourable, H. VIII. prol. 
H^pily, adv. haply, perhaps, M. for M. iv. 2 ; 
Tam. of S. iv. 4. 

Happiness, sb. accomplishment, Much Ado, ii. 3 ; 
Ham. ir. 2. 

Happy, adj. accomplished, Tw^o G. iv. i ; Cyra. 

III. 4. v.t. to make happy, Sonn. vi. 
Harbourage, sb. shelter, refuge, Johfi, 11. i ; Per. 

I. 4. 

Hard a keeping = hard o’ keeping, difficult to be 
kept, L's L's L. 1. i. 

Hardiment, sb. daring exploit, boldness, i H. IV. 

I. 3 ; Tr. and Cr. iv. 5 ; Cym. v. 4. 

Hardiness, sb. bravery, H. V. i. 2 ; Cym. iii. 6. 
Hardness, sb. hardship, 0 th. i. 3 ; Cym. iii. 6. 
Harlot, adj. lewd, Wint. T. ii. 3. 

Harlotry, sb. a harlot, Oth. iv. 2. A baggage, 
1 H. IV, HI. I ; R. and J. iv. 2. Used adjec- 
tively, I H. IV. n. 4. 

Harness, sb. armour, i H. IV. in. 2 ; Macb. 

V. 5 - 

Harnessed, p.j. armed, John, v. 2 ; Tr. and Cr. 
I. 2. 

Harp, v.t. to strike upon as a keynote, Macb. 

IV. I. 

Harry, v.t. to vex, annoy. An. and Cl. iii. 3. 
Har^ ten shillings, a piece of the value of ten 
shillings coined by Henry VII., 2 H. IV. iii. 2. 
Hatch, sb. a half-door, John, i. i ; v. 2 ; Lear, 

III. 6. 

Hatched, p.p. closed with a half-door. Per. iv. 2. 

Engraved, Tr. and Cr. i. 3. 

Hateful, cuij. malignant, R, II. ii. a. 

Hatefully, adv. malignantly, Ven. afid A. 940. 
Haught, adj. haughty, R. II. iv. 1 ; 3 H. VI. ii. i. 


Haughty, adj. lofty, high-spirited, t H. VI. iv. 

I ; R. III. IV. 2. 

Haunch, sb. rear, 2 H. IV. iv. 4. 

Haunt, sb. resort, place of resort, As You Like It, 
II. I , Ham. iv. I ; An. and Cl. iv. 14. 

Have, you have me = you understand me, catch 
my meaning, Ham. ii. 1. Imperatively in the 
phrases Have after = I’ll follow, Ham. i. 4. 
Have at = I’ll begin or attack, Wint. T. iv. 4;^ 
Ham. V. 2. Have to = I’ll go to, Tam. of S. i. 

I. Have through = I’ll make my way through, 

2 H. VI. IV. 8. Have with s= I’ll go with. Cor. 

II. I ; Oth. i. 2. 

Haver, sb. possessor, Cor. ii. 2. ^ 

Having, sb. property, possessions, As You Like 
It, III. 2 ; Tw. N. HI. 4. 

Haviour, sb. behaviour, Tw. N. iii. 4; Ham. 

I. 2. 

Havoc, sb. to cry havoc was to give the signal 
for indiscriminate slaughter, to cry no quarter, 
John, 11. I ; J. C. iii. i ; Ham. v. 2. v.t. to 
cut to pieces, destroy, H. V. i. 2, 

Hawking, adj. hawklike. All’s Well, i. i. 

Hay, sb. a term used by a fencer (Ital. hai^ you 
have it) w'hen he hit his adversary, R, and J. 
II. 4. A circular dance, L’s L’s L. v. i. 

Head, sb. an armed force, John, v. 2; i H. IV. 
IV 4 ; Ham. iv. 5. 

Head-lugged, adj. dragged by the head, Lear, 
IV. 2. 

Headsman, sh. executioner, All’s Well, iv. 3. 
Head-stall, sb. the part of a bridle which goes 
over the head, I'am. of S. iii. 2. 

Heady, adj. headstrong, impetuous, i H. IV. 

H. 3 ; H. V. 1. i.^ 

Heady-rash, adj. impetuously violent, Com. of 
E. V. I. 

Health, sb. welfare, wellbeing, M. of V. v. i ; 

J. C. IV. 3 ; Ham. i. 3. 

Healthful, ^j. wholesome, salutary. Com. of E. 

I. I. 

Healthsome, adj. wholesome, R. and J. iv. 3. 
Heaps, on, in heaps, H. V. iv. 5 ; v. 2. 

Hearted, adj. seated in the heart, Oth. i. 3 ; 
in. 3 * 

Hearten, v.t. to encourage, cheer, 3 H. VI. ii. 2 ; 
Lucr. 295. 

Heart-heaviness, sb. heart-sorrow, As You Like 
It, V. 2. 

Heat, p.p. heated, John, iv. i. v.t. to run a 
course or heat in a race, Wint. T. i. 2. 

Heaves, sb. deep sighs. Ham. iv. i. 

Heaviness, sb. sorrow, sadness. Temp. v. i ; M. 
ofV. H. 8. 

Heavings, sb. deep sighings, Wint. T. 11. 3. 
Heavy, adj. sad, sorrowful, M. of V. v. i ; Ven. 
and A. S39. 

Hebenon, sb. possibly the yew (Germ, eiben), 
Ham. I. 5. Ebony and henbane have also 
been suggested. 

Hedge, v.i. to creep along by the hedge, skulk, 
move stealthily, Tr. and Cr. in. 3 ; Merry 
Wives, n. 2; H. VIII. iii. 2. 

Hedge-pig, sb. a young hedge-hog, Macb. iv. i. 
Heel, v.t. to step as in dancing, Tr. and Cr. iv. 4. 
Hefts, sb. heavings, Wint. T. ii. i. 

Helm, v.t. to steer, M. for M. ni. 2. 

Help, v.t. to cure. Temp. n. 2 ; Lucr. 1822. sb. 
cure, Macb. 1. 2. 

Helpless, adj. incurable, Lucr. 756. Unavail- 
ing, R. III. I. 2 ; Lucr. 1027. 
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Hence, adv. henceforward, 2 H. IV. v. 5 ; Oth. 
in. 3- 

Henchman, sb. a page, M. N’s Dr. ii. 1. 

Hent, sb. grip ; hence, a purpose for which to he 
seized. Ham. m. 3. 'v.t. to take, clear, pass, 
Wint. T. IV. 3 ; M. for M. iv. 6. 

Herb-grace, sb. rue, Ham. iv. 5. 

Herblet, sb. a small herb, Cym. iv. 2. 

Herb of grace, sb. rue, All's Well, iv. 5 ; R. II. 
III. 4. 

Hereby, c^v. That’s hereby is said to mean, in 

? rovincial usage, that’s as it may happen, L’s 
.'s L. I. 2. 

^Jlermit, sb. a beadsman, one bound to pray for 
another, Macb. i. 6. 

Hest, sb. a command, behest, Temp. i. 2 ; iii. i. 
Hey-day, int. a frolicsome cry. Temp. ii. 2. Used 
as a substantive for frolic, Ham. in. 4. 

Hide fox and all after, a game like hide-and-seek. 
Ham. IV. 2. 

Hie, v.i. to hasten, Ven and A. 1189 ; Ham. 

I. I. v.r. Macb. i. 5. 

Hiems, winter, M. N’s Dr. n. i. 

High and low, two kinds of false dice. Merry 
Wives, 1. 3. 

High battled, adj. at the head of proud batta- 
lions, An. and Cl. ill. 13. 

High blown, adj. inflated, H. VIII. iii. 2. 
High-day, adj. holiday, M. of V. ii. 9. 

Highmost, adj. highest, R. and J. n. 5 ; Sonn. I'li. 
High-repented, adj. deeply repented, All’s Well, 
y. 3. 

High-resolved, adj. resolute, firmly resolved. 
Tit. And. iv. 4. 

High-sighted, adj. supercilious, J. C. 11. i. 
High-stomached, adj. haughty, R. II. i. i. 
High-viced, adj. conspicuously wicked, Tim. of 
A. IV. 3. 

Hight, is called, L’s L’s L. i. i ; M. N’s Dr. 

y. 1 ; Per. iv. prol. 

Hild, /./>. held, Lucr. 1257. 

Hilding, sb. a menial, drudge, Cym. ii. 3 ; R. 
and J. ii. 4 ; HI. 5. adj. base, mean, 2 H. IV. 
1. I ; H. y. IV. 2. 

Hilts, sb. hilt ; used of a single weapon, R. III. 
I. 4 ; J. C. V. 3. 

Himself, by, by his own hand, Cor. v. 2. 

Hind, sb. a farm-servant, menial, As You Like 
It, I. I ; Merry Wives, iii. 5. 

Hinge, v.t. to bend as a hinge, Tim. of A. iv. 3. 
Hint, sb. occasion, the cause or motive of any- 
thing, whether action or speech. Temp. i. 2 ; 
II. I ; Cor. III. 3. 

Hip. To catch or have on the hip is a term of 
wrestling, and signifies to have the advantage 
of, M. of V. I. 3 ; IV. I ; Oth. ii. i. 

Hipped, p.p. galled in the hips, Tam. of S. 

III. 2. 

History, v.t. to record, 2 H. IV. iv. i. 

Hit, v.i. to agree, Lear, i. i. 

Hitherto, adzt. up to this point, \ H. TV. iii. i. 
Hive, v.i. to dwell as in a hive, M. of V. ii. 5. 
Hoar, v.t. to make hoary or white as with 
leprosy, Tim. of A. iv. 3. v.i. to become 
mouldy, R. and J. ii. 4. 

Hobby-horse, sb. a principal figure in the old 
morris-dance, L’s L’s L. in. i ; Ham. ni. 2. 
Hence used contemptuously of persons of light 
conduct, Much Ado, iii. 2 ; Wint. T. i. i. 

Hob, nob, have or not have, hit or miss, come 
what may, Tw. N. 111, 4. 


Hodge-pudding, sb. probably a hodge-podge 
pudding, or haggis, Wint. T. v. 5. 

Hoise, v.t. to hoist, heave up. Temp. i. 2 ; 2 H. 

VI. I. I ; R. III. IV. 4. 

Hoist, hoisted, Ham. in. 4. 

Hold, x>.t. to endure. Cor. ni. 2 ; Tim. of A. 
I. 2 ; Ham. v. i. v.i. to keep promise, M. N’s 
Dr. I. 2. sb. fortress, John, v. 7 ; 2 H. IV. 
ind. 

Hold friends, to continue friends. Much Ado, 

I. I. 

Hold in, to keep counsel, i H. IV. n. i. 

Holding, sb. the burden of a song. An. and Cl. 

II 7. Fitness, All’s VV^ell, iv. 2. 

Hold up, to keep up a jest. Much Ado, n. 3 ; M. 
N’s Dr. in. 2. 

Hohdame = halidom, Tam. of S. v. 2 ; R. and J. 

I. 3; H. VIII. V. I. 

Holp, the past tense and past participle of ‘ help,’ 
John, I. I ; R. III. i. 2 ; Temp. i. 2 ; Cor. 
in. I. 

Holy-ales, sb rural festivals on saints’ days, Per. 
prol 

Holy-thistle, sb. also called Blessed Thistle, 
cardutis benedictus, Much Ado, in. 4. 
Homager, sb. one who does homage, a vassal, 
An. and Cl. i. i. 

Home, adv. to the utmost, thoroughly. Cor. 

II. 2 ; Macb. I. 3 ; Cym. in. 5. 

Honest, adj. chaste. Merry Wives, i. 4 ; n. i ; 
Oth. IV. 2. 

Honesty, sb. chastity. Merry Wives, ii. 2 ; As 
You Like It, in. 3. Decency, Tw. N. n. 3 ; 
Ham. II. 2. Liberality, generosity, Tim. of A. 
in. I. 

Honey-seed, blunder for ‘homicide,’ 2 H. IV. 

II. I. 

Honey-stalks, sb. the common purple clover, 
Tim. of A. IV. 4. 

Honey-suckle, blunder for ‘ homicidal,' 2 H. IV. 

II. I. 

Hood, v.i. to cover with a hood, like a falcon till 
it was let fly at the game, H. V. in. 7 ; R. and 

J. in. 2. 

Hoodman, the one who was blinded at the game 
of blind man’s buff, All’s Well, iv. 3. 
Hoodman-bhnd, blind man’s buff. All's Well, 
IV. 3. 

Hoodwink, v.t. to blindfold , hence, to cover, con- 
ceal, Temp. IV. I. 

Hoop, v.i. to whoop, shout. As You Like It, 
in. 2 ; H. V. II. 2 ; Cor. iv. 5. 

Hope, v.i. to expect, H. V. in. 7 ; An. and Cl. 
n. I. 

Horn-mad, like a mad bull, with a reference to 
horns being the emblem of a cuckold. Merry 
Wives, I, 4 ; Com. of E. ii. i ; Much Ado, 

I. I. 

Horning, sb. the making of cuckolds, Tit. And. 
n. 3. 

Horologe, sb. a clock, Oth. n. 3. 

Hose, sb. breeches. As You Like It, n. 4 ; n. 7. 
Round hose or French ho'^e were trunk hose 
which were made very full, M. of V. i. 2 ; 
H. V. in. 7. 

Host, v.i. to lodge, Com. of E. i. 2 ; All’s Well, 
in. 5. 

Hot-house, sb. a bagnio, often used as a brothel, 
M. for M. n. i. 

House, v.i. to dwell, keep house, R. and J. in. 5 ; 
Cym. HI. 3. 
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Housewife, s^. housekeeper, mistress of a house, 
M. N’s Dr. II. I ; R. and J. iv. 2 ; Oth. i. 3. 
A hussy, wanton, 2 H. IV. in. 2 ; H. V. v. i , 
Oth. IV. I. 

Housewifery, s3. domestic management, H. V. 

II. 3 ; Oth. II. I. 

How, how go? = for what price? 2 H. IV. ni. 2 ; 
Per. IV. 6. 

How and which way, How or which way, redund- 
ant expres'jions, All’s Well, iv. 3 ; R. 11 . ii. 2 : 

1 H. VI. II. I. 

However, in any case. Two G. 1. 1 ; H. 

VIII. IV. I. 

Hox, Z'd. to hough, hamstring, Wint. T. i. 2. 
Hoy, s3. a small coasting vessel, Com. of E. iv. 3. 
Hug, v.i. to lie close, John, v. 2. 
Hugger-mugger, in, secretly, by stealth, Ham. 
IV. 5. 

Hull, V./. to float, drift to and fro, like a ship at 
the mercy of the waves, Tw. N. i. 5 ; R. III. 
IV. 4. H. VIII. n. 4. 

Human, ac//. made of flesh and blood. As You 
Like It, V. 2. 

Humorous, adj. capricious, full of fancies and 
humours. As You Like It, i. 2 ; John, ni. i , 

2 H. IV. IV. 4. Damp, moist, R. and J. 11. i. 
Humour, sb. characteristic disposition, affecta- 
tion of manner or language. A word much 
abused in Shakespeare's tune, and iidiculed by 
him by being employed frequently without any 
meaning at all, L’s L’s L. iii. i ; Merry Wives, 
J. I ; 1. 3 - 

Humphrey Hour, R. III. iv. 4. The meaning of 
this is lost. Steevens supposed that there was 
a reference to the phrase to dine uith Duke 
Humphrey, that is, to walk up and d.^wn in M. 
Paul’s during the dinner hour and not to dine 
at all. But this does not help us. 

Hungerly, adv, hungrily, scantily, Tam. of S. 

III. 2. 

Hungry, adj. their hungry prey = the prey for 
which they hunger, i H. VI. i. 2, 

Hunt, sb. the game taken in the chase, Cym. 

III. 6. The hunt is up = the game is afoot, 
Tit. And. 11. 2. 

Hunt’s up, sb. a tune to arouse the hunters early, 
R. and J, iii. 5. 

Hurly, sb. uproar, John, iii. 4 ; 2 H. IV. iii. 1, 
Hurly-burly, sb. uproar, tumuli, Macb. 1. 1. Used 
adjectively, i H. IV. v. i. 

Hurricane, sb. a waterspout, Tr. and Cr. v. 2 ; 
Lear, iii. 2. 

Hurtle, v.i. to clash, J. C. ii. 2. 

Hurtless, adj. harmless, Lear, iv. 6. 

Hurtling, sb. clashing, din, As You Like It, 

IV. 3. 

Husband, sh. housekeeper, M. for M. 111. 2 ; 

Tam. of S. v. i. Husbandman, 2 H. IV. v. 3. 
Husbandry, sb. thrift, economy, Macb. ll. i ; 
Ham. I. 3. Management, «tewardship, M. of 

V. in. 4 ; Tim. of A. ii. 2. 

Hush, adj. still, silent, Ham. ii. 2. 

Huswife, sb. one who does housework, a house- 
maid, As You Like It, iv. 3. Housewife, Cor.1.3. 
Hyen, sb. hyena. As You Like It, iv. 1. 
H^erion, sb. Phoebus, the sun, H. V. iv. i ; 
Ham. I. 2 ; in. 4. 

Hyrcan, adj. Hyrcanian, Macb. iii. 4. 

^ Ice-brook. ‘ The ice-brook’s temper ’ is the tem- 
per of steel produced by plunging it into ice- 


cold water, as of the Salo by Bilbilis in Spain, 
Oth. V. 2. 

Iceland dog. A white, curly-haired dog, with 
sharp-pointed ears, much in request among 
ladies as a lap-dog, H. V. ii. i. 

Idle, adj. trifling, insignificant, 7 'r. and Cr. 1. 2. 
Unoccupied, Oth. i. 3. Foolish, cra/y, Ham. 
III. 2 ; Lear, i. 3. Useless, unprofitable, Com. 
of E. III. 2 ; Lear, iv. 4. v.i. to float idly. R. 
and J. II. 6. 

Idle-beaded, adj. foolish, Merry Wives, iv. 4. 
ITecks, tnt. perhaps a conuption of ‘in faith,’ 
Wint. T. I. 2. 

Ignomy, sb. ignominy, M. for M. ii. 4 ; Tr. and 
Cr. v. 10 ; 'Tit. And. iv. 2. 

Ignorant. Ignoiant fumes = fumes that produce 
ignorance or unconsciousnes*;, 7 'emp. v. i. 
Ill-erected, /Tf/y. built for aii evil purpose, or with 
evil auspices, R. II. v, i. 

Ill-favoured, adj. ill-looking, ugly, Wint. T. i. i : 
As You Like It, 111. 5. 

Ill-favouredly, adv. badly, ill, As You Like It, 
in. 2 ; H. V. IV. 2. 

Ill-inhabited, aiij. badly housed. As You Like It. 

III. 3. 

Illness, sb. badness, wickedness, Macb. i. 5. 
Ill-nurtured, adj. ill-bred, rude, 2 H. VI. i. 2 *, 
Veil, and A. 134. 

Ill-ta’en, adj. misapprehended, Wint. T. i. 2. 
Illume, v.i. to illumine, Ham. i. i. 

Illustrate, adj. illustrious, I.’s L’s L. iv. i ; v. i. 
Ill-wresting, adj. twisting to a bad sense, Sonn. 
CXL. 

Imagery, sb. figures in painting, R. II. v. 2. 
Imaginary, adj. belonging to the imagination, 
John, ly. 2. Imaginai-y forces=powers of 
imagination, H. V. piol. 

Imagined, adj. belonging to the imagination, M. 

ofV. III. 4; H. V. III. chor. 

Imaginings, sb. imaginations, Mach. 1. 3. 

Imbar, 7/./. to bar in, secure, H. V. I. 2. 
Immanity, sb. savageness, ferocity, 1 H. VI. v. i. 
Immask, ZKt. to hide in a mask, disguise, i H. 

IV. I. 2. 

Immediacy, sb. direct holding of office, Lear, 


3 - 

Immoment, adj. of no moment, insignificant, An. 
and Cl. v. 2. 

Immures, sb. enclosing walls, Tr. and Cr. prol. 
Imp, sb. a scion or offshoot, a H. IV. v. 5 ; H. 
V. V. I. v.t. to graft ; hence, to supply new 
feathers to a falcon’s wing, R. II. ii. i. 
Impaint, v.t. to paint, colour, i H. IV. v. i. 
Inmair, adj. unsuitable, inappropriate, Tr. and 
Cr. IV. 5, 

Impale, v.t to encircle, Tr. and Cr. v. 7. 

Impart, 7/. ri to afford, grant, Lucr. 1039; Sonn. 

Lxxii. v.i. to behave oneself, Ham. i. 2. 
Impartial, adj. indifferent, taking no part, Ven. 

and A. 748 ; M. for M. v. i. 

Impartment, sh. communiration, Ham. i. 4. 
Impasted, /./. formed into a crust, coagulated, 
Ham. II. 2. 

Impawn, v.t. to pawn, pledge, Wint. T. i. 2. 
Impeach, sb. impeachment, accusation, Com. of 
E. V. 1 ; 3 H. Vl. 1. 4. v.t. to bring into ques- 
tion, expose to reproach, M. N’s Dr. ii. 1 ; M. 
of V. HI. 2 ; III. 3; R. II. I. I. 

Impeachment, sb. check, impediment, H. V. 
III. 6. 

Imperceiverant, adj, dull of perception, Cym. iv. i. 
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In^rious, adj, imperial, Ham. v. i ; Tr. and 
Cr. IV. 5. 

Impeticos. To irnpocket, or impeticoat ; a non- 
sense word, Tw. N. ii. 3. 

Impleached,/./. intertwined, Lover’s Compl. 205. 
Implorators, i^b, solicitors, Ham. i. 3. 

Imponed, p.f>. laid as a wager, Ham. v. 2. 

Import, sb. importance, moment, R. and J. v. 2 ; 
Oth. III. 3. 

Importance, sb. import, Wint. T. v. 2. Impoi- 
tunity, urgent request, Tw. N, v. i ; John, ii. 
I. That which is imported, the question at 
issue, Cym. i. 4. 

Importancy, sb. importance, Oth. i. 3. 
important, adj. urgent. Com. of E. v. i ; Much 
Ado, II. I. 

Importless, adj. meaningless, Tr. and Cr. 1. 3. 
Importing, adj. full of meaning, significant, All’s 
Well, V. 3. 

Impose, sb. injunction, Two G. iv. 3. v.t. to en- 
join, Much Ado, V. I. 

Imposition, sb. injunction, command, M. of V. 

I. 2. Penalty, M. for M. 1. 2 ; Wint. T. i. 2. 
Imposthume, sb. an abscess. Ham. iv. 4 ; Tr. and 

Cr. V. I. 

Impotence, sb. infirmity, Ham. ii. 2. 

Impotent, adj. infirm, Ham. i, 2. 

Imprese, sb. a device with a motto, R. II. ill. i. 
Impress, v.t. to compel to serve, press into ser- 
vice, Macb. IV. I ; I H. IV. i. i. 

Impressure, sb. imprint, impression, As You Like 
It, HI. s ; Tw. N. 11. 5. 

Impudency, sb. impudence, L’s L’s L. v. i. 
Impugn, v.t. to oppose, resist, M. of V. iv. i ; 2 
H. VI. III. r. 

Imputation, sb. reputation, Tr. and Cr. i. 3 ; 
Ham. V. 2. That which may be ascribed to an 
act, Oth. III. 3. 

In, prep, on, M. N’s Dr. 11. i ; R. III. i. 4 ; Tr. 
and Cr. iv. 2. Into, M. for M. ii. 3 ; Merry 
Wives, HI. 5 ; R. III. i. 2. v.t. to get in, 
house. All’s Well, i. 3. 

Inaidible, adj. that cannot be helped, irremedi- 
able, All’s Well, H. 1. 

Incapable, adj. not susceptible. Cor. iv. 6. Un- 
able to comprehend, Ham. iv. 7. 

Incardinate, adj. incarnate, Tw. N. v. 1. 
Incarnadine, v.t. to dye a deep red, Macb. ii. 2. 
Incamal, blunder for ‘ incarnate,' M. of V. 11. 2. 
Incensed, p.p. instructed, informed, H. VIII. 

V. X. 

Incensement, sb. exasperation, Tw. N. in. 4. 
Incharitable, adj. uncharitable. Temp. i. i. 

Inch meal, by, by inches, gradually. Temp. 11. 2. 
Incidency, sb. incidence, liability to happen, Wint. 
T. I. 2. 

Incision, sb. blood-letting, L’s L’s L. iv. 3. To 
make incision is to cut for the purpose of letting 
blood, M. of V. II. I ; As You Like It, hi. 2. 
Inciyil, adj. rude, discourteous, Cym. v. 5. 
Inclinable, adj. inclined, disposed. Cor. 11. 2. 
Inclining, adj. compliant, favourably disposed, 
Oth. H. 3. sb. inclination, party, Oth. j. 2. 
Inclip, v.t. to encircle, embrace. An. and Cl. 

II. 7. 

Include, v.t. to conclude, close, end. Two G. v. 

4 ; Tr. and Cr. i. 3. 

Inclusive, adj. latent. All’s Well, i. 3. 

Income, sb. the coming in, Lucr. 334. 
Incontinent, adv. immediately, As You Like It, 
V. 2 ; R. II. V, I. 


Incontinently, adv. immediately, Oth. i. 3. 
Incony, adj. dainty, delicate, L’s L’s L. iii. i ; 

IV. I. 

Incorporal, adj. immaterial. Ham. hi. 4. 
Incorporate, p.p. closely united, J. C. i. 3. 
Incorpsed, made one body, Ham. iv. 7. 
Incorrect, adj. unsubdued, unsubmissive. Ham. 

I. 2. 

Increase, sb. produce. Temp. iv. i ; Cor. iii. 3. 
Increaseful, adj. full of produce, Lucr. 958. 
Incredulous, adj. incredible, Tw. N. iii. 4. 
Incursions, sb. inroads into the enemy’s country, 
Tr. and Cr. ii. 1, 

Ind or Inde, sb. India, Temp. 11. 2 ; L’s L’s L. 

IV. 3 ; As You Like It, iii. 2. 

Indent, v.i. to make terms, compound, i H. IV. 

I. 3. sb. indentation, 1 H. IV. hi. i. 

Index, sb. the table of contents, originally placed 
at the beginning of a book ; hence, introduction, 
prologue, R. III. 11. 2 ; iv. 4; 'Tr. and Cr. i. 
3 ; Ham. III. 4; Oth 11. i. 

IndifFerency, sb. impartiality, John, 11. t. Moder- 
ate capacity, ordinary size, 2 H. IV. iv. 3. 
Indifferent, adj. ordinary', commonplace, Tam. 
of S. iv. I ; Ham. n. 2. Impartial, R. II. 11. 
3 ; H. VIII. II. 4. adv. tolerably, moderately, 
not exceptionally, Tw. N. i. 3 ; i. 5 , Ham. hi. 1. 
Indifferently, adv. moderately, tolerably, H. V. 

II. I ; Ham. iii. 2. 

Indigest, sb. a shapeless mass, chaos, John, v. 7. 

adj. shapeless, Sonn. cxiv. 

Indign, adj. unworthy, disgraceful, Oth. I. 3. 
Indirection, sb. injustice, crooked policy, John, 
HI. 1; J. C. IV. 3. Indirect or oblique method. 
Ham. H. 1. 

Indirectly, adv. wrongfully, unjustly, John, 11. i ; 

H. y. H. 4. 

Indistinguishable, adj. mongrel, whose breed 
cannot be recognised, Tr. and Cr. v. i. 

Indite, blunder for ‘ invite,’ 2 H. IV. ii. 1 ; R. 
and J. II. 4. 

Individable. ‘Scene individ.able ' is perhaps a 
play in which the unity of place is preserved, 
Ham. II. 2. 

Indrenched, drenched, overwhelmed, Tr. and 
Cr. 1. I. 

Indubitate, adj. undoubted, L’s T/s L. iv. i. 
Induction, sb. beginning, introduction, x H. IV. 

III. I ; R. HI. I. I ; iv. 4. 

Indue, v.t. to endow, affect, qualify, Oth. iii. 4 ; 
Ham. IV. 7. 

Indurance, sb. durance, imprisonment, H. VIII. 

V. I. 

Inequality, sb. inconsistency, M. for M. v. x. 
Inexecrable, adj. that cannot be sufficiently exe- 
crated, M. of V. iv. I. 

Infamonize, v.t. to render infamous, defame, L’s 
L’s L. V. 2. 

Infect, p.p. infected, Tr. and Cr. 1. 3. 

Infection, blunder for ‘ affection,’ Merry Wives, 

II. 2 ; M. of V. II. 2.^ 

Infer, v.t. to allege, bring in as an argument, R. 

III. HI. 5 ; III. 7 : Tim. of A. hi. 5. 

Infest, v.t. to harass, vex, Temp. v. x. 

Infinite, sb. infinity, 'Two G. 11. 7 ; Much Ado, li. 

3 ; Tr. and Cr. ii. 2. 

Infinitive, blunder for ‘ infinite,’ 2 H. IV. 11. x. 
Inform, v.t. to take shape, Macb. 11. i. v.t. to 
form, fashion ; hence, to inspire, animate. Cor. 
V. 3- 

Informal, adj. crazy, irrational, M. for M. v. i. 
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Information, sb, informer ; abstract for concrete, 
Cor. IV. 6. 

Infusion, sb. essential quality, Ham. v. 2. 
Ingenious, cuij. delicately sensitive, intelligent, 
Ham. V. I ; Lear, iv. 6. 

Ingeniously, adv. ingenuously, Tim. of A. ii. 2. 
Ingraft,/./, ingrafted, Oth. n. 

Ingrate, adj. ungrtiteful, Tw. N. v. i ; John, 

V. 2. 

Ingrateful, adj. ungrateful, Tw. N. v. i ; Cor. 

II. 2. 

Inhabitable, adj. uninhabitable, R. II. i. i. 
Inherit, v.t. to possess. Temp. iv. i. To cause 
to possess, put in possession, R. II. i. i. v i. 
to take possession Temp. ii. 2. 

Inhooped, /./. enclosed or confined in a hoop, in 
which birds were made to fight. An. and Cl. 
, 3 - 

Initiate, n!<^. ‘initiate fear’ is that which attends 
the beginning of a career of guilt, Macb. in. 
4 -. 

Injointed, /./. joined, Oth. i. 3. 

Injurious, adj. insulting, 2 H. VI. i. 4 ; Cor. 

III. 3. 

Injury, sb. insult, M. N’s Dr. iir. 2. 

Inkhorn mate, sb. a term of contempt applied to 
a bookish man, i H. VI. iii. i. 

Inkle, sb. coarse tape, L’s L’s L. 111. i ; Wmt. T. 

IV. 4 ; Per. v. prol. 

Inland, adj. belonging to the interior of the 
country ; hence, civilised, refined, As You Like 
It, III. 2. adv. inland bred = brought up in the 
interior, and so, cultivated. As you Like It, 
II. 7. 

Inly, adj. inward, Two G. Ii. 7 ; 3 K. VI. i. 
4. adv. inwardly, Temp, v, i ; \. iv, 

chor. 

Inn, sb. a temporary residence, R. II. v. i. 
Innocent, sb. an idiot, fool, All’s Well, iv. 3 , 
Lear, 11 1. 6 ; Per. iv. 3. 

Inquire, sb. inquiry. Ham. 11. i ; Per iii. prol. 
Inquisition, sb. inquiry, Temp. i. 2 ; As You Like 
It, II. 2. 

Insane, adj. maddening, causing in.samty, Macb. 

I. 3: 

Insanie, sb. madness, L’s L’s L. v, i. 

Insconce, v.t. and v.r. to shelter, hide, Lucr. 

1515 ; Merry Wives, ii. 2 ; in. 3. 

Insculped, / /. engraved, cut. ‘ Insculp’d upon ’ 
= cut in relief, M. of V. ii. 7. 

Insculpture, sb. inscription, Tim. of A. v. 4. 
Inseparate, adj. that cannot be divided, 'Tr. and 
Cr. V. 2. 

Inset, v.t. to set, 2 H. IV. i. 2. 

Insinewed, /./. bound as by sinews, 2 H. IV. 

IV. I. 

Insinuate, z'.i. to coax, wheedle, ingratiate one- 
self, R. IT. IV, I ; Cor. ii. 3 ; Ven. and A. 1012. 
v.t. to suggest, hint, L’s L’s L. v, i. 
Insinuation, sb. a flattering proposal, John, v. t. 

Artful intrusion, Ham. v. 2. 

Insisture, sb. persistence, Tr. and Cr. i. 3. 
Insociable, adj. unsociable, L’s L’s L. v, t ; v. 2. 
Instalment, sb. installation, R. III. iii. i. Per- 
haps, stall, Merry Wives, v. 5. 

Instance, sb. motive, H. V. ii. 2 , R. III. iii. 2. 
Proof, evidence. Much Ado, ii. 2 ; 2 H. IV. 
HI. 1. Token, Two G. ii. 7 ; Lucr. 1511. Ex- 
ample, Tw. N. IV. 3. Anything given in proof, 
a sentence. Much Ado, v. 2 : As You Like It, 

II. 7. 


Instant, adv. immediately, Tim. of A. Ii. 2 ; 
Ham. I. 5. 

Insufficience, jA insufficiency, Wint. T. r. i. 
Insultment, sb. insult, triumph over an enemy, 
Cym. III. 5. 

Insuppressive, adj. that cannot be suppressed, J 

C. II. I. 

Intellect, dj. meaning, purport, I.’s L’.s L. iv. 2. 
Intelligencing, adj. conveying intelligence, cariy - 
mg messages, Wint. T. ii. 3. 

Intelligent, adj bearing intelligence, giving in- 
formation, Wint. T. I. 2 ; Lear, in. i ; nr. 5 ; 
III. 7. 

Intemperance, sh. want of restraint, licentiousness^ 
I H. iV. III. 2 ;Macb. IV. 3. 

Intend, v.f. to direct, An. and Cl. v. 2; Per. 
1. 2. To mean, An. and Cl. ii. 2. To pretend, 
Much Ado, n. 2 ; Tam. of S. iv. i ; R. Ill, 

III. 5. 

Intendment, sb. intention, design, As You Like 
It, I. I ; Ven. and A. 222. Aim ; the main 
intendment = the chief attack, H. V. i. 2. 
Inteniblc, adj. incapable of letaining, All’s Well, 
I- 3 - . 

Intention, sb. aim, bent. Merry Wives, r. 3 , 
Whnt. T. I. 2. 

Intentively, adv. attentively, Oth. 1. 3. 

Interessed. /./. interested, Lear, 1. r. 

Interest, sb. right, claim, John, v. 2; i H. IV. 
in. 2. 

Inter'gatory, sb. interrogatory, M. of V. v. i , 
All’s Well, iv. 3. 

Intermission, d\ pause, delay, interruption, M. 

of V. 111. 2 , 2\s You Like It, ii. 7 ; Macb. 

T 3-. . 

Intermissivc, adj, intermitted, interrupted, t H. 
VI. I. I. 

Interrogatory, sb. a question to be answered 
on oath, John, in. i. 

Intertissued, /./, woven into the tissue, H. 

IV. I. 

Intervaliums, sb, intervals, 2 H. IV. v. i. 
lntil,/?r/. into, Ham. v. i. 

Into, /n/. unto, All's Well, i. 3: Tw. N. v. 1 * 

H. V. I. 2 ; 11. 2. 

Intreasured, /./. stored up, 2 H. IV. 11 1. 1. 
Intrenchant, adj. that cannot be cut, invulner- 
able, Macb. V. 8. 

Intrinse, adj. tightly drawn, Lear, ii. 2. 
Intrinsicate, adj. tightly drawn ; or perhaps, in- 
tricate, An. and Cl. v. 2. 

Invasive, adj. invading, John, v. i. 

Invectively, adv. repioachfully, abusively. As 
You Like It, II. X. 

Investing, pr.p. enveloping, enwrapping, H. V. 
IV. chor. 

Investments, d. dress, apparel, 2 H. IV. iv. i ; 
Ham. I. 3. 

Invincible, adj. an error for ‘invisible,’ 2 H. IV. 
III. 2. 

Invised, adj. perhaps, unseen, Lover’s Compl. 
212. 

Inviting, sb. invitation, Tim. of A. iir. 6. 
Invocate, v.t. to invoke, R. III. i. 2 ; i H. VI. 

I. I. 

Inward, adj. intimate, R. III. in. 4. Private, 
secret, L’s L’s L. v. i ; Much Ado, iv. i. sb. 
inside, .Sonn. cxxviii. An intimate, M. for M. 

III. 2. adv. inwardly, M. of V. iii. 2 ; Ham. 

IV. 4. 

Inwardness, sb. intimacy, Much Ado, iv, i. 

2 S 
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Irk, v.t. to vex, annoy ; used impersonally, As 
You Like It, II. I ; I H. VI. i. 4 ; 3 H. VI. 

II. 2. 

Trregulous, adj. disorderly, lawless, Cyni. iv. 2. 
Issued,/./, descended, U'emp. i 2. 

It, pass. pron. its, Temp. ii. i ; Wint. T. 11. 3 ; 

H. V. V. 2 ; Ham. 1. 2. 

Iterance, sb. repetition, Oth. v. 2. 

Iteration, sb. repetition, i H. IV. 1. 2 ; Tr and 
Cr. III. 2. 

1 wis, adv. truly, certainly, M. of V. 11. g ; R. HI. 

I- 3- 

Jack, sb, the small bowl aimed at in the game of 
howls, Cym. ii. i. A term of contempt for a 
altry fellow, R. III. i. 3 ; R. and J. 11. 4. The 
gure which struck the bell in old clocks, R 

II. V. 5 ; R. III. IV. 2. 

Jack-a-Lent, sb. a rag doll, thrown at in Lent, 
Meny Wives, iii. 3 , v. 5. 

Jack guardant, a rascally sentinel. Cor. v. 2. 
Jacks, sb. the keys of a virginal, Sonn. cxxviii. 

Drinking vessels, Tam. of S. iv. 1. 

Jacksauce, a saucy Jack, H. V. iv. 7. 

Jade, v.t. to play the jade witli, run away with, 
Tw. N. II. 5. To drive like a jade, An. and 
Cl. III. I. 'I'o Heat with contempt, H. VIII. 

III. 2 . 

Jaded,/./, worn out, 2 H. VI. iv. i. 

Jar, sb. a tick of the clock, Wint. T. 1. 2 v.t. to 
tick, R. II. V. 5. 

Jar, sb, quarrel, i H. VI. i. i. v.i. to quaivel, 
1 H. VI. m T. 

Jaunce, v.t. to fret a horse so as to make him 
prance, R. II. \'. 5. 

Jaunt, sb. a prancing, R. and J. ii. 5. 

Jaunting, prancing, R. and J. 11. s 
Jay, sb. used for a loose woman. Merry Wives, 

III. 3 ; Cym. iii. 4. 

ennet, sb. a Spanish horse, Ven. and A. 260. 
erkin, sb. jacket, Temp. iv. i ; 'Tr. and Cr. 

III. 3. 

Jesses, sb. the .straps by which the legs of a hawk 
were fastened to the falconer’s hand, Oth. 
III. 3. 

Jest, v.i. to play a part in a masque, R. II. i. 3. 
Jet, v.i. to strut with head erect, Tw. N 11. 5 ; 
Cym. III. 3. To encioach, R. III. ii. 4 ; Tit. 
And. II. I. 

Jig, sb. a merry dance, Much Ado, ii. i; Tw. N 

I. 3. A ludicrous ballad or farce, Ham. ii. 2. 
v.t. to walk as one that dances a jig, Ham. 

III. I. To wiite jigs or doggerel ballads, J. 

IV. 3. To sing like the tune of a jig, L’s L’s 
L. III. I. 

ig-maker, sb. a composer of jigs, Ham. iii 2. 
oan, old, the name of a hawk, 2 H. VI. ii. i. 
ohn - a - Dreams, John o’ dream.s, John the 
Dreamer, Ham. ii. 2. 

Joinder, sb. joining, Tw. N. v. 1. 

Joint, v.i. and x>.t. to unite, join, An. and Cl. i 2 , 
Cym. V. 4 ; v. 5. 

Jointress, sb. a widow with a jointure, a dowager, 
Ham. i. 2. 

Joint-ring, sb. a split-ring, gimmal-ring, of which 
the two halves were made to lit very closely. 
Oth. IV. 3. 

Jotned-stool, sb. a joint-stool, a folding-stool, 
3 H. IV. n. 4 ; 2 H. IV. 11. 4 ; Tam. of S. ii. i. 
Joint -stool, sb, a folding-stool, R. and J, i. 5 : 
Lear, iii. 6, 


Jolt-head, sb. blockhead, Two G. iii. i : Tam. of 

S. IV. I. 

Jordan, sb. a chamber-pot, i H. IV. 11. i : 2 H. 

IV. 11. 4. 

Journal, adj. diurnal, daily, M. for ]\I. iv. 3 *, 
Cym. IV. 2. 

Journey-bated, adj. tired with marching, 1 H. 

IV. IV. 3. 

Jovial, adj. Jove-like, Cym. iv. 2. 

Jowl, v.t. to knock, dash, All’s Well, i. 3 ; Ham. 

V. I. 

Joy, v.i. to gladden, R. III. 1. 2. To enjoy, R. 
II. V. 6. v.i. to be glad, R. II. 11. 3; v. 3; 

1 H. IV. n. I. To have delight, R. III. iv. 4 ; 
R. and J. ii. 2. 

Judicious, adj. judicial, Cor. v. 6. 

Jump, sb. hazard. An. and Cl. iii. 8. v.i. to 
agree, Tw. N. v. 1 , R. III. iii. i. v.t. to 
hazard, risk, Macb. i. 7 ; Cym. v. 4. To ex- 
pose to risk, Cor. in. i. adv. just, exactly, 
Ham. 1. I ; v. 2 , Oth. 11. 3. 

Junkets, sb. sweetmeats, Tam. of S. ill. 2. 

Just, sb. a tilt, tournament, R. II. v. 2. v.i. to 
tilt, Per. II. I. aiiv. exactly, M. for M. 111. 1 ; 

V. I : Much Ado, ii. i. 

Justicer, sb. justice, judge, Lear, in. 6 *, iv. 2 ; 
Cym. V 5. ^ 

Jutty, sb. projection, Macb. i. 6. v.i. to project 
ov'cr, II. V. in. i. 

Juvenal, sb. a youth, L’s L’s L. i. 2 ; in. i ; M. 
N’s Dr. III. 1 ; 2 H. IV. i. 2. 

Kam, adj. crooked, awry, Cor. in. i. 

Kecksies, sb. hemlock and similar plants with 
hollow stalks, H. V. v. 2. 

Keech, sb. a round lump of tallow or fat, H. 
VIII. i. I. 

Keel, x>.t. to cool, L’s L’s L. v. 2. Others inter- 
pret it ‘ to scum or skim.' 

Keep, sb. keeping, custody, Tam. of S. 1. 2. x>.i, 
to live, dwell, IV. and Cr. iv 5 ; Macb. v. 4 ; 
Ham. ii. 1 , M. of V. 111. 3. v.r. to restrain 
oneself. Two G. iv. 4. 

Keeping, sb, maintenance, As You Like It, 1. i. 
Keisar, sb. emperor. Merry Wives, i. 3. 

Ken, sb. perception, sight, view, 2 H. IV. iv. i ; 

2 H. VI. in. 2 Cym. in. 6. v.t. to discern, 
know, 2 H. VI. in. 2 ; Tr. and Cr. iv 5 ; 
Merry Wives, i. 3. 

Kendal Green, sb. a dark green cloth made at 
Kendal, i H. IV ii. 4. 

Kerchief, jA originally a covering for the head, a 
handkerchief, Merry Wives, in. 3 ; iv. 2 ; J. C. 
II. 1 . 

Kern, sb. a light-armed foot soldier of Ireland and 
the Western Isles, R. II. n. i ; Macb. i. 2. 
Kersey, sb. coarse woollen cloth, M. for M. i. 2 ; 
Tam. of S. ni. 2. 

Kettle, sb. a kettle-drum, Ham. v. 2. 

Key, sb. a tuning-key, Temp. i. 2. 

Key-cold, adj. cold as a key, R. III. i. 2 ; Lucr. 
J774- 

Kibe, sb. a chilblain on the heel, Temp. ii. t ; 
Ham. V. I. 

Kickshaws, sb. a trifle, Tw. N. 1. 3 ; 2 H. IV, 

V. I. 

Kicky-wicky, sb. a darling, a pet term for wife or 
mistress, All’s Well, ii. 3. 

Kid -fox, sb. a fox cub, Much Ado, n. 3. 

Kill ! the cry of troops when charging the enemy, 
Cor. V, 6 ; Lear, iv. 6 ; Ven. and A. 652. 
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Killen, v.t. to kill, Per. ir. prol. 

Killingworth, Kenilworth, 2 H. VI. iv. 4. 
Kiln-hole, sb. the fireplace of a kiln, Merry 
Wives, IV. 2 ; Wint. T. iv. 4. 

Kin, adj. akin, related, M. for M. n. 4 ; 2 H. 

IV. II. 2. 

Kind, sh. nature, J. C. r. 3; Lucr. 1147; M. of 

V. 1. 3. adj. natural, Lucr. 1423. adv. kindly, 
Tim. of A. I. 2. 

Kindle, v t. to incite. As You Like It, 1. i. To 
bring forth young. As You Like It, in. 2. 
Kindless, adj. unnatural. Ham. 11. 2. 

Kindlier, adv. more naturally. Temp. v. i. 
Kindly, adj. natural, seasonable, Much Ado, 

IV. I ; As You Like It, 11. 3. adzi naturally, 
in a natural manner, Tam. of S. ind. i ; R. and 
J. II. 4. 

Kinged,/./, furnished with a king, ruled, John, 
II. I ; H. V. II. 4. Made a king, R, II. v. 5. 
Kingdomed, /./. like a kingdom, Tr. and Cr. 

n. 3. Comp. J. C. II. I. 

Kingly, adv. royally, Sonn. cxiv 
Kingly-poor, adj. poor for a king, L’s L’s L. 

V. 2. 

Kirtle, sh. a jacket with petticoat attached, 2 H. 
JV. 11. 4. 

Kissing-comfits, sb. comfits for sweetening the 
breath. Merry Wives, v 5 
Kitchen, v.t. to entertain in the kitchen, Com 
of E. V. I. 


Lakin, ladykin or little lady, Temp. in. 3; M. 
N’s Dr. III. I. 

Lampass, sb. a swelling of the bars of the palate 
in horses, Tam. of S. iii. 2. 

I.and, sb. lawn, Temp. iv. i. See Laund. 
Land-damn, an incurable corruption in Wint. 
T. ir. I. 

Land-rakers, sh. vagabonds, i H. IV. ii. i. 
Languish, sb. a lingering malady, R. and J. i. 2 ; 
An. and Cl. v. 2. 

Languishing, sb. lingering disease. All’s Well, 


Lank, v i. to grow thin, An. and Cl. i. 4. 

Lap, 7'/. to wrap, K. III. 11. z; Macb. i- 2;„ 
Cym. V. s. 

Lapse, sb. slip, error, All’s Well, 11. 3. v.i. to 
fall away, especially from truth, Cor. v. 2 ; 
Cym. 111. 6 

Lapsed, /./ caught, surprised, Tw. N. iii. 3. 
Fallen, Ham. 111. 4. ‘ Lapsed in time and 

passion,’ may mean fallen away from his duty 
by neglecting opportunity and indulging 
passion. 

Lard, v.t. to garnish, II. V. iv. 6 ; Ham. i\\ 5. 

To fatten, i H. IV. ii. 2 ; Tim. of A. iv. 3. 
Large, a^^i/^ ^^ee; and so, gross, licentious, Macb. 

III. 4 ; Much Ado, ii. 3 ; iv. i. 

Large-handed, adj grasping, Tim. of A. iv. i. 
I.argess, sb. bounty, present, R. II. i. 4 , Macb. 
II. I. 


Knack, sb. a knick-knack, trifle, M. N’s Dr. 1. 1 ; 
Wint. T. IV. 4. 

Knap, v.t. to snap, break off short, M, of V. 

HI. I. To rap, Lear, n. 4. 

Knave, sb. a lad, servant, J. C. iv. 3 , Merry 
Wives, in. 5. 

Knee, v.t. to go on one’s knees, Cor. \ i. To 
kneel before, Lear, 11. 4. 

Knit, sb. texture or pattern in knitting, Tam. of 
S. IV. I. 

Knolled,/./. tolled. As You Like It, n. 7 ; Macb, 

V 8 . 

Knot, sb. used of folded arms, Temp. 1. 2 ; Tit. 
And. III. 2. A plot or bed in a gifrden, R. II, 
III. 4. 

Knotgrass, sb. the plant polygonum aviculare. 
which was supposed to have the power of 
checking growth, M. N’s Dr. iii. 2. 
Knotty-pated, adj. thick-headed, i H. IV. ii. 4. 
Knowing, sb. knowledge. Ham. v. 2 ; Tim. of A. 

III. 2. Experience, Macb. ii. 4 ; Cym. i. 4. 
.Known,/ /. been acquainted. An. and Cl. ii. 6; 
Cym. 1. 4. 

Labouksome, adj. laborious, elaborate, Ham. i. 
2 ; Cym, iii. 4 

Labras, lips. Pistol’s Spanish, Merry Wives, 

I. I. 

Lace, v.t. to adorn, as with embroidery, Macb. 
n. 3 ; Cym. n 2. 

Laced mutton, sb. a cant name for a courtesan, 
Two G. 1. I. 

Lade, v.t to empty, drain, 3 H. VI in. 2. 
Lady-smock, sb. the plant cardatnine pratensis^ 
L’s L’s L. V. 2. 

Lag, sb. the lowest class, Tim. of A. in. 6. adv. 
late, R. III. II. I. adj. lag of = loitering 
behind, Lear, i. 2. 

Lag-end, sb. the fag-end, last part, i H. IV. v. i ; 
H. VIII. I. 3. 

Laid, p.p. waylaid, 2 H. VI. iv. 10. 


Lass-lorn, adj. forsaken by his mistress, Temp. 

n\ I. 

Last, in the last ~ at last, Cor. v. 6. 

Latch, v.t to catch, lay hold of, Macb. iv. 3 ; 
Sonn. cxiii. In M. N’s Dr. in. 2 it seems 
to mean to take or hold as by a spell or cliarm ; 
or, perhaps, to close. For the sense of ‘smear, 
anoint,’ there appears to be no evidence. 

Late, adj. lately appointed, H. V. n. 2. Recent, 
Temp. V. I. 

Lated,/./. belated, benighted, Macb. in. 3; An. 
and Cl. in. ii. 

Latten, sb. a mixed metal, made of copper and 
calamine, Meriy^ Wives, i. i. It is also used 
of tinned iron plates, and in Cornwall for tin 
itself. 

Laud, sb. praise, glory, 2 H. IV iv. 5 ; Tr. and 
Cr. in. 3. V t. to praise, i H. IV. ni. 3 ; Cym. 

V- 5 

Laund, sh lawm, glade, 3 H. VI. in. x ; Ven. 
and A. 813. 

Launder, v.t. to wash, Lover’s Compl. 17. 

Lavish, adj. licentious, 2 H. IV. iv. 6. 

Lavishly, adv. licentiously, arbitrarily, 2 H. IV. 
IV. 2. 

Lavolt, sb. a dance by two persons, consisting 
chiefly of lofty bounds and whirling round ; a 
kind of waltz, Tr. and Cr. iv. 4. 

Lavolta, sb. See Lavolt, H. V. iii. 5.^ 

Law-days, sb. court days, when the judges sit, 
Oth. III. 3. 

I^ay, sb. a wager, stake, 2 H. VI. v. 2 ; Oth. n. 3. 

Lay by, stand still, a phiase borrowed from 
sailors, i H. IV. i. 2. 

Layer up, H. V. v. 2. See Lay up. 

Lay for, to lay out for, venture for, strive to win, 
Tim. of A. in. 5. 

Lay up, to fold up and put away, 2 H. IV. v. i. 

Lazar, sb. a leper, H. V. i. i. 

l.azar-like, adj. leprous, Ham. i. 5. 

Leading, sb, generalship, 1 H. IV, iv. 3. 
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Leaguer, s^. camp, All’s Well, iii. 6. 

Lean-looked, adj. lean-looking, R. II. ii. 4. 
Lean-witted, aa/. empty-headed, R. II. ii. t. 
Leas, si. fields of arable land, Temp. iv. i ; H. V. 
V. 2 ; Tim. of A. iv. 3. 

Leasing, sb. lying, falsehood, Tw. N. i. 5 ; Cor. 

V. 2. 

Leather-coats, sb. golden russetings, a kind of 
apple, 2 H. IV. V. 3. 

Leave, 7 /.t. to part with, Two G. iv. 4 ; M. of 
V. V. I ; Ham. iii. 4. v.j. to cease. Ham. 
ir. 2. sb. license, liberty, 3 H. VI. iii. 2 ; 
Ven. and A. 568. 

^Leavened, adj. well made up, M. for M. 1. i. 
Leech, sb. a physician, 'I’im. of A. v. 4. 

Leer, sb. complexion, As You Like It, iv. i ; Tit. 
And. IV. 2. 

Leese, v.t. to lose, Sonn. v. 

Leet, sb. a manor court, Tam. of S. ind. 2. 
The time at which such a court is held, Oth. 
HI. 3. 

Leg, sb. a bow, All’s Well, 11. 2; R. II. iii. 3, 
Cor. II. I. 

’Lege, to allege, Tam. of S. i. 2. 

Legerity, sb. lightness, uimbleness, activity, 

H. V. IV. 1. 

Leiger, sb. an ambassador, M. for M. iii. i. 
Leisure, sb. time at one’s own disposal, R. II. 

I. I ; R. III. V. 3. By my good leisure = by 
the good use of my time with him, M. for M. 
HI. 2. 

Leman, sb. a paramour, Merry Wives, iv. 2 , 
Tw. N. 11. 3 } 2 H. IV. V. 3. 

Lendings, sb. superfluous ornaments, Lear, 111. 4. 
Length, sb. delay, protraction. An. and CL iv. 

14. v.t. to lengthen, Pass. Pilgr. 210. 

Lenten, adj. meagre, scanty, like a dinner in 
Lent, Ham. 11. 2 , Tw. N. i. 5. 

L’envoy, sb. the epilogue, L's L’s I7. iii. i. 
Lesson, v.t. to teach, instruct. Two G. ii. 7 , 
R. III. i. 4 ; Cor. ii. 3. 

Let, v.t. to hinder. Ham i. 4 , Tw. N. v. i. To 
detain, Wint. T. i. 2. v.i. to forbear, Lucr. 10. 
p.p. caused, Ham. iv. 6. sb hindrance, im- 
pediment, H. V. V. 2 ; Lucr. 3^0, 646. 
Let-alone, sb. hindrance, prohibition, Lear, v. 3. 
Lethe, sb. oblivion, Tw. N. iv. i ; An. and Cl. 

II. 7. Death (?) J. C. m. i. 

Level, &b. aim, line of fire, Wint. T. 11. 3; H. 
VIII. I. 2 ; R. and J. iii. 3. v.i. to aim, 
R. III. IV. 4. 'fo guess, M. of V. I. 2. To 
be on the same level, Oth. i. 3. adv. evenly, 
Tw. N. II. 2. 

Lewd, adj. base, vile, R. II. i. i ; 1 H. IV. iii. 
•2; R. III. i. 3. 

Lewdly, adv. wickedly, 2 H. VI. ii. i. 

Lewdster, sb. a libertine. Merry Wives, v. 3. 
Lewd-tongued, adj. foul-spoken, Wint. T. ii. 3. 
Liable, adj. subject, inclined, John, ii. i , iv. 2 , 
V. 2 ; J. C. I. 2 ; II. 2. 

Libbard, sb. a leopard, L’s L’s L. v, 2. 

Liberal, adj. licentious, Much Ado, iv. i ; Ham. 
IV. 7. 

Liberal, adj. liberal conceit = elaborate design, 
Ham. V. 2. adv. liberal-conceited = elabor- 
ately designed, Ham. v. 2. 

Liberty, sb. libertinism, Tim. of A. iv. i ; Ham. 

II. I. Liberties of sin = licentious sinners, 
Com. of E. I. 2. 

Ue, v.i. to lodge, dwell, Two G. iv. 3; Merrj' 
Wives, 11. X. 


Lief, adj. dear. To have as lief = to hold as 
dear. Had as lief = would as willingly. Merry 
Wives, iv. 2 ; Much Ado, ii. 3. 

Liefest, adj. dearest, 2 H. VI. iii. i. 

Lieger, sb. an ambassador, Cym. i. 5. 

Lien,/./, of lie, John, iv. 1 ; Per. iii. 2. 

Lieu, in lieu of = in return for. Temp. i. 2 ; M. 
of V. IV. I ; John, v. 4. 

Lieutenantry, sb. lieutenancy, Oth. ii. 1. On 
heutenantry = by proxy, An. and Cl. iir. 11. 
Life, o’ life = on my life, as my life, Wint. T. 

IV. 4. 

Lifter, sb. a thief, Tr. and Cr. i. 2, 

Light, /./. lighted. Per. IV. 2. 

Lightly, adv. easily, readily, Com. of E. iv. 4 , 

H. V. 11. 2. Usually, R. III. iii. i. 

Light o’ love, the name of a tune, Two G. i. 2 ; 
Much Ado, HI. 4. 

Like, v.t. to please, Two G. iv. 2 ; Ham. 11. 2 , 

V. 2. To compare, liken, 2 H. IV. n. i ; i H. 

VI. iv. 6. adv. as, Temp. iii. 3 ; Com. of 1*.. 

I. I ; H. V. 11. 2 ; Cym. iii. 3. 

Likelihood, sb. sign, indication, R. III. 111. 4 ; 

All’s Well, I. 3. 

Likely, adv. probably, 2 H. IV. i. 3. 

Like well, v.t. to be in good liking, good condi- 
tion, 2 H. IV. HI. 2. 

Liking, sb. condition of body, Merry Wives, ii. 

1 ; I H. IV. HI. 3. 

Limb-meal, limb by limb, piecemeal, Cym. ii. 2 
Limbeck, sb. an alembic or retort, Macb. i. 7 ; 
Sonn. cxix. ^ 

Limbo, sb. a region bordering on hell. All’s Well, 
V. 3 ; Tit. And. iii. i. Used for a prison, Com. 
of E. IV. 2. Limbo Patrum was the place where 
the souls of the fathers of the Old Testament 
remained till Christ’s descent into hell, H. VIII. 
j' 4- 

Lime, sb. birdlime, Two G. ii. 2 ; Macb. iv. 2 ; 
Temp. IV. 1. v.t. to put lime into liquor, 
Merry Wives, i. 3. To smear with birdlime, 

2 II. VI. 1. 3. To catch with birdlime, Tw. N. 
in. 4 , Ham. iii. 3. To cement, 3 H. VI. v. i. 

Limit, sh. appointed time, R. II. i. 3 ; R. 111. 

III. 3. ‘Strength of limit’ appears to mean 
the strength acquired during the usual period 
of lying in, Wint. T. in. 2. v.t. to appoint, 
define, M. for M. iv. 2 ; John, v. 2; R. III. 
v. 3. My limited service = the duty appointed 
me, Macb. ii, 3. Limited professions = pro- 
fessions which are under some restraint, Tim. 
of A. IV. 3. 

Limn, v.t. to draw in colours. As You Like It, 

n. 7. 

Line, v.t. to draw, paint, As You Like It, in. 2. 
To strengthen, fortify, i H. IV. ii. 3 ; H. V. 11 
4; Macb. I. 3. 

Lineal, adj. due in virtue of descent, John, 

II. I. 

Line-grove, sb. a grove of lime trees. Temp. v. i. 
Link, sb. a torch made of tow and pitch, I’am. of 
S. IV. X ; I H. IV. III. 3. 

Linsey-woolsey, sb. literally mixed stuff ; jargon, 
gibberish, All’s Well, iv. i. 

Linstock, sb. the stick which held the gunner’s 
match, H. V. ni. chor. 

Lip, v.t. to kiss, Oth. iv. i ; An. and Cl. n. 5. 
Lipsbury pinfold, perhaps the teeth, Lear, n. 2. 

But the phrase has not been explained. 

Liquor, v.t, to smear with oil, Merry Wives, iv. 
S ; 1 H. IV. n. i. 
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List, sb. desire, inclination, Oth. ir. i. Limit, 
boundary, i H. IV. iv. i ; Tw. N. iii. i ; Ham. 
IV. 5. I'he space marked out for a combat, 
lists, Macb. in. i. z/./. to desire, R. III. in. 
5 ; Ven. and A. 564. To please, Temp. iii. 2 ; 
Cor. III. 2. To listen, hearken, Ham. 1. 5. 
7/./. to hearken to, Merry Wives, v. 5 ; Ixiver’s 
Compl. 4. 

Lither, adj. yielding, pliant, gentle, i H. VI. iv. 

7. In a secondary sense, hazy, sluggish. 

Little, m, in miniature. As You Like It, in. 2 ; 
Ham. n. 2 ; Lover’s Compl. 90. In a small 
compass, Tw. N. in. 4. 

Little, in a, in brief, briefly, H. VIII. ii. i. 
Livelihood, sb. liveliness, animation, All’s Well, 

I. I. 

Lively, adj. living, Tit. And. in. 1 ; Sonn. 

Lxvii. ; CLiii. Lifelike, As You Like It, v. 4. 
Liver, hb. the seat of the passions and emotions, 
2 H. IV. I. 2 ; Temp. iv. i ; Much Ado, iv. 1 ; 
Tw. N. in. 2. 

Liver-vein, sb. the style or humour of men in 
love, L’s L’s L. ivr 3. 

Livery, sb. the delivery of a freehold into the 
possession of the heir, R. II. n. 1 ; n. 3 : 1 H. 

IV. IV. 3. v.t. to diess, Lover’s Compl. 105. 
Living, sb. property, pos.sessions, M. of V. in. 2 , 

R. and J. iv. 5. adj. real, actual, valid, As 
You Like It, HI. 2 ; Oth. in. 3. 

Loach, sb. a small fish, the cobitis, i II. IV. n. i. 
Lob, sb. lubber, lout, M. N’s Dr. ii. i. v.t. to 
hang heavily, droop, H. V. iv. 2. 

Lockram, sb. a kind of coarse linen, said to take 
Its name from Locrenan in Brittany, Cor. n. i. 
Locusts, sb. It is doubtful whether the insect is 
referred to, or the fruit of the carob-trec, or St. 
John’s biead, Oth, i. 3. 

Lode-star, sb. the pole-star, M. N’s Dr. 1. i ; 
Lucr. 179. 

Lodge, v.t. to lay flat, beat down, R, II. in. 3 ; 
Macb. IV. I. 

Loggats, sb. a game somewhat resembling bowls. 
The jack is a thick disc of lignum vitas, tind the 
loggats which arc thrown at it .are truncated 
cones of about two feet and a quarter long, Ham. 

V. I. 

'Long, z'.i. to belong, M. for M. n. 2 ; H. V. n, 
4 ; Cor. V. 3. 

Long-engraffed, adj. long-grafted, inveterate, 
Lear, i, i. 

Long-grown, adj. inveterate, i H. IV. iii. 2. 
’Long of, along of, in consequence of, L’s L's L. 

n. 1 ; M. N’s Dr. in. 2. 

Longly, adv. longingly, Tam. of S, i. i. 

Loo^ v.t. to luff, bring close to the wind, An. and 
Cl. 111. 10. 

Look, v.t. to look after, search for, Merry Wives. 

IV. 2 ; As You Like It, ii. 5. 

Look upon, to be a spectator, Wint. T. v. 3 ; R. 

II. IV. I ; Tr. and Cr. v. 6. 

Loon, sb. a low fellow, Macb. v. 3. 

Looped, adj. full of loop-holes or apertures. Lear, 
HI. 4. 

Loose, sb. the discharge of an arrow, L's L’s L. 
v. 2. v.t. to let loose, discharge as an arrow, 
M. N’s Dr. II. I ; H. V. i. 2. 

Loosely, adv. wantonly, 2 H. IV. ii. 2 ; v. ?. 
Lop, sb. the cuttings from the branches of a tree, 
H. VIII. I. 2. 

Lorded, />./. invested with the power of a lord, 
Temp. I. 2. 


Lording, sb. a lordling, little lord, Wint. T. i. 2. 
A lord, 2 H. VI. I. I. 

Lord's sake, for the. The supplication of im- 
prisoned debtors to the passers by, M. for M. 
iv. 3. 

Lord’s tokens, plague spots, L’.s L’s L. v. 2. 

Lose, Z'.t. to cause the loss of, Tw. N. ii. 2 , i 

H. IV. III. I ; Lear, i. 2- To let slip, forget, 
Ham. III. 2. 

Loss, sb. desertion, abandonment, Wint. T. 11. 3 , 

III. 3 ; H. VIII. II. 2. 

Lot, sh. ‘lots to blanks,' = all the world to no- 
thing, Cor. v. 2. The comparison is not of the 
number, but of the relative value of the lots and 
blanks. • 

Lottery, sb. allotment, prize in a lottery, An. and 
Cl. II. 2. 

Love, sb. Venus, the goddess of love, Com. of E. 

HI. 2 ; l.’s L’s L. IV. 3 ; Ven. and A. 328. 
Love-daj', sb. a day of leconcihation, Tit. And. 

I. I. 

Love-in-idleness, sh. the pansy or heartsease, M. 
N's Dr. II. I. 

Lovely, adj. loving, Tam. of S. iii. 2. 

Lover, sb. friend, M. of V. 111. 4 ; Cor. v. 2. 
Love-shaked. p.p. shaken with the fever of love, 
As You Like It, iii. 2. 

Loves, of all, for love’s sake, by all means, Merry 
Wives, II. 2 ; M. N’s Dr. ii. 2. In Oth. in. i 
the quartos have ‘of all lovc.s,' the folios ‘for 
love’s sake.’ 

Ixive-spnngs, sh. the tender shoots of love, Com. 
of E. HI. 2. 

I ow-crooked, adj. low bending, J. C. iii. i. 
Lower chair, a low-seated easy chair, M. for M. 

H, I. 

Lown, sb. a base fellow, Oth. ii. 3 ; Per. iv. 6. 
Lowt, sb. a clown, John, 11. i ; Cor. iii. 2. v.t. 

to treat as a clown, i H. VI. iv. 3. 

Lozel, sb. a v/orthless idle fellow, Wmt. T. li. 3. 
Lubber, blunder for ‘libbard’ or ‘leopard,’ 2 H. 

IV. II. I. ^ 

Luce, sb. a pike or jack, Meny Wives, i. 1. 

Lud’s lown, London, Cym. iii. i ; iv. 2. 

Lumpish, adj. dull, spiritless, Two G. hi. 2. 
Lunes, sb. lunatic, mad freaks, Wint. T. li. 2; 

Merry Wives, iv. 2 ; Tr. and Cr. 11. 3. 

Lurch, v.t. to ctary away the prize with ease ; 
properly, to win a love set at cards or other 
game, Cor. ii. 2. v.i. to skulk, Merry Wives, 
H. 2. 

Lure, sb. the call or whistle by which the falconer 
attracts the hawk, Ven. and A. 1027. I'he 
stufted figure of a bird used for the same pur- 
pose, 'Tam, of S. iv. i. 

Lush, adj. luxuriant, full of juice, Temp. 11. 1. 
Lust-breathed, adj. inspired by lust, Lucr. 3. 
Lustihood, sb. vigour of body, Much Ado, v. i ; 
Tr. and C>. ii. 2. 

Luxurious, adj. lascivious. Much Ado, iv. i ; H. 

V. iv. 4 : Macb. IV. 3. 

Luxuriously, adv. lasciviously, An. and Cl. iii. 13. 
Luxury, sh. lust, lasciviousness, Merry Wives, v. 

5 ; H, V. III. 5 ; Ham. i. 5. 

Lym, sb. a bloodhound *, so called because he 
was held by a learn or leash, Lear, in. 6. 

Maculate, adj . .stained, ir^ure, L’s L’s L. i. 2. 
Maculation, sh. stain, spot, Tr. and Cr. iv. 4. 
Made, p.p- fortunate, M. N’s Dr. iv, 2 ; Tw. N. 
II. 5; Oth- T. 2. Fastened, Com. of E. n. t. 
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Made-up, adj. complete, perfect, Tim. of A. v. i ; 
R. III. 1. I. 

Maggot -pie, sb. a magpie, Macb. iii. 4. 
Magnifico, sb. a Venetian grandee, M. of V. iii. 
2 ; Oth. I. 2. 

Maidchild, sb. a female child, Per. v. 3. 
Maidhood, sb. girlhood, maidenhood, Tw. N. 
in. I ; Oth. 1. I. 

Mail, sb. a coat of mail, suit of armour, Tr. and 
Cr. in. 3. 

Mailed up, wrapped up, 2 H. VI. 11. 4. To mail 
a hawk was to wrap a cloth round it so that it 
could not stir its wings. 

Main, sb. the mainland, continent, Lear, iii. i. 
The chief power. Ham. iv. 4. A hand at dice, 
I H. IV. IV. I. 

Main-course, sb. the main-sail, Temp. i. i 
Mained, p.p. maimed, 2 H. VI. iv. 2. 
Maintenance, sb. power of holding one’s ground, 

1H.IV.v4. 

Majestlcal, adj. majestic, princely, H. V. iv i ; 
Ham. I. I 

Major, sb. the first proposition of a syllogism, 1 

H. IV, II. 4. A quibble on ‘mayor.’ 

Make, v.t. to fasten, As You Like It, iv. i To 
do. As You Like It, i. i ; Ham. i. 2. 7 ).i 
to go, moye ; in the phrases ‘ make away,’ R. 
III. IV. 4 ; ‘make forth,’ H. V. ii. 4 ; J. C. v. 

1 ; ‘ make from,' Lear, i. i ; ‘ make out,’ Tw 
N. n. 5 ; ‘ make up,’ John, in. 2 ; i H. IV. v. 4 

Makeless, adj. mateless, widowed, Sonn. ix. 
Malapert, adi. pert, .saucy, Tw. N. iv. i, 

Male, sb. male parent, father, 3 H. VI. v. 6. 
Malefaction, sb. crime, Ham. ii. 2. 

Malkin, sb. a slattern. Cor. ii. i ; Per. iv, 3 A 
diminutive of Matilda. 

Mall, Mary, Temp. ii. 2. Mistress Mall in Tw. N. 

I. 3 is usually supposed to be a notorious per- 
son, Mary’' Frith or Moll Cutpurse, but this is 
very improbable. 

Mallard, sb. a wild drake. An. and Cl. in. to 
Maliecho, mischief, Span. 7 nalkecha, Ham. ni. 2. 
Malmsey, sb. a sweet wine, called also Malvoisie, 
from Napoli di Malvasia in the Morea, L’s L’s 

L. V. 2. 

Malmsey-nose, adj. red-nosed, as from drinking 
malmsey, 2 H. IV. ii. i. 

Malt-horse, sb. a brewer's horse, Com. of E. in. i ; 
Tam. of S. iv. i. 

Malt-worms, sb. beer-drinkers, i H. IV. ii. 1 ; 2 
H. IV. II. 4. 

Mammering, hesitating, Oth. in. 3, 
Mammet, a doll, i H. IV. n. 3 ; R. and J. 

III. 5. 

Mammock, v.t. to tear in pieces, Cor. i. 3. 

Man, v.t. to tame ; used of a hawk, Tam. of S. 

IV. I. To wield, handle, Oth. v. 2. 

Man = one, person, Much Ado, in. 5. No man 
= no one, Merry Wives, v. 2. 

Manage, sb. the training and breaking in of a 
horse. As You Like It, i. 1 ; R. II. in. 3 ; i 
H. IV. II. 3. v.t. to handle, wield, R. II. in. 

2 ; 2 H. IV. in. 2. To train, break in a horse, 
Ven. and A. 598. 

Manager, sb. one who handles or wields, L’s L’s 
L. i. 2. 

Manakin, sb. a little man, Tw. N. in. 2. 
Mandragora, sb. the mandrake, atropa mandra- 
Oth. in. 3 ; An. and Cl. i. 5. 

Mandrake, sb. the plant atropa mandragora^ the 
root of which was supposed to resemble the 


figure of a man, and when torn up to cause mad- 
ness or death, 2 H. IV. i. 2 ; 2 H. VI. in. 2 ; R. 
and J. IV. 3. 

Man-entered, adj. initiated into manhood, Cor. 
II. 2. 

Manifest, adj. conspicuous, well known. Cor. i. 3. 
Mankind, adj. masculine, Wint. T. ii. 3 ; Cor, 

IV. 2. 

Manner, in manner = in a manner, in some .sense, 
R. II. in. 1. With the manner = in the fact, 
L’s L’s L. 1. I ; 1 H. IV. ii. 4 ; Wint. T. iv. 4. 
Mannerly, adv decently, in a becoming manner. 
Much Ado, ir. 1 ; M. of V. n. 9. 

Mannish, adj. manlike, masculine. As You Like 
It, I. 3 ; Cym. iv 2 ; Tr. and Cr in. 3. 
Man-queller, sb. man-slayer, homicide, 2 H. IV. 

ii. I. 

Mansionry, sb. dwelling-place, Macb. i. 6. 
Mantle, sb. the scum on the surface of a standing 
pool, Lear, in. 4. v.i. to form a mantle or 
scum on the surface, M. of V. i. i 
Mantled, p.p. covered with a scum. Temp. iv. i. 
Manure, z'.t. to cultivate, Oth. i. 3. 

Many, sb. the multitude, 2 H. IV. i. 3 ; Cor. 
in. I. 

Many, a, M. of V. iii. 5 ; As You Like It, 1. i : 
R. III. in. 7. 

Mappery, sb. study of maps, Tr. and Cr. i. 3. 
Marbled, adj. marble-hke, Tim. of A. iv. 3. 
Marches, sb. borders, H. V. in. 2 ; 3 H. VI. 
II. I. 

Marchpane, sb. a kind of sweet biscuit, flavoured 
with almonds and various condiments, R. and 

Mare, sb. the nightmare, 2 H. IV. 11. i. To ride 
the wild mare = to play at see-saw, 2 H. IV. 

II. 4. 

Margent, sb. margin, edge, M. N’s Dr. n. i. 
Glosses were commonly given on the margins 
of books, Ham. v. 2 ; R. and J. i. 3. 

Marian, maid, Robin Hood’s mistress in the 
ballads ; then, one of the principal figures in 
the morris-dance, not of unblemished character, 
I H. IV. iiL 3. 

Mark, sb. thirteen shillings and fourpence, M. for 
M. IV. 3 ; John, ii. r , i H. IV. iii 3. 

Market, sb. ‘he ended the market,’ L's L’s L. 

III. 1. In reference to the proverb ‘Three 
women and a goose make a market.’ 

Mark-man, sb. marksman, R. and J. i. i. 
Marmoset, sb. a small monkey, Temp. ii. 2. 
Marry. Used in various exclamations, is perhaps 
a relic of an appeal to the Virgin Mary, R. II. 

IV. I ; Tw. N. IV. 2 ; R. III. i. 3 ; Ham. iii. 2. 
Nym’s language is hard to interpret, but ‘ marry 
trap’ may possibly mean ‘marry, you are 
caught,’ Merry Wives, i. i. 

Mart, v.i. to market, traffic, Cym. i. 6, v.t. to 
vend, traffic with, J. C. iv. 3. 

Martial, adj. Mars-like, Cym. iv. 2. 

Martin’s summer, St., the fine weather which 
sometimes come about St. Martin’s Day, the 
nth of November, i H. VI. I. 2. 

Martlemas, sb. Martinmas, the nth of Novem- 
ber, 2 H. IV. II. 2. A well-preserved elderly 
man is compared to the bright days which 
sometimes come at the beginning of winter. 
Martyr, v.t. to disfigure, maltreat. Tit. And. 
III. I ; R. and J. iv. 5. 

Martyred, adj, tortured, disfigured, Tit. And. 
111. 2. 
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Marybuds, sh. the flowers of the marigold, Cym. 
II- 3- 

Massy, adj. massive, Temp. in. 3; Much Ado, 

111. 3 ; Ham. iii. 3. 

Masterdom, sb. supremacy, Mach. i. 5. 

Masteily. A masteily report is a report of pro- 
ficiency, Ham. IV. 7. 

Master of fence, sb. one who had taken the highest 
degree in the art of fencing, Meny Wives, 

I. I. 

Mastic, adj. Mastic was used in stopping decayed 
teeth, Tr. and Cr. i. 3. 

Match, sb. compact, bargain, Cym. iii. 6 ; JVl of 
V. III. I. To set a match = to make an ap 
pointment, i H. IV i. 2. 

Mate, v.t. to match, cope with, H. VIII. iii. 2. 
To confound, bewilder, Com. of K. 111. 2 , v. i ; 
Macb. V. I. 

Material, adj. full of matter, As You Like It, 

III. 3. 

Maugre, in spite of, Tw. N. in. i ; I. ear, v. 3. 
Maund, sb. a ba.sket, Lover’s Compl. 36. 

Maw, sb. stomach, Macb. in. 4; John, v. 7, 
H. V. n. I. 

May, can, Com. of E. iii, 2 ; M. of V. i. 3 ; H 
V. II. 2. 

Mazzard, sh. the skull, Ham. v. i ; 0th. ii. 3. 
Meacock, adj. spiritless, pusillanimous, Tam. of 
S. n. I. 

Mealed, j>.j. mingled, compounded, M. for M. 

IV. 2. 


Memoiize, v.t. to make memorable, H. VIIT. 

III. 2 ; Macb. i. 2. 

Memory, sb, memorial, As You Like It, n. 3 ; 
Lear, iv. 7; Cor. iv. 5. 

Mends, sb. the means of amending, remedy, Tr 
and Cr. 1. 1. 

Mcrcatante, sb. (Ital.) a merchant, Tam. of S. 

IV. 2. 

Alerchandized, p.j>. made merchandize of, Soiii . 
CII. 

Merchant, sb a chnp, fellow, i H. VI. n. 3 ; R. 

and J n. 4. A merchantman, I'emp. n. i. 
Mercurial, ^j. like ]VIerciiiy% Cym. iv. 2. 

Mercj% by, said to bo equivalent to ‘by j'our 
leave,’ Tim. of A. in, • 

Mere, adj absolute, M. of V, in. 2 ; Macb. 

IV. 3 ; Oth. 11, 2, Your plea-'iire w.as my mere 
offence = my offence was nieicly your capiice, 
Cym. V. 5. 

Merely, adv. absolutely, Temp. i. i ; Cor. in. i ; 
Ham. I. 2. 

Merit, sb. rei\ard, recompense, R. II. i. 3. De- 
sert, An. and Cl v. 2. 

Merriness, sb. mirtli, L’s L's I., i, i. 

Mervailoiis, adj. m£lr^ ellous ; used by Pistol 
without understanding the meaning, H. V. 
II. I. 

Meshed,/./, mashed. Tit. And. Iii. 2. 

Mess, sb. a parly of foiii, L’s L’s I., iv. 3 ; y. 2 ; 
3 H. VI. I. 4. l(n\cr messes = persons dining 
at the lower end of the table, inferiors, Wint. 


Mean, v.i. to moan, Lament, M. N’s Dr. v. i. 
sh. in music the intermediate part between the 
tenor and treble, Two G. i. 2 : L’s L’s L. v. 2 , 
Wint. T. IV. 3. Means, Two G. n 7; in. 1 ; 
IV. 4 ; M. for M. n. 4 ; J. C. in. i 
Meander, sb. a winding path, Temp, 'u 3. 
Means, to make mean-. = to take ineasure.s, Two 
G. V. 4 ; R. III. V. 3 ; Cym. ii. 4. 

Measles, .?3. scurvy wretches, Cor ni. i. 
Measurable, adj. fit, suitable, L’s !/■> L. v, 1. 
Measure, sh. a slow and stately dance, Much 
Ado, n. I ; R. II. n 3- music which 

accompanied it, John, in. i. • 

Mechanic, adj. suitable to a handicraftsman. An. 
and Cl. IV. 4. 

Mechanical, sb. a mechanic, h.indicraftsman, M. 
N’s Dr. in. 2: 2 H. VI. i. 3- Used as an 
adjective, 2 H. IV v 5 ; J. C. i. i. 

Medal, sb. a portrait in a locket, Wint. T. i. 2. 
Medicinable, adj. medicinal, Much Ado, n. 2 ; 
Tr. and Cr. i. 3. 

Medicine, sb. a physician, All’s Well, ii. 1 ; 
Wint. T. IV. I ; Macb, v. 2. v.t. to restore by 
medicine, heal, Oth. in. 3 , Cym. iv 2. 
Mediterraneum, sb. the Mediterranean, L’s L’s 

L. V. I. 

Meed, sh. merit, desert, 3 H. VI. n. i ; iv 8 ; 

Tim. of A. I. I ; Ham. v. 2, 

Meered^ he being the meeied question = the 
question being limited to him. An. and CL 


III. 13. 

Meet, adj. to be meet with = to be even or quits 
with, Much Ado, i. i. 

Meet with, to encounter, counteract, check, 
Tetnp. IV. I. 

Meetly, adj. fitting, suitable, An. and Cl. i. 3. 
Meiny, sb. attendants, retinue, Lear, ii. 4. 

Mell, v.i. to meddle, All’s Well, iv. 3. 

Memorial, adj. commemorative, bestowed as a 
memorial, Tr. and Cr. v. 2. 


T. i. 2. 

Mctaphyxitci, adj. supei natural, Macb. i. 5. 
Mete, v.t. to measure, judge, 2 H. IV. iv. 4. To 
mete at = to judge by, aim at, L’s L’s L. iv. i. 
Meteyard, sb. a measuring yard, Tam. of S. 


Mcthcglin, sb. a kind of mead or dtink, of which 
honey was the chief ingredient. L’s L’s L. v. 2. 
Methoughts, methoughi, Wint. T. i. 2 ; R. III. 


I. 4. 

Mew, 7t.t. to pen, iinpri'-on, M. N's Dr, i. 1 ; R. 

III. I. T 

Mewl, V i, to mew, like a cat, As You Like !♦, 


II. 7. 

Micher, sb a truant, sneak, i II. IV. ii. 4. 
Miching, adj sneaking, stealthy, Ham. iii. 2. 
Mickle, adj great, H.’V 11. 1 ; R. and J. 11. 3. 
Middle earth, the teriestnal world, regarded as 
between heaven and hell, Meny M 'ves, v 5. 
Middle summer, midsummer, M. N’s Dr. ii. i. 
Might = may, Ham. i. i. 

Mightful, adj. powerful, Tit. And. iv. 4. 

Milch, adj. milk-giving, Ven. and A. 875 ; Meny' 
Wives, IV. 4. Hence, shedding teans, Ham. 


II- 2. 

lilitarist, sh a professional soldier, Ls L’s L. 

IV. 3. 

lillioned. milHonfold, Sonn. cxv 
lill-sixpences, first struck by the coining-mill in 
1561, Merry Wives, i i 
limic, sh. an actor, M. N’s Dr. iii. 2. 
lince, vi. to walk affectedly. Merry Wives, 
v. I ; M of V III. 4. I’o .speak with affecta- 
tion, H. VIII. II 3. v.t to affect, l.ear, iv. 6. 
rlincing, adj. affected, 1 H. IV in. 1. 
iind, v.i. to intend, 3 H. VI. iv. i ; M. N’s Dr. 

V. I. v.t. to remind, Wint. T. in. 2; H. V. 
IV. 3. To call to mind, H. V. iv. chor. sh. 
mind of love = loving mind, M. ofV. 11, 8. Mind 
of honour = honourable mind, M. for M. n. 4. 
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IVIinded, /./. disposed, affected, Lear, iir. i. 
Mindless, adj. careless, unmindful, Wint. T. 

I. 2 ; Tim. of A. iv. 3. 

^Wwft^poss.pron. The revolt of mine=my revolt, 
Merrj' Wives, i. 3. The ring of mine = my 
ring. Com, of E. iv. 3. 

Mineral, sh. a mine. Ham. iv. i. 

Mingle, sb. m,xture. An. and Cl. 1. 5. Make 
mingle = mingle, An. and Cl. iv. 8. 

Minikin, adj. small and prettj^, Lear, iii. 6. 
IMinim, sh. the shortest note in music ; used to 
denote a verj’’ short period, R. and J. ii. 4. 
Minimus, sh. anything very short or small, M. 
N’s Dr. III. 2. 

inion, j/;. darling, favourite, John, ii. i ; Macb. 

I. 2. Used with some contempt, Com. of E. 

II. I ; 2 H. VI. I. 3. A pert, saucy person, 
2 H. VI. I. 3 ; R. and J. iii. 5. 

Minstrelsy, for my minstrelsy = in place of a min- 
strel, L’s L’s L. I. I. 

Minute-Jacks, sb. time-servers, Tim. of A. iii. 6. 
See Jack. 

Minutely, adj. occurring every minute, Macb. 
v. 2. 

Mirable, adj. admirable, Tr. '»nd Cr. iv. 5. 
Miracle, v.r. to make itself a miracle, Cym. iv. 2. 
Misad ventured, adj. unfortunate, R. and J. 
prol. 

Misanthropes, sh. a hater of mankind, Tim. of A. 
IV. 3. 

Miscarry, v.i. to come to harm, perish, M. of V. 

II. 8 ; Tw. N. III. 4 ; H. V. iv. 1. 

Mischief, v.t. to injure, Tim. of A. iv. 3. 
Misconceived, ndj. misjudging, i H. VI. v. 4. 
Miscreate, adj. illegitimate, H. V. i. 2. 
MIsdemean, v.r. to misbehave, misconduct one- 
self, H. VIII. V. 3. 

Misdoubt, v.t. to mistrust, Meriy Wives, 11. i , 
R. III. III. 2; An. and Cl. iii. 7. 

Misdread, sb. dread of evil. Per. i. 2. 

Miser, sb. a wretch, i H. VI. v. 4. 

Misgive, v.i. to forebode evil, Oth. iii. 4. 
Misgoverning, sb. misgovernment. Much Ado, 

IV. I. 

Misgraflfed,/./. ill-grafted, misplaced, M. N’s Dr. 

I. I. 

Misguide, v.t. to mislead, Cor. i. 5. 

Mislike, sb. dislike, 3 H. VI. iv. i. v.t. to dis- 
like, M. of V. 11. I ; An. and Cl. iii. 13. 
Misordered, disordered, 2 H. IV. iv. 2. 
Misprise or misprize, v.t. to undervalue, despise, 
As You Like It, i. i ; Tr. and Cr. iv. 5. 
Misprised, adj. mistaken, M. N's Dr. 111. 2. 
Misprision, sb. mistake. Much Ado, iv. 1 ; M. 

N^'s Dr. HI. 2. Contempt, All’s Well, n. 3. 
Misproud, adj. viciously proud, 3 H. VI. ii. 6. 
Miss, sb. misdoing, Ven. and A. 53. Feeling 
of loss, I H. IV. V. 4. v.t. to do without, 
Temp. I. 2. ^ 

Missingly, adv. with a feeling of loss, Wint. T. 
IV. 2. 

Missive, sb. a messenger, Macb. 1. 5 ; An. and 
Cl. II. 2. 

Mist, v.t. to cover with mist, Lear, v. 3. 
Mistaken,/./, misjudged, H. VIII. i. i. 
Mistaking, sb. mistake, error. Temp. i. 2 ; M. for 
M. III. 2. 

Mistempered, adj. tempered to an evil purpose, 
R. and J. 1. 1. Distempered, diseased, John,v. i. 
Mistership, blunder for ‘ mistress-ship,’ Tit. And. 
IV. 4. 


Misthink, v.t. to misjudge, 3 H. VI. ii. 5 ; An. 
and Cl. V. 2. 

Mistreadings, sb. transgressions, i H. IV. in. 2. 
Mistress, sb. the Jack at the game of bowls, I'r. 
and Cr. iii. 2. 

Mistrustful, adj. producing distrust or appre- 
hension, Ven. and A. 826, 

Misuse, sb. oTence, Oth. i\’. 2. v.t. to deceive, 
Much Ado, II. 2. 

Moblcd, adj. muflled or wrapped up about the 
head, Ham. ii. 2. 

Mockablc, adj. ridiculous, As You Like It, iii. 2, 
Model, sb. mould, pattern, R. II. m. 2. Plot, 
R. 1 1 . V. I. 

Modern, adj. commonplace, trite, As You Like 
It, II. 7 ; All’s Well, ii. 3 ; Macb. iv. 3. 
Modest, adj. moderate, Tvv. N. i. 5 ; Lear, ii. 4. 
Modesty, jA moderation, freedom from exaggera- 
tion, J. C. HI. I ; Ham. ii, 2 ; iii. 2 ; H. 
VIII. V. 3. 

Module, sb. mould, form, All’s Well, iv. 3 ; John, 
V. 7. 

Moe, adj. more. As You Like It, in. 2 ; Macb. 

V. 3 ; J. C. II. I. adv. more, M. of V. i. 1. 
Moiety, sb. a portion, not necessarily a half, i H. 

IV. III. I ; Ham. i. i ; Lear, i. 1. 

Moldwarp, sb. a mole, i H. IV. iii. i. 
Molestation, sh. disturbance, Oth. 11. i. 

Mome, sb. a dolt, blockhead, Com. of E. iii. i. 
Momeutany, adj, momentary, lasting for an 
instant, AI. N’s Dr. i. i. 

Monarcho, sb. the nickname of a crazy Italian 
who was well known in London before 1580, 
and professed to be the sovereign of the world, 
L’s L’s L. IV. I. 

Monster, z'.ri to make monstrous. Cor. n. 2 ; Lear, 

i. I. 

Monstiuosity, sb. monstrosity, vinnaturalness, Tr. 
and Cr. iii. 2. 

Monmouth caps, caps made at Monmouth, and 
worn by soldiers, H. V. iv. 7. 

Montant, sb. a term in fencing for an upward 
thrust or blow, Merry Wives, ii. 3. 

Month’s mind, sb. a strong desire or longing, 
Two G. I. 2. 

Mood, sb. anger, wrath, Two G. iv. i ; R. and 

J. in. I. 

Moon-calf, sb. an abortion. Temp. ii. 2. 

Moonlsh, adj. changeable as the moon, incon- 
stant, As You Like It, in. 2. 

Moon’s men, night wanderers, i H. IV. r. 2. 

Mop, sb. a grimace, Temp. iv. i. 

Mopping, sb. making grimaces, Lear, iv. i. 
Moral, sb. latent meaning, Much Ado, in. 5 ; 
Tam. of S. iv. 4. adj. moralizing, Lear, iv. 2 , 
As You Like It, ii. 7. 7/./. to moralize. As You 
Like It, II. 7. Perhaps an adjective. 

Moraler, sh. a moralizer, Oth. ii. 3. 

Moralize, v.t. to interpret, expound, R. III. in. 

I ; As You Like It, 11. i. 

More, adj. greater, Com. of E, ii. 2 ; M. N’s Dr. 

III. 1 ; Ven. and A. 78. 

More and less, great and small, high and low ; i 
H. IV. IV. 3 ; Macb. v. 4 ; Sonn. xevr. 
Morisco, a morris-dancer, 2 H. VI. in. i. 
Morris-pike, sb. a Moorish pike, Com. of E. iv. 3. 
Mort, sb. the notes on the trumpet sounded at the 
death of the deer, Wint. T. i. 2. 

Mortal, adj. deadly, Tw. N. iii. 4 ; John, in. i ; 

L H. VI. II. a. Perhaps, excessive, As You 
ike It, n. 4. 
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3\Iortal -breathing, adj. having breath like a 
human being, M. of V. n. 7. 

Mortal-living, adj. endowed with human life, 

R. III. IV. 4. 

Mortally, adv. like a mortal or human being. 
Per. V. I. 

Mortal-staring, adj. with a deadly stare, R. III. 
V. 3. 

Mortified, p.j. deadened, insensilile, J. C. ii. i , 
Macb. V. 2 . Lear, ii. 3. 

Mose, v.t. To mose in the chine is a disease of 
horses, sujiposed to be the same as mourning in 
the chine ; Fr. tnourrues^ which also means 
the inii*nn= Tim. of S. in. 2. 

Most, ndj. g-'-.i'.cs . I H. VI. IV. I ; An. and Cl. 

II. 2. 

Mot, sb. a motto, device, Lucr. 830. 

Mother. ‘Whose mother was her painting' is 
explained by Johnson ‘ a creature, not of nature, 
but of painting,’ Cyni. iii. 4. sb the disease 
called also hysterica passio, supposed to be 
peculiar to women, Lear, ii. 4. 

Mothy, adj. full of moths, moth-eaten, Tam. of 

S. ni. 2. 

Motion, v.t. to propose, counsel, i H. VI. i. 3 
sb. a puppet-show, Wint. T. iv. 3 ; Lucr. 1326. 
A puppet. Two G. ii. i ; M. lor M. iii. 2. 
Solicitation, proposal, suit, Com. of E. i. i ; 
Cor. II. 2; H. Vlll. II. 4. Emotion, feeling, 
impulse, M. for M. i. 4; Tw. N. ii. 4 ; llam. 

III. 4. 

Motive, sb. a movei, instrument, member, Tim 
of A. V. 4 ; R. II. i. I ; Tr. and Cr. iv. 5. 
Motley, sb. the parti-coloured dress worn by 
domestic fools, As You Like It, n. 7 . Tw. N 
I. 5. Used adjectively, As You L.kc It, n. 7. 
A fool. As You Like It, iii. 3 ; Sonu. ^ x. 
Motley-minded, adj. cra.^y, with a brain as gro- 
tesque as his dress. As You Like It, v. 4 
Mought, might, 3 H. VI. v. 2. 

Mould. Men of mould = men of earth, mortal 
men, H. V. ni. 2. 

Moulten, adj. having cast its feathers, 1 H. IV. 

III. I. ^ • 

Mountant, adj. lifted up, Tim. of A. iv. 3. 
Mountebank, v.t. to get by the tricks of a 
mountebank, Cor. rii. 2. 

Mouse, sb. used as a term of endearment, L’s L’s L. 
v. 2 ; Tw. N. I. 5 ; Ham. iii. 4. x>.t. to tear in 

pieces, as a cat does a mouse, M. N’s Dr. v. \ ; 
John, II. I. 

Mousehunt, sb. a monser; used of a cat and 
applied to a haunter of women, R. and J. iv. 4. 
It IS also a provincial name for the weasel. 
Mouth, v.i. to join mouths, kiss, M. for M. 
III. 2. 

Mouthed,^./, put into the mouth, Ham. iv. 2, 
adj. gaping, i H. IV. i. 3 ; Sonn. lxxvii. 
Mouth-friend, sb. a friend m word only, Tim. of 
A. in. 6. 

Mow, sb. a wry mouth or grimace, Temp. iv. s ; 
Ham. II. 2 ; Cym. i. 6 . v.z. to make grimaces, 
Temp. II. 2. 

Mowing, sb. making grimaces, Lear, iv. r. 

Moy, sb. probably a cant woid for a coin of some 
kind, H. V. iv. 4. 

Much, used substantively, a great matter, a 
serious business, i H. VI. iv. i ; Oth, iv. i ; 
Ven. and A. 411, As an expression of con- 
tempt, 2 H. IV. ir. 4 ; Tim. of A. i. 2. ad/. 
used ironically, As You Like It, iv. 3. 


Muffler, sb. a wrapper for the face, Merrj’^ Wives, 

IV. 2; H. V, III. 6. 

Muieter, sb. a muleteer, i H. VI. iii. 2 ; An. and 
Cl. III. 7. 

Mulled,/./, flat, insipid. Cor. iv. 5. 
Multipotent,xi 5 . veiy powerful, I'r. and Cr. iv. 5. 
Mum, tut. an expression enjoining silence; hush ! 
Temp. HI. 2. Used as an adjective, silen% 
R. III. HI. 7. To play at mumbudget (sf*’ 
Merry Wives, v. 2) was to be dumbfoundered. 
Mummer, sb. a masker or masquerader, Cor. ii. t. 
Mummy^, sb. a preparation made originally from 
mummies, and used as a medicine as well as 
for magical purposes, Macb. iv. i ; Olh. lii. 4. 
Muniments, sb. supplies of war. Cor. i. 1. • 

Munition, sb. stores for war, John, v. 2 : i H. 
VI. I. I. 

Mural, \b a doubtful conjecture of Pope’s in M. 

N’s Dr. V. I, which is supposed to mean ‘ wall.’ 
Murderiiig-piete, sb. a cannon loaded with case- 
shot, Ham. IV. 5. 

Mure, sb. a wall, 2 H. IV. iv. 4. 

Murk, sb. darkness, gloom. All’s Well, li. i. 
Murkiest, adj. darkest, d'cinp. iv. r. 

Murky, adj. dark, gloomy, Macb. v. i. 

Murrain, sb. a disease among cattle, Temp, 
in. 2 ; Tr. and Cr. 11. i. 

iMurrion, adj. infected with the murrain, M. N's 
Dr. 11. I 

Muscadel, sb. a sweet wine, Tam. of S. in. 2. 
Muse, v.t. to w'ondcr, Macb. iii. 4 . John, in. i. 

v.t to wo'Hlerat, Temp. in. 3. 

Muset, sb. the 'rack of a hare through a hedge, 
Ven. and A. 683. 

Muss, sb. a scramble. An. and Cl. 111. 13. 
Mustachio, sb. moustache, whisker, l/s L’s L. 

V. I. 

Mutable, adj. changeable. Cor. iii. i. 

Mutine, sb a mutineer, John, n. i ; Ham. v. 2, 
v.i. to mutiny, rebel, Ham. in. 4 
Mutiner,/^. a mutineer, C or. i. 1. 

Mutualities, sb. familiarities, Oth. ii. 1. 

Mystery, sb. a calling, profession, M. for M. 
IV. 2; Oth. IV. 2. Piofessional skill, All's 
Well, in. 6 

Napkin, sb. a handkerchief, As You Like It, iv. 
3 ; Macb. ii. 3. 

Native, adj. belonging to one's horn** or place of 
birth. Native peace = domestic peace, R. II. n. 
3. Native punishment = punishment in their own 
country, H, V, iv i. Native graves = graves 
at home, H. V. iv. 3. Connected by nature, kin- 
dred, All’s Well, I. I ; Ham. i. 2. sb. natural 
source, Cor. iii. 1. adv, naturally, L’s L’s L. 1. 2. 
Natural, sh an idiot, Temp. in. 2 ; As You Like 
It, I. 2 ; R. and J. ii. 4. 

Naught, adj. be naught awhile=a mischief on 
you. As You Like It, 1. i. 

Naughty, adj, wicked, bad, M. for M. II. i ; 

M. of V. in. 2 ; Lear, in. 4. 

Nave, pA the hob of a wheel, 2 H. IV. ii. 4 ; 
Ham. n. 2. 

Navigation, sb. sailing in ships, Macb. iv. 
Nayward, to lean to the nayward=to be inclined 
to contradict, Wint. T. ii. i. 

Nayword, sb. a password. Merry Wives, ii. 2; v. 

2. A by-word, Tw. N. ii. 3. 

Ne, nor. All’s Well, n. i ; Per. ii. prol. 

Neaf, so. a fist, M. N’s Dr. iv. i. 

Near, adj. nearer, R. II. v. i. 
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Near-legged, knock-kneed, Tam. of S. iii. 2. 
Neat, adj. trim, spruce, Lear, 11. 2. 

Neb, sb. a bill or beak, Wint. T. 1. 2. 

Necessary, adj. inevitable, J. C. 11. 2 ; As You 
Like It, HI. 3. 

Necessitied to = in need of. All’s Well, v. 3. 
Needful, adj, urgent, important, M. for M. i. i ; 
R. III. V. 3. ‘This needful war’ = this war 
which stands in need of soldiers, 3 H. VI. 

II. I. 

Needless, adj. not wanting, having already 
enough, As You Like It, ii. i. 

Needly, adv. of necessity, R. and J. iii. 2. 

Neeld, sb. needle, Per. v. prol. 

N-eeze, v.i. to sneeze, M. N’s Dr. ir. t. 
Neglectingly, adv. carelessly, 1 H. IV. i. 3. 
Neglection, sb. neglect, i H. VI. iv. 3 ; Tr. and 
Cr. I. 3 , Per. hi. 3. 

Neif, sb. a fist, 2 H. IV. ii. 4. 

Neighbour, adj. neighbouring, 2 H. IV. iv. 5 ; 
As You Like It, iv. 3. 

Neighboured, adj. intimately associated. Ham. 
11. 2. 

Neighbourhood, sh. friendly relations, H. V. v. 2, 
Nephew, sb. grandson, Oth. i. i. Cousin, i H. 
VI. H. 5. 

Nerve, sb. sinew, Temp. i. 2 ; Ham. i. 4. 
Nether-stocks, sb. stockings, i H. IV. n. 4. 
New-trothed, /./. newly betrothed, Much Ado, 

HI. I. 

Next, adj. nearest, Wint. T. iii. 3 ; i H. IV. iii. 
1; Alls Well, I. 3. 

Nice, oiij. fanciful, fastidious, scrupulous, M. of 
V. II. 1 ; Two G. III. I. Dainty, 2 H IV. 

I. I ; An. and Cl. iii. 13. Minutely accurate, 
Tr. and Cr. iv. 5 ; Macb. iv. 3. Fine, delicate. 
Much Ado, V. I. Trifling, insignificant, R. 
and J. III. I ; V. 2. To make nice of = to be 
scrupulous about, John, 11 1. 4. 

Nicely, adzL daintily, elegantly, Cym. ii. 4. 
Punctiliously, Lear, H. 2. Minutely, sophistic- 
ally, in a trifling manner, Tw. N. iii. i ; R. 
II. II. I ; H. V. i. 2. 

Nicely-gawded, adj. daintily adorned, Cor. ii. i. 
Niceness, sb. coyness, Cym. in. 4. 

Nicety, sb. coyness, M. for M. 11. 4. 

Nicholas, St., Saint Nicholas’ clerks = highway- 
men, I H. IV. II. I. 

Nick, sb. in the nick = in the nick of time, at the 
right moment, Oth. v. 2. Out of all nick = out 
of all reckoning. Two G. iv, 2. v.t. to notch, 
as a fool, Com. of E. v. i. To mark with folly. 
An. and Cl. hi. 13. 

Niece, sb. granddaughter, John, ii. i; R. III. 

IV. I. 

Niggard, v.t. to stint, put upon short allowance, 

J. C. IV. 3. 

Night-crow, sb. the night -heron, 3 H. VI. v. 6. 
Nighted, adj. nightlike, dark, Ham. i. 2 ; Lear, 
IV. 5. 

Night-raven, sb. the night-heron, Much Ado, ii. 3. 
Night-rule, sb. night order, revelry, diversion, 
M. N’s Dr. III. 2. 

Nill, will not, Tam. of S. ii. i ; Ham. v. i. 
Nine-fold. Explained very doubtfully as meaning 
‘ nine foals,' as if nine foal’d, or ‘ nine familiars,’ 
Lear, iii. 4. 

Nine men’s morris, a rustic game, so called from 
the counters (Fr. mSrelles) employed. It was 
frequently played in the open air, M. N's Dr. 
II. X. 


Nit, sb. the egg of a louse or other small insect, 
L’s L’s L. iv. I ; Tam. of S. iv. 3. 

No. No had ? = had you not? John, iv. 2. 

Noble, sb. a gold coin worth 6s. 8d. R. II. i. i ; 
2 H. IV. II. 1. 

Noblesse, sh. nobility, R. II. iv. i. 

Nobody, an allusion to the print of Nobody pre- 
fixed to the comedy of No-Body and Some-body, 
Temp. 111. 2. 

Nod. ‘To give the nod ’ is said to be a phrase used 
in the game of cards called Noddy, Tr. and 
Cr. 1. 2. 

Noddy, sb. a simpleton. Two G. i, i. 
’Nointed,/./. anointed, M, N’.s Dr. iii. 2 ; Wint. 
T. iv. 4. 

Noi-.e, sb. a band of musicians, 2 H. IV. ii. 4. 
Nole, sb. noddle, M. N’s Dr. iii. 2. 

Nonage, sb. minority, R. III. ii. 3. 

Nonce. For the nonce = for the occasion, i H. 

IV. I. 2 ; Ham. iv. 7. 

Noncome, blunder for ‘nonplus,’ Much Ado, 

III. 5. 

Non-regardance, sb. disregard, neglect, Tw. N. 

V. I. 

Nook-shotten, adj. full of nooks and corners, H. 
V. III. 5. 

Northern man, a north country man, L’s L’s L. 

V. 2. 

Nose-herbs, sh. sweet-smelling plants, All’s Well, 

IV. 5. 

Not, not only, M. for M. v. i ; Cor. iii. 2 ; 

Notabiy, adv. excellently, M. N’s Dr, v. i. 

Note, sb. list, catalogue, Wint. T. iv. 3. The 
note of expectation = the list of expected guests, 
Macb. 1 11.^ 3. ^ Stigma, mark of reproach, R. II. 
i. I. Distinction, eminence, Cym. 11. 3. Know- 
ledge, observation, Cym. iv. 3 . Lear, iir. i. 
Notedly, adv. remarkably, M. for M. v. i. 
Nothing-gift, sb. a worthless gift, Cym. hi. 6. 
Not-pated, adj. crop-headed, i H. IV. 11. 4. 
Nourish, sb. perhaps, nurse, 1 H. VI. 1. i. 
Nousle, v.t. to nurse, rear delicately. Per. i. 4. 
Novum, a game at dice, called noi'ctn quingue, 
from the two principal throws being nine and 
five, L s L s L. V. 2. 

Noyance, sb. harm, H.am. iii. 3. 

Numbered, adj. perhaps, rich in numbers, plenti- 
fully provided, Cym. i. 6. 

Nuncio, sb. a messenger, Tw. N. i. 4. 

Nuncle, familiar form of ‘ uncle,’ Lear, i. 4. 
Nuptial, sb, a wedding. Temp. v. i ; M. N’s Dr. 

I. I. 

Nurture, sb. good breeding, culture, Temp. iv. i ; 
As You Like It, 11. 7. 

Nuthook, sb. a cant w'ord for a catchpole. Merry 
Wives, I. I ; 2 H. IV. v. 4. 

Nuzzle, v.i. to thrust the nose in, Ven. and A. 
ixiS- 

O, a circle, anything round, L’s L’s L. v. 2 ; M. 

N's Dr. HI. 2 ; H. V. prol ; An. and Cl. v. 2. 
Oar, v.r. to row oneself. Temp. 11. i. 

Oathable, adj. capable of taking an oath, Tim. of 
A. IV. 3. 

Ob, abbreviation of obolus, a halfpenny, i H. IV. 

II. 4. 

Obeisance, sb. reverence, Tam. of S. ind. i. 
Objects, sb. anything presented to the sight, 
everything that comes in the way, Tim. of A. 
IV. 3. 
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Oblation, s6. offering, Sonn. cxxv. 

Obliged, adj. bound by contract, M. of V. 11. 5. 
Obsequious, adj. belonging to funeral cere- 
monies, Tim. of A. V. 3 ; Ham. i. 2. Careful 
in performing the funeral rites, 3 H. VI. 11. 5. 
Obsequiously, adv. as befits a funeral, R. III. 

I. 2. 

Observance, sb. observation, Oth. iir. 3. Homage, 
obsequious attention, 2 H. IV. iv. 3 ; Merry 
Wives, II. 2. Ceremony, M. of V. 11. 2. 
Observants, sh. obsequious attendants, Lear, 

II. 2. 

Observation, sb. observance, M. N’s Dr. iv. i. 

Attention, diligent care, Temp. 111. 3. 

Observe, v.t. to pay court or attention to, 2 H. 

IV. IV. 4 ; Tim. of A. iv. 3 ; Ham. iii. i. 
Observer, sb. one who pays court or homage. 
Ham. III. I. 

Observingly, adv, with careful observation, atten- 
tively, H. V. IV. I. 

Obstacle, blunder for ‘ obstinate,’ 1 H. VI. v. 4. 
Obstruct, sb, obstruction, obstacle, An. and Cl. 

III. 6. 

Occident, sb, the west, R. II. iii. 3. 

Occidental, adj. western. All’s Well, ii. i. 
Occulted, adj, hidden, secret. Ham. iii. 2. 
Occupation, sb. trade ; used contemptuously, 
Cor. IV. I. The voice of occupation = the vote 
of working-men. Cor. iv. 6. ‘A man of any 
occupation ’ may mean one of the mechanics, 
but it probably implies also one who was 
prompt to seize an opportunity, J. C. i. 2. 
Occurrents, sh. occurrences, incidents. Ham. v. 2. 
Odd, adj. unnoticed, that had been taken no 
account of, Temp. i. 2 ; v. i. At o Jets, at vari- 
ance, Tr. and Cr. iv. 5. 

Odd-even, sb. doubtfully explained a-* the in- 
terval between midnight and one in the morn- 
ing, Oth. i. I. 

Oddly, adv. unevenly, Tr. and Cr. i. 3. 

Odds, sb. superiority, advantage. As You Like 
It, i. 2 ; L’s L’s L. I. 2. At odds =at variance, 
quarrelling, R. III. 11. i ; Macb. 111. 4. 
Odorous, blunder for ‘odious,’ Mwch Ado, in. 5. 
Od's, a euphemism for ‘ God’s ’ in the phrases 
‘Od’s blessed will,’ Merry Wives, i. i , ‘Oil’s 
heartlings,' Merry Wives, in. 4 ; ‘ Od’s nouns,’ 

IV. I ; ‘ Od’s lifelings,’ Tw. N. v. i ; ‘ Od’s 
pittikins,’ Cym. iv. 2. 

Oeillades, sb. amorous glances, IMerry Wives, 

I. 3 ; Lear, iv. 5. 

O’erblow, v.t. to blow away, H. V. in. 3. 
O’er-count, v.t. to outnumber, An. and Cl. ii. 6. 
O’er-crow, v.t. to triumph over, Ham. v. 2. 
O’ergalled, p.p. excessively sore, Tr. and Cr. 

V- 3* 

O’ergreen, v.t. to cover with green, Sonn. cxii. 
O’ergrown, aaj. covered with hair, Cym. iv. 4. 
See As You Like It, iv. 3. Grown too old, M. 
for M. I. 3. 

O’erlooked, p./f. bewitched, Merry Wives, v. 5 ; 
M. of V. III. 2. 

O’ermaster, v.t. to hold by force, John, ii. i. 
O’erparted, adj. having too difficult a part to 
play, L’s L's L. v. 2. 

O’er-perch, v.t. to fly over, R. and J. ii. 2. 
O’er-raught, overtook, Ham. iii, i. p.p. cheated, 
Com. of E. i. 2. 

O’ershine, v.t. to outshine, 2 H. IV. ly. 3. 
O’er-sized, adj. smeared over as with size. Ham. 

II. 2. 


O’erslip, v.t. to slip by, pass unnoticed, 'Fwo G. 
ir. 2. 

O’er-.strawed, /./. overstrewn, Yen. and A, 1143, 
0‘er-teemed, adj. exhausted by bearing children. 
Ham. II. 2. 

O'er-watched, adj, worn out with watching, J. C. 
IV. 3 ; Lear, 11. 2. 

O’erweigh, v.t. to outweigh, M. for M. ii. 4 ; 
Ham. in. 2. 

O'erwhelm, v.t. to overhang, H. V. in. i ; Yen. 
and A. 183, 

O’er- wrested, adj. strained, forced, Tr. and Cr. 

.3* 

Of, in adjurations, ‘ of charit3%’ I'w. N. v. 1 ; ‘ of 
all loves,' M. N’s Dr. 11. 2. After passivft;, 
of = by. Much Ado, iv. 1 ; As You Like It, 

II. X. Of = on, Much Ado, in. 5 ; M. of V. 

II. 2. 

Off, adv. beside the mark, not to the purpose, 
Cor. II. 2. 

Off-cap, zf.t. to take off the cap, Oth. i. i. 
Offenceful, adj. offensive, criminal, M. for M. 
n. 3* 

Offenceless, adj. inoffensive, Oth. 11. 3. 

Offer, v.t. to attack, 1 H. IV. iv. i ; 2 H. IV. 
IV. 1. To attempt, venture, As You Like It, 

III. 2 ; Wint. T. iv. 4. 

Office, Z'.t. to office all = to perform all the 
domestic service, All’s Well, iii. 2. To keep 
officiously, Cor. y. 2. 

Officed, p p. holcliag office or position, Wint. 
T. i. 2. iidj. having a special function, Oth. 

I. 3 * 

Offices, sb. the apartments in a house '^et apart 
for domestic service, R. II. i. 2; Macb. 

II. I. 

Officious, adj. leady to serve. Tit. And. v. 2. 

Old, adj. used as an intensive. Merry Wives, 
I. 4 ; Much Ado, v, 2 ; M. of V. iv. 2. sb. 
wold, Lear, 111. 4. adv. of old, Per. prol. 
Oldness, sb. old a^e, Lear, i, 2. 

Omen, sb. a calamity preceded by portents, Ham. 

I. 1. 

Omittance, sb. omission. As You Like It, in. 5. 
On = of. Temp. iv. i ; Cor. i. 3 , 11. i j J. C. 
i. 2 ; Cym. iv. 2. 

Once, at one time or other, some time, Merry 
Wives, III. 4; J- C. IV. 3. For once, Temp, 
in. 2 ; M. N’s Dr. in. 2 ; i H. IV. 2. Once 
for all. Cor. ii. 3; Com. of E. iii. i; Much 
Ado, I. 2. 

Oneyers, sb. a word of which no satisfactory 
explanation has been given, i H. IV. 11. i. 
Onward, adv. in advance, Sonn. l. 

Ope, adj. and cuPv. open, Cor. i. 4 J Com. of E. 

III. I ; J. C. I. 2. v.t. and v.i. to open, John, 

II. I ; Ham. I. 4 ; Temp. v. i : Cor. v. 3. 

Open, adj. plain, evident, M. for M. ii. i ; Tw. 

N. II. s. In open — in public, H. VIII. in. 2. 
v.i. to give tongue as a hound on scenting the 
game, Merry Wives, iv. 2. 

Opener, sh. one who reveals or expounds, 2 H 

IV. IV. 2. 

Operant, adj. operative, active, Tim. of A. iv. 3 ; 
Ham. III. 2. 

Opinion, sb. self-conceit, i H. IV. iii. i ; L]s L’s 

L. V. I. Credit, reputation, public opinion, 

M. of V. 1. 1 ; Cor. i. i ; Tr. and Cr. i. 3. 
Opinioned, blunder for ‘pinioned,’ Much Ado, 

IV. 2. 

Opposeless, adj. irresistible, Lear, iv. 6. 
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Opposite, sb. an adversary, M. for M. ni. 2; 
Tw. N. III. 2 ; Ham. v. 2. contradictory'^, 

hostile, Tw. N. ii. 5 , R. III. ii. 2. 

Opposition, sb, combat, encounter, i H. IV. i. 3 ; 
0 th. II. 3. 

Oppress, z/.r*. to suppress^ Per. iii. prol. 
Oppugnancy, sli. opposition, Tr. and Cr. 1. 3. 
Opulency, sb. opulence, Tim. of A. v. i. 

Or, afi^v. before. Ham. i. 2 ; v. 2 ; Temp. 1. 2 ; 

V. I. 

Orb, sb. orbit, Much Ado, iv. i ; R. and J. ii. 2 ; 
An. and Cl. iv. i. Circle, M. N’s Dr. ii. i. 
A celestial body, M. of V. v. i ; Cym. 1. 6. 
The earth, Tw. N. in. 1 ; Ham. 11. 2. 

Orbed, nt/j. globular, Tw. N. v. i ; Ham. iii. 2 ; 
Lover’s Compl. 25. 

Order. To take order = to take measures, i H. 

VI. III. 2 ; R. III. I. 4. 

Ordinance, sb. rank, order, Cor. in. 2. Ord- 
nance, John, 11. I. 

Ordinant, adj. oi-daining, controlling, Ham. v. 2. 
Ordinary, sb. a public dinner at which each man 
pays his share. All’s Well, ii. 3 , An. and Cl. 
II. 2. 

Orgulous, adj. proud, haughty, Tr. and Cr. prol. 
Original, sb. origin, M. N't Dr. ii. i ; 2 H. IV. 
I. 2. 

Orisons, sb. prayers, H. V. ii. 2 ; Ham. iii. i. 
Ort, sb. remnant, refuse, Tim. of A. iv. 3 ; Tr. 

and Cr. v. 2 ; Lucr. 985. 

Ostent, sb. show, display, M. of V. ii. 2 ; ii. 8. 
Ostentation, sb. display, outward show, Much 
Ado, IV. I ; 2 H. IV. ii. 2 , Ham. iv. 5, 
Othergates, adv. in another manner, Tw. N. V. 1. 
Otherwhere, adv. elsewhere, Com. of E. ii. i ; 
H. VIII. II. 2. Some other where = some- 


Out-speak, v.i. ‘ outspeaks possession of a sub- 
ject ’ = describes something too great for a 
subject to possess, H. VIII. in. 2. 

Outsport, 7’, if. to exceed in sporting, Oth. n. 3. 
Outstrike, v.t. to strike faster than. An. and Cl. 

IV. 6 . 

Outvied, p.p. outbid, beaten by a higher card, 
Tam. of S. ii. 1. 

Outward, adj. 'an outward man' is one not m 
the secret of affairs. All’s Well, iii. i. 

Outwork, v.t. to excel. An. and Cl. ii. 2. 
Outworth, v.t. to exceed in value, H. VHI. i. i. 
Over-eye, v.t. to observe, survey, Tam. of b. 
rnd. I. 

Overgone, p.p. overpowered, 3 H. VI. 11. 5. 
Overbold, v.t. to over-estimate, Tr. and Cr. ii. 3. 
Overlive, v.t. to outlive, 2 H. IV. iv. i. 
Over-lusty, adj. too lusty 01 lively, H. V. iv. 
chor. ; Lear, ii. 4. 

Overnanie, v.t. to enumerate, M. of V. i. 2* 
Overpassed p.p. passed, spent, i H. VI. ii. 5. 
Overpeer, v.t. to look down on, rise above, M. 

of ■V\ I. I ; Ham. iv. 5. 

Over-red, 7 i.t. to smear with red, ]\Iacb. v. 3. 
Overscutched, adj. over-switched, over-whipped, 
2 H. IV. III. 2. Perhaps in a wanton sense. 
Oversee, 7 >.t. to superintend, see to the fulfilment 
of, Lucr. 1205. 

Overseen,/./, bewitched, paralysed, Lucr. 1206. 
Overswear, v.t. to swear over again, Tw. N. v. i. 
Over-top, v.t. to rise too high, Temp. i. 2. 
Overture, sb. disclosure, Wint. T. ii. i ; Lear, 
III. 7. Declaration, Tw. N. i. 5. 

Overweigh, r/.t. to outweigh, M. for M. 11. 4. 
Owe, v.t. to own, possess, Temp. i. 2 ; in. i ; 
Cor. III. 2. 


where else, Com. of E. ii. i ; R. and J. 1. i. 
Otherwhiles, adv. at other times, i H. VI. 1. 2. 
Ottomite, sb. Ottoman, Turk, Oth. i. 3. 

Ouches, sb. ornaments, properly the settings of 
jewels, 2 H. IV. ii. 4, 

Ought, owed, i H. IV. iii. 3. 

Ouphes, sb. elves, goblins, Merry' Wives, iv. 4 ; 
V. 5. 

Ousel, sb. the blackbird, M. N’s Dr. iii. i ; 2 H. 
IV. 111. 2. 

Out, adv. fully,Temp. i. 2 ; iv. i. Compare ‘ paint 
out,’ Much Ado, iii. 2 ; ‘speak out,’ H. VIII. 
II. 4 , ‘ beat out,’ Cor. iv. 5. At a loss, as one 
who has forgotten his part, L’s L's L. v. 2 ; 
Cor. v. 3 ; As You Like It, iv. i. On the 
wrong track, Wint. T. ii. i ; Tw. N. ii. 3. At 
variance, M. of V. iii. 5 ; J. C. i. i. In rags, 
worn out, J. C. i. r. 

Out = out Qly 2 H. IV. II. 2 ; Cor. v. 2. 
Outbrave, v.t. to excel in beaut}', Sonn. xciv. 

To surpass in braveiy, M. of V. ii. i. 
Out-breathed, adj. exhausted, out of breath, 2 H. 
IV. I. I. 

Out-bum, v.i. to burn out. Pass. Pilgr. 98. 
Out-crafty, r/.^. to overpower by craft, Cym. in. 4. 
Outface, 7}.t. to put out of countenance, M. of V. 
IV. 2; John, v, I. To put a good face upon, 
Pass. Pilgr. 8. 

Outlook, v.t. to outstare, intimidate by looks, 
John, V. 2. 

Outiustre, v.t. to excel in brightness, C3rm. i. 4. 
Out-peer, v.t. to overpeer, surpass, Cym. ill. 6. 
Outprired, /./. exceeded in value, Cym. i. 4. 
Outrage, outburst of fury, John, iii. 4 ; R. 
Ill- n. 4 ; R. and J. v. 3. 


Own. Was his own = was master of himself. 
Temp. V. I. 

Oxlip, sb. the larger cowslip, prhnnla eiatior, 
M. N’s Dr. II. I ; Wint. T. iv. 4. 

Oyes, sb. give ear; a summons to attention 
uttered by the public crier (Fr. oyez)^ Merry 
Wives, V. 5 ; Tr. and Cr. iv. 5. 

Pace, v.t. to teach a horse his paces, H. VI 1 1. 
V. 3 ; An. and Cl. 11. 2. Metaphorically, M. 
for M. IV. 3 ; Per. rv. 6. 

Pack, sb. a confederacy, Merry Wives, iv. 2 ; 
Com. of E. IV. 4. v.i. to shuffle cards unfairly. 
An. and Cl. iv. 14. To conspire, Tit. And. 

IV. 2. 

Packed,/./, confederate. Com. of E. v. i ; Much 
Ado, V. I. 

Packing, sb. plotting, confederacy, Tam. of S. 

V. I ; Lear, iii. i. 

Paction, sb. compact, H. V. v. 2. 

Paddock, sb. a toad. Ham. iii. 4. A familiar 
spirit in the form of a toad, Macb. i. i. 

Page, v.t. to follow as a page, Tim. of A. iv. 3. 
Pageant, %>.t. to make a show of, mimic, Tr. and 
Cr. 1. 3. 

Pain, sb. penalty, M. for M. 11. 4. 

Painful, adj. laborious, toilsome, Temp. iii. i ; 

Tam. of S. v. 2 ; H. V. iv. 3. 

Painfully, adv. laboriously, L’s L’s L. 1. 1 ; John, 


Painted cloth. Cloth or canvas used for hang- 
ings, and painted with figures, moral sentences, 
and mottoes, Lucr. 245 ; L’s L’s L. v. 2 ; As 
You Like It, m. 2 ; i H. IV. iv. 2. 

Pajock, sb. a peacock, Ham. in. 2. 
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Palabras (Spanish), words., Much Ado, iir. 5. 
Paucas pallabris = pocas palabras^ few words., 
Tam. of S. ind. i. 

Palate, v.i. to savour of. Cor. iii. i. To taste, 
An. and Cl. v. 2. To perceive by the taste, 
Tr. and Cr. iv. i. 

Pale, sb. paleness, Vcn. and A. 589; Lucr. 1512; 
Wint. T. IV. 3. Enclosure, coniine, Ven. and 
A. 230; R. II. III. 4; Ham. 1. 4. 

Paled, adj. pale, Lover’s Conipl. 198. 

Palisadoes, sb, palisades, stakes, i H. IV. ir. 3. 
Pall, v,r, to wrap oneself up, Macb. 1. 5. v,i, to 
row vapid and tasteless like wine ; hence, to 
ecome worthless, decay, Ham. v. 2 ; An. and 
Cl. II. 7. 

Pallet, sb, a mean bed, 2 H. IV. in. i. 
Palliament, sb. a robe. Tit. And. i. i. 

Palmer, sb, a pilgrim, R. II. III. 3 ; R. and J. I. 5. 
Palmy, adj. victorious, Ham. i. i. 

Palter, v.i, to shift, equivocate, J. C. ii. i ; Macb. 

V. 8 ; An. and Cl. in. ii. 

Paly, adj. pale, H. V. iv. chor. R. and J. 


Partake, v.i. to impart, communicate, Wint. T. 
V. 3 ; Per. i. i. To share, J. C. II. i. v.i, to 
participate, Tw. N. v. i. 

Partaker, sb. confederate, i H. VI. n. 4. 

Parted. /./. endowed, Tr. and Cr. in. 3. 

Partial, ndj, a partial slander = the reproach of 
partiality, R. II. r. 3. 

Paitialize, v.t. to make partial, R. II. i. r. 

Participate, adj. participating. Cor. i. i. 

Parti-roated, adj. having a coat of many colours, 
motley, like a fool, 1 /s L*s L. v. 2. 

Particularly, adv. halts not particularly = does 
not stop at particular persons, Tim. of A. i. 1. 

Partisan, sb. a kind of pike, R. and J. i. i ; Ham, 
I. I ; An. and Cl. n. 7. • 

Partlet, sb, the name of the hen in the story of 
Reynard the Fox, Wint. T. ii. 3 ; i H. IV. in. 3. 

Party, sb. part, R. II. nr. 3. 

Party-verdict, a party-verdict gave = had a share 
in giving the verdict, R. II. i. 3. 

Pash, sb. a grotesque w ord for the head, Wint. T. 
I. 2. v.i. to beat, smite, dash, Tr. and Cr. n. 


IV. I. 

Pandarly, adj, pimping, Meriy Wives, iv. 2. 

Pang, v.t. to afflict w'ith pangs, torture, H. VIII, 
II. 3 , Cym. ni. 4. 

Pantaloon, sb. an old fool ; one of the characters 
borrowed like Harlequin from the old Italian 
comedy, As You Like It, 11. 7; Tam. of S 
in. 1. 

Pander, sh. the servant in charge of the panliy 
Wint. T. iv. 4 ; 2 H. VI, n. 4 ; Cym. 11. 3. 

Paper, v.t. to set dowm on paper, register, H 
VIII. I. I. 


Paragon, v.t. to serve as a model fo' , 0 th. ii. i. 

To compare, An. and Cl. i. 5. 

Paragoned, p.p. regarded as a model or pattern, 
H. VIII. n. 4. 

Paraquito, sb. a little parrot, i H. IV. n. 3. 
Parcel, sb. a part, Com. of E. v. 1 ; 2 H. IV. iv. 
2 ; Cor. I. 2. A small company, L’s L's L. v. 
2 ; M. of V. I. 2 ; All’s Well, ii. 3. v.t. to par- 
ticularise, An. and Cl. v. 2. 

Parcelled,/./, divided severally ,«R. III. 11. 2. 
Parcel-bawd, sb. half-bawd, M for M, ii. i. 
Parcel-gilt, adj. partly gilt, 2 H. IV. 11. i. 

Pard, sb. leopard, Temp. iv. i ; As You Like It, 


II. 7. 

Pardon, v.t. to excuse, give leave to, Two G. 
in. 2. 

'Parel, sh. apparel, Lear, iv. i. 

Parfect, blunder for ‘ pre-.ent,’ L s I/s L. v. 2. 

Paris Garden, a bear-garden in Bankside, South- 
wark, H. VIII. V. 4. 

Parish-top, sb. a large top which was formerly 
kept in every village for exercise in frosty 
weather, Tw. N. i. 3. 

'Paritor, sb. an apparitor, or officer of the Bishop’s 
Court who carried out citations, L’s L's L. 
in. I. 

Parle, sh. parley, conference, Two G. i. 2 ; ^ohn, 
II. I ; Ham. I. r. v.i. to converse, L’s L’s L. 


V. 2. 

Parlous, adj. perilous, dangerous, M. N's Dr. 

III. I ; As You Like Itj in. 2 , R. III. ii. 4. 
Parmaceti, sb. spermaceti, i H- IV. i. 3. 

Part, adv, in part, -partly, Tw'. N. in. 4 ; 0 th. 
V. 2. sb, party, side, H. V, iv. 7 ; i H. VI. 
in. I ; 2 H. VI. v. 2. v.i. to depart, go away, 
Two G. I. I ; Lear, i. 2. v.t. to leave, R. II. 
III. I ; Per. V. 3. 


3 : V. 5. 

Pass, v.i. to surpass, exceed belief. Merry Wives, 

I. I . IV. 2. To die, 2 H. VI. in. 3 ; Lear, iv. 

6. To give vcidict, M. for M. n. i ; Lear, in. 

7. To care foi, regard, 2 H. VI. iv. 2. To 

make a thrust in fencing. Ham. v. 2. Comp. 
Tw’. N. ni. I. v.i. to pass for, represent, L'» 
L’s L. V. I. To tiansfcr to, Tam. of S. iv. 4. 
To transact, get through, Tam. of S. iv. 4. To 
make a pass in fencing, Merry Wives, ii. 3. 
To indulge in, as a jest. Merry Wives, i, i ; H. 
V. 11. 1. sb. passage, Ham. ii. 2. * Pass of 

pate,’ witty sally, '^J'emp. iv. i. 

Pass upon, to irnyiosc ujion, Tw\ N. in. 1 ; v. i. 
Pa.ssabie, adj. capable of procuring a pass, Cor. 

V. 2. That may be passed through, Cym. i. 2. 
Passado, sb. a pass or motion forwards in fencing, 
L’s L’s L. i. 2 ; R. and J. n. 4 ; 111 i. 

Passage, jrA motion. Cor. v. 6 ; H. VIII. n. 4. 
The passing to and fro, Com. of E. in. i ; Oth. 
V. I. Departure, death, Ham. in. 3. (In 
Ham. V. 2, ‘ for his passage ’ = to accompany 
his departure instead of the passing bell.) Pass- 
ing aw'ay, i H. VI. n. 5. Occurrence, All’s 
Well, I. 1 ; Ham. iv. 7 ; Cym. in. 4. Process, 
course, Wint. T. n. 3 ; K. and J. prol. Tr. 
and Cr. 11. 3. Thy passages of life — the actions 
of thy life, 1 H. IV. in. 2. Passages of gross- 
ness = gross impositions, Tw. N. in. 2. 
Passant, a term of heraldry, denoting the position 
of an animal walking, Merry Wives, i. i. 
Passenger, sb, a passer by, wayfarer, R. II. v. 3 ; 
2 H. VI. III. T. 

Passes, sh. acts of deception, M. for M. v. i. 
Passing, adv. exceedingly, l\vo G. iv. 4 ; Much 
Ado, II. 1 ; Cor. i. i. 

Passion, sb. suffering, Ham. n. i. Emotion, dis- 
turbance of mind, Macb. in. 4 ; Temp. iv. i ; 

J. C. I. 2. Sorrow, grief, Temp. i. 2 ; Tw. N. 
II. 4. v.i. 10 express sorrow, grieve, Temp. v. 
I ; Two G. IV. 4 ; L’s L's L. i. i. 

Passionate, a/^. sorrowful, John, n. i. Display- 
ing emotion, 2 H. VI. i. i ; Ham. n. 2. v.t, 
to express with emotion^ Tit. And. in. 2. 

Passy measures, a corruption of the halianpassa- 
mezzo^ which denotes a measured and stately 
step in dancing, Tw. N. v. j. 

Past-proportion, sb, excessive magnitude, Tr. and 
Cr, II. 2. 
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Pastry, sh. the room in which the pastry is made, 
R. and J. iv. 4. 

Patch, sb. a fool, M. N’s Dr. iii. 2 ; M. of V. 11. 
5 ; Mach. v. 3. 

Patched, adj. motley, pied , from the parti-co- 
loured dress worn by domestic fools, M. N’s 
Dr. IV. I. 

Patchery, sh. trickery, Tr. and Cr. 11. 3 ; Tim. of 
A. V. I. 

Path, v.i. to walk, go, J. C. ii. 1. 

Pathetical, adj. moving, persuasive, L’s L’s L. i. 

2 ; IV. I , As You Like It, iv. i. 

Patient, to calm oneself. Tit. And. i. i. 
Patine, sb. a plate of metal, M. of V. v. 1. 
Patronage, v.t. to patronize, support, protect, i 
H. VI. in. I ; III. 4. 

Pattern, sb. an example, instance, R. III. i. 2 ; 
Oth. V. 2. That which is made after a model, 
H. V. II. 4. 

Pauca (Lat.), few ; that is, few words, Merry 
Wives, I. I ; H. V. ii. i. In full paitca veiha. 
Merry Wives, i. 1 ; L’s L’.s L. iv. 2. 

Paunch, 7 ).i. to rip uyj the belly. Temp. iii. 2. 
Paved, adj. pebbly, M.N’s Dr. ii. i. 

Pavilioned, p.p. tented, encamped, H. V. i. 2. 
Pavin, sb. a stately dance, of Spanish or Italian 
origin, Tw. N. v. i. 

Pawn, sb. a pledge, R. II. i. 3 ; Lear, i. i. 

Pax, sb. a mistake for ‘pix’ or ‘pyx.’ The pax 
was a small piece of wood or metal, with the 
figure of Christ upon it, which w-as offered to 
the laity to kiss. The pix was a box containing 
the consecrated host, H. V. iii. 6. 

Pay, 7 ).t. to hit, beat, punish, Tw. N. iii. 4; 
1 H. IV. 11. 4; V. 3. To reward, requite. 
Com. of E. IV. 4 ; Temp. ii. i. 

Payment, sb. punishment. As You Like It, i. i ; 
H. V, IV. 8 . 

Peace-parted, p.p. having departed in peace, 
Ham. V. I. 

Peach, v.t. to impeach, accu.se, M. for M. iv. 3 ; 
X H. IV. II. 2. 

Peak, v.i. to grow thin, Macb. i. 2. To mope. 
Ham. II. 2. _ 

Peaking, adj. sneaking, cowardly. Merry Wives, 
HI. 5. 

Peascod, sb. the pod or husk containing the 
peas. Ivl. N’s Dr. 111. i ; Tw. N. i. 5. Used 
for the plant itself. As You Like It, n. 4. 

Peat, sb. a pet, darling, Tam. of S. i. x. 

Peck, v.t. to pitch, H. VIII. v. 4. 

Pedant, sb. a schoolmaster, L’s L’s L. in. i ; 
Tw. N. III. 2. 

Pedascule, sb. pedant, schoolmaster, L’s L’s L. 
V. 2. 

Peel, v.t. to strip off the bark, M. of V. i. 3; 
Lucr. 1167. 

Peeled, adj. shaven, x H. VI. i. 3. 

Peer, v.t. to allow to peep out, Lucr. 472. 
Peevish, adj. childish, .silly, R. III. i. 3; iv. 2; 
Ham. I. 2. Fretful, wayward, M. of V. i. i , 
Tam. of S. v. 2. 

Peevishly, adv. ill-temperedly, Tw. N. 11. 2. 
Peg-a-Ramsey, a name borrowed from an old 
song, Tw. N. II. 3. 

Peise, v.t. to weigh dowm, retard, M. of V'. iix. 2 ; 
R. III. V. 3. 

Peised, A/. poi.sed, balanced, John, ii. x. 
Pelleted, formed into pellets or small balls. 
Lover’s Compl, 18. An. and Cl. iii. 13. 

Pelt, v.i. to chafe with anger, Lucr. 1418. 


Pelting, adj. paltry, M. N’s Dr. 'n. x , R. II 
II. I. 

Pendulous, adj. overhanging, threatening to fall, 
Lear, iii. 4. 

Penetrative, adj. penetrating, touching the heart, 
An. and Cl. iv. 14. 

Penitent, adj. doing penance, Com. of E. i. 2. 

Used as a substantive. All’s Well, iii. 5. 
Pensioner, sb. one of the body of Gentleman Pen- 
sioners who attended upon the person of the 
sovereign, Merry Wives, ii. 2 ; M. N’s Dr. 

II. X. 

Pensived, adj. pensive. Lover’s Compl. 219. 
Pent-hou.se, sb. a lean-to building, M. of V. ii. 6; 
Much Ado, III. 3. Used of the eyelid which 
is overhung by the eyebrow, Macb. i. 3. 
Penurious, adj. necessitous, 'Tim. of A. iv. 3. 
Peradventure, adv. perhaps. Much Ado, i. 2 ; 
Cor. II. I. 

Perdu, sb. a soldier sent on a forlorn hope, Lear, 
IV. 7. 

Perdurable, adj. lasting, H. V. iv. 5 ; Oth. i. 3. 
Perdurably, adv. lastingly, M. for M. in. x. 
Perdy, tut. by God, verily (Fr. pardiett)^ Tw. N. 
IV. 2; H. V. II. I. In Com. of E. iv. 4. 

‘ perdie.’ 

Peregrinate, adj. foreign, L’s L|s L. v. i. 
Peremptory, adj. firmly determined, John, ii. i ; 
Cor. III. I. Daring, audacious, L’s L’s L. iv, 3 : 
X H. IV. I. 3. . 

Perfect, adj. fully satisfied, Macb. iii. 4 ; Tim. of 
A. I. 2. Fully informed, certain, Wint. T. in. 3 ; 
Macb. I. 5; Cym. iii. i. v.t. to instruct fully, 
M. for M. IV. 3 , Temp. i. 2. 

Perforce, violently, Com. of E. iv. 3. ‘ Force 
rforce,’ in the same .sense, John, iii. i ; 2 
. IV. iv. I. Of necessity. Temp. v. i ; R. and 

, J- I- 5- 

Periapts, sh. amulets, i H. VI. v. 3. 

Period, sb. end, conclusion. An. and Cl. iv. 2 ; iv. 

14. v.t. to put an end to, Tim. of A. i. i. 
Perish, v.t. to destroy, 2 H. VI. iii. 2. 

Perishen, v.i. to perish. Per. ii. prol. 

Perjure, sb. a perjurer, L’s L’s L. iv. 3. v.t. to 
make perjured, taint with perjury, An. and 
Cl. 111. 12. 

Perpend, z/.f. to reflect, Merry Wives, ii. i ; Ham. 

11. 2. v.t. to consider, H. V. iv. 4. 

Perplexed, adj. bewildered, distracted, Oth. v. 2 ; 
Lucr. 733. 

Per-sever, v.i. to persevere, As You Like It, v. 2 ; 
Ham. I. 2. 

Persistive, adj. persistent, Tr. and Cr. i. 3. 
Personage, sb. personal appearance, figure, M. 

N’s Dr. HI. 2 ; Tw. N. i. 5. 

Personate, v.t. to represent, Tw. N. ii. 3 ; Tim. 

of A. I. 3 ; V. I ; Cym. v. 5. 

Perspective, sb. an in.strument for producing an 
optical delusion, All’s Well, v. 3 ; Tw. N. 
v. I ; R. II. II. 2. It was made in various 
forms. 

Perspectively, adv. as through a perspective, 
H. V. V. 2. 

Persuade, xt.i. to use persuasion, M. for M. v. i ; 
M. of V. HI. 2. 

Persuaded, p.p. best persuaded = having the best 
opinion, 'Tw. N. ii. 3. 

Pert, adj. brisk, lively, L’s L’s L. v. 2 ; M. N’s 
Dr. I. I. 

Pertly, adv. briskly. Temp. iv. i. Saucily, Ti. 
ana Cr. iv. 5. 
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Perttaunt-like, adz>. a word as yet unexplained 
or amended, L’s L’s L. v. 2. 

Perusal, s5. survey, examination. Ham. ii. i. 
Peruse, v.t to survey, examine, Com. of E. i. 2 ; 

R. II. in. 3 ; R. and J. v. 3 ; Ham. iv. 7. 
Pervert, to turn aside, avert, Cym. 11. 4. 
Pester, nJ. to disturb, encumber, infest, Macb. 

V. 2 ; Ham. i. 2 ; Cor. iv. 6. 

Pe^rr. a" encr’ne f’l!e(’ u .^h explosive materials, 
!.i,e .1 m-xle' ■ "'.‘eb, 1 1.'-. . in. 4. 

Petitionary, adj, supplicatory. As You Like It, 

III. 2 : Cor. V. 2. _ ^ 

Pew-fcllow, sb. companion, intimate associate, 

R. III. IV. 4. 

Phantasime, sb. a fantastical person, L’s L’s L. 

IV. I ; V. I. 

Phantasma, sh. phantasm, apparition, J. C. 11. i. 
Phee^e, v.t. to beat, chastise, torment, Tam. of 

S. ind. I. T ; Tr. and Cr. 11. 3. 

Philip, a familiar term for a sparrow, John, i. i. 
Philip and Jacob, the first of May, M. for M. 
III. 2. 

PhiUppan, worn at the battle of Philippi, An. and 

Cl. II. 5. . . 

Phr''.'^e'e‘'<:, adi. i''do'-rriV,’ V. T.ovc'-’sCompl. 226. 
!*i-\ si(',.l. n ij. s. iul. \\'i-U')iMe, Cor. i. 5, 
J. C. 11. I. ’ 

Pia mater, the membrane which covei s the brain. 
Used for the brain itself, L’s L’s L. iv. 2 ; Tw. 
N. I. 5 ; Tr. and Cr. 11. i. 

Pick, ZKt. to pitch. Cor. i, i. 

Picked, adj. refined, precise, L’s L’s L. v. i *, 
John, I. I ; Ham. v. i. 

Pickers, sb. petty thieves, the fingers, Ham. iii. 2. 
Picking, adj. minute, trifling, 2 H. IV. iv. i. 
Picktliank, sb. a fawning flatterer, i H. IV. in. 2. 
Piece, sb. a vessel of wine, Tr. and Cr. iv. 1. 
See 1 Esdr. yiii. 20. 

Pied, adj. parti-coloured, spotted. Temp. ill. 2 ; 

L’s L’s L. V. 2 , M. of V. i. 3. 

Piedness, sb. diversity of colour, Wint. T. iv. 4. 
Pigeon-livered, adj. the pigeon was supposed to 
have no gall, Ham. n. 2. 

Pight, p.p. pitched, fixed, I'r. and Cr. v. 10; 
Lear, ii. i. 

Pignuts, sh. earth-nuts. Temp. ii. 2. 

Pilcher, sb. a scabbard, R. and J. in. i. 

Piled. A quibble is intended between ‘ piled ’ = 
peeled, bald, and ‘ piled ’ as applied to velvet, 
M. for M. 1. 2. 

Pill, v.i. to pillage, plunder, R. II. ii. i ; R, III. 

Pillicock, a term of endearment, Lear, iii. 4. 

Pin, sh. the bull’s eye of the target, L’s L’s L. iv. 
I ; R. and J. ii. 4. 

Pin and web, the disease of the eye now known 
as cataract, Wint. T. i. 2 ; Lear, iii. 4. 
Pin-buttock, sb. a narrow buttock, All’s Well, 
11. 2. 

Pine, v.t. to starve, wear out, Ven. and A. 602, 
R. II. v. I. 

Pinfold, sb. a pound, Two G. i. i ; Lear, ii. 2. 
Pink eyne, small, half-shut eyes, An. and Cl. n. 7. 
Pinked, adj. pierced with holes, H. Vlll. v. 4. 
Pioned, adj. a very doubtful word, variously 
interpreted as ‘ covered with the marsh man- 
gold,’ or simply ‘ dug,’ Temp. iv. i. 

Pioner, jA pioneer, H. V. iii. 2; Ham. 1. 5. 
Pipe-wine, sb. wine from the pipe or butt, with a 
reference to the other meaning of pipe, Merrj’ 
Wives, III. 2. 


Pip out, a cant expression for being a little over- 
taken in liquor. A pip was a spot on cards, 
and the reference is to a game called one-and- 
thirty, Tam. of S. i. 2. 

Pitch, sb. the height to which a falcon soars, 

1 H. VI. II. 4 ; 2 H. VI. n. i ; R. II. i. i ; 
J. C. I. I. Hence used of height generally, 
Tw. N. 1. I ; Ham. iii, i. 

Piteously, adz>. so as to move pity, Tit. And. v. i. 
Place, sb. dwelling-place, residence, Oth. i. 3 ; 
As You Like It, ii. 3. The highest pitch of a 
hawk, Macb. 11. 4. 

Placket, sb. a petticoat, Wint. T. iv. 4 ; Lear, lii. 
4 ; Tr. and Cr. ii, 3. 

Plain, v.t. to make plain, Per. iii. prol. v.i.^o 
complain, Lear, iii, i. 

Plaining, complaint, Com. ofE. i. i R. II. i. 3. 
Plam-song, sb. the simple melody without vaiia- 
tions, H. V, III. 2 ; H, VIII. i. 3. Used as an 
adjective, M. N’s Dr. iii. i. 

Plaintful, adj. complaining, Lover’s Compl. 2. 
Plaited, adj folded, intricate, Lear, 1. i. 

Plaits, sb. folds, Lucr. 93. 

Planched, adj. made of planks, M. for M. iv. i. 
Plant, sb. the sole of the fool. An. and Cl. 11. 7. 
Plantage, sb. plants, vegetation, Tr. and Cr. iii. 2. 
Plantain, sb. the plantago viajor or media which 
are used to stop bleeding, L’s L’s L. 111. 1 ; R. 
and J. I. 2. 

Plantation, sb. planting, colonising, Temp. ii. i. 
Plash, sb. a pool, U'am. of S. 1. i. 

Plate, v.i. to clothe in plate armour, Lear, iv. 6. 
Plated,/ p. arm''d, R. II. i. 3 ; An. and Cl. 1. i. 
Plates, sb. pieces of silver money, An. and Cl. 
v, 2. 

Platforms, sh. plans, i H. VI, ii. i. 

Plausibly, adiK by acclamation, Lucr. 1854. 
Plausive, adj. persuasive, pleasing, All’s Well, i. 

2 : IV. I ; Ham. i. 4. 

Play, v.t. to play for, H. V. iv. chor. 

Play your prize. To play a prize in a fencing school 
was to go througli certain exercises in order to 
qualify for a degree, I'lt. And. i. 1. 

Pleached, adj. intertwined, folded, Much Ado, 

III. I ; An. and Cl. iv. 14. 

Pleasance, sh. pleasure, merriment, Oth. 11. 3 ; 
Pass. Pilgr. 158. 

Pleasantly, adv. sportively, jestinglj'’, 'I'r. and 
Cr. IV. 5. 

Pleasc-man, a flatterer, parasite, L’s L’s L. v. 2. 
Pleasure, v.t. to gratify, Much Ado, v. i ; M. of 

V. I. 3. 

Plenty, adj. plentiful, Temp. iv. i. 

Pliant, adj. yielding, fit, Oth. i. 3. 

Plight, sb. pledge, Lear, i. i. 

Plot, sb. a spot of ground, John, ii. 1 ; 2 H. VL 
II. 2 ; Ham. iv. 4. 

Plume up, to prank up ; hence, to gratify, Oth. 

I- 3 * 

Plummet, sb. ignomnee itself is a plummet o’er 
one=I am a plummet’s depth below ignorance 
itself, Merry Wives, v. 5. 

Plumpy, adj. plump. An. and Cl. ii. 7. 

Plurisy, sb. a plethora, superabundance, Ham. 

IV. 7. 

Point, sb. a tagged lace, 7 ’am. of S. III. 2 ; An. 

and Cl. HI. 13 ; Tw. N. i. 5. 

Point, at a, resolved, prepared, Macb. iv. 3. 
Point, at, completely, Ham. i. 2. In readiness, 
fully prepared, Lear, i. 4. At ample point = in 
full perfection, Tr. and Cr. ni. 3. 
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Point, to, exactly, Temp. i. 2. 

Point-device or Point-devise, adj. precise, finical, 
As You Like It, iii. 2 , L’s L’s L. v. i. adv. 
precisely, exactly, T\v. N. ii. 5. 

Pointing-stock, sb. object of scorn, 2 H. VI. ii. 4 
Point of war, a set of notes on the trumpet, 2 H. 

IV. tv. I. 

Points, sb. directions, commands ; as if given by 
sound of trumpet, Cor. iv. 6. 

Poise, sb. weight, Lear, ir. i ; Oth. iii, 3. 7 >.t. 

to weigh, 2 H. VI. ii. i ; R. and J. 1. 2. To 
counterbalance, Oth. i. 3. 

Poke, sb. pocket, As You Like It, ii. 7. 
Pokingsticks, sb. irons for setting out the plaits 
of ruffs, Wint, T. iv. 4. 

Polack, sb. a native of Poland, Ham. i. i ; 11. ?. 

Used as an adjective. Ham. v. 2. 

Pole, sb. standard, An. and Cl. iv. 15. 

Pole-dipt, adj. a pole-dipt vineyard is a vineyard 
in which the vines embrace or are twined about 
the poles, Temp. iv. i. 

Policy, sb. cunning, stratagem, Cor. iii. 2 ; TV. 
and Cr. iv. i. 

Politic, adj. relating to politics or state policy, 
Tw. N. II. 5. 

Polled, adj. dipped, laid bare. Cor. iv. 5. 
Pollusion, blunder for ‘allusion,’ L’s L’s L. iv. 2. 
Pomander, sb. a ball of perfume, Wint. iv. 4. 
Pome water, sb. a large sweet apple, 7 nalus car- 
bonaria, L’s L’s L. iv. 2. 

Pomgarnet, sb. pomegranate, i H. IV. ii. 4. 
Pontic Sea, the Euxine, Oth. 111. 3. 

Poor John, hake salted and dried, Temp. ii. 2. 
Poperin,^ adj. a poperiii pear, so c.illed from 
Poperingue in Belgium, R. and J. i. i. 
Popinjay, sb. a parrot, i H. IV. i. 3. 

Popular, adj. vulgar, H. V. iv. i. 

Popularity, sb. vulgarity, i H. IV, iii. 2; H. V. 

1. I- 

Populous, adj. numerous, An. and Cl. 111. 6. 
Porpentine, sb. porcupine, 2 H. VI. in. i ; TV. 

and Cr. ii. i ; Ham. i. 5. 

Porringer, sb. a bowl or basin, Tam. of S. iv. 3 , 

H. VIII. V. 4. 

Port, sb. carriage, bearing, H. V. prol. ; M. of 

V. I. I. Gate, Cor. i. 7 j 2 H, IV. iv. 5. 
Portable, adj. endurable, Macb. iv. 3 ; I .ear, ni. 6. 
Portage, sb. port-hole, H. V. iii. i. Port dues, 

paid by a vessel on arriving in harbour. Per. 

HI. I. 

Portance, sb. carriage, deportment, Cor. 11. 3 ; 
Oth. I. 3. 

Portly, adj. of good demeanour or bearing, R. 
and J. I. 5- . 

Possess, v.t. to give possession. An. and Cl. iii. 

2. To inform, M, for JVI. iv. i ; Much Ado, 
V. I ; Tw. N. II. 3, Followed by ‘with,’ John, 
IV. 2. 

Possession, sb. in.sanity, madness, Com. of E. v. i. 
Posset, v.t. to curdle. Ham. r. 5. 

Possitable, blunder for ‘positively,’ Merry Wives, 

I. X. 

Post, sb. a messenger. Temp. ir. t ; Cor. v. 6. 

v.t. to convey swiftly, Cym. ii. 4. 

Poster, sb. a swift traveller, Macb. i. 3. 
Post-post-haste, adv. with the utmost speed, Oth. 
I* 3- 

Posy, sb. a motto on a ring, M. of V. v. i ; Ham. 
in. 2. 

Postern, sh. the small back -gate of a fortress, 
R. II. v. 5 ; Two G. v. i. 


Pot, to the pot = to certain destruction ; a figure 
borrowed from the kitchen, Cor. i. 4. 

Potable, adj. drinkable, 2 H. IV. iv. 5. 

Potch, v.t. to poke, thrust, Cor. l. 10. 

’Pothecary, sb. apothecaiy, R. and J. v. 3 ; Per. 
III. 2. 

Pother, sb. turmoil, Cor. ii. i , Lear, iii. 2. 
Potting, sb. drinking, Oth. ll. 3. 

Pottle, sb. a tankard ; strictly a measure of two 
quarts, Merry Wives, li. i , iii. 5 ; Oth. ll. 3. 
Pottle-deep, adj. to the bottom of the tankard, 
Oth, II. 3. 

Poulter, sb. poulteier, i H. IV. 11. 4. 
Pouncet-box, sb. a box for perfumes, pierced 
with holes, 1 H. IV. i. 3. 

Pow, wow, pooh, pooh ’ Coi. 11. i. 

Powder, v.t. to salt, i H. IV. v. 4 ; M. for M. iii. 2. 
Powdering-tub, sb. salting-tub. A hot salt-water 
bath was used in the treatment of venereal 
disease, H. V. ii. i. 

Powei, sb. an armed force, John, iv. 2; iv. 3; 
Cor. i. 2. 

Practic, adj. practical, II. V. i. i. 

Practice, sh. artifice, iilot, Much Ado, iv. i : Tws 
N. y. I ; H. V. 11. 2. 

Practisant, accomplice in a plot, i H. VI. iii. 2. 
Practise, v.i. to plot, use stratagems, As You 
Like It, I. I ; Oth. i. 2. 

Praise, v.t. to apprai.se, Tw. N. l. 5. 

Prank, v.t. to deck, dress, Tw. N. ii. 4 ; Wint. 
T. i v. 4. 

Pray in aid, to call in to help ; a legal term, An. 
and Cl. V. 2. 

Precedent, sh. the rough draft of a document, 
John, v. 2 , R. III. 111. 6. Prognostic, indica- 
tion, Yen. and A. 26. adj. former, Tmi. of A. 

I. I ; Ham. iii. 4. 

Precept, sb. a warrant, summons, 2 H. IV. v. 1 , 

II. V. iii. 3. 

Preceptial, adj. consisting of precepts, Much 
Ado, V. I. 

Preciously, adv. c.arefully, in business of import- 
ance^ Temp. i. 2. 

Precipitate, v.i to fall headlong, Lear, iv. 6. 
Precipitation, sb. precipitousness, Cor. ill. 2. 
Precurrer, sb. forerunner, Phoenix 6. 

Predict, sb. prediction, Sonn. xiv. 

Predominate, v.t. to overpower, Tim. of A. iv. 3. 
Prefer, v.t. to promote, advance, Two G. n. 4; 
R. III. IV. 2. To recommend, Cym. ii. 3. 
To present, offer, M. N’sDr. iv. 2 ; J. C. iii. i. 
Pregnancy, sb. readiness of wit, 2 H. IV. i. 2. 
Pregnant, adj. ready-witted, clever, M. for M. 1. 

I , Tw. N. II. 2. Full of meaning, Ham. ii. 2. 
Ready, Ham. iii. 2 ; Lear, iv. 6. Plain, evid- 
ent, M. for M. II. I ; Oth. ii. i. 

Premised,/./, sent before the time, 2 H. VI. v. 2. 
Prenominate, v.t. to name beforehand, TV. and 
Cr. IV. 5. /./. aforesaid, Ham. ii. i. 

Prenzie, adj. demure, prim, M. for M. iii. i. 
Pre-ordinance, sb. a rule formerly established, 

J. C. III. I. 

Prepare, sb. preparation. 3 H. VI. iv. i. 
Preposterous, blunder for ‘ prosperous,’ Wint. T. 
V. 2 . 

Prescript, sh. direction, order, Ham. 11. 2 ; An. 

and Cl. III. 8. adj. prescriptive, H. V. iii. 7. 
Prescription, 5A order, direction, H. VIII. i. i. 
Presence, sb. personal appearance or dignity, 
John, 1. I ; H. I. Presence-chamber, R. II. i- 
3 ; R. and J. v. 3. 
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Present, sh. the present time, Temp. 1. 1 ; Macb. 

I. 5. Present store, Tw. N. iir. 4. v.t. to re- 
present, JMuch Ado, III. 3. To act the part of, 
Temp. IV. I ; Merry Wives, iv. 6. 

Presentation, sb. semblance, As You Like It, v. 
4 ; R. III. IV. 4. 

Presently, adv. immediately, Temp. 1. 2 J J. C. 
HI. I. 

Presentment, sh. presentation, Tim. of A. i. i. 

Representation, Ham. in. 4. 

Press, sb. a commission for pressing soldiers, i H. 
IV. rv. 2. A crowd, J C. 1. 2. v t. to force 
into military service, R. II. iii. 2 ; i H. IV. 
IV. 2. 

Press-money, sh. money given to soldiers on being 
pressed into the service, Lear, iv. 6. 

Pressure, sh. impression, Ham. i. 5 ; 111. 2. 

Prest, adj. ready, M. of V. i. i ; Per. iv. prol. 
Prester John, a fabulous Eastern King, Much 
Ado, 11. I. 

Presupposed, imposed or suggested beforehand, 
Tw. N. V. I. 

Presurmise, sb. supposition previously enter- 
tained, 2 H. IV. I. 1. 

Pretence, sh. intention, T^\o G. Ill, i ; Cor. i. 2. 
Pretend, v.t. to intend, Two G. 11. 6 ; Macb. 


n. 4. 

Pretty, adj. used of time, fair, tolerable, Lucr. 
1233 ; R. and J. i. 3. 

Prevail, v.t. to avail, R. and J. iir. 3; H. V. 
HI. 2. 

Prevailment, sh. influence, M. N’s Dr, i. i. 
Prevent, v.t. to anticipate, M. of V. i. i ; Ham. 


II. 2. 

Preyful, adj. rich in prey, L’s L's L, iv 2. 

Prick, sb. a point on a dial, Lucr. 781 ; 3 H. VI. 
I. 4, The bull’s ej'e of a target, L’s L’s _L. iv. 

I. A prickle. Temp. 11. 2 ; As You Like It, 

III. 2. A skewer, Lear, 11. 3. v.t. to mark, 2 
H. IV. H. 4 ; J. C. III. I. To stick, Tam. of 
S. HI, 2. 

Pricket, sb. a buck of the second year, L’s L’s L. 

IV. 2. 

Prick-song, sh. music sung from notes, R. and J. 

II. 4, 

Piide, lust, Lucr. 438; Sonn. cxLiv. ; Oth. 
HI, 3. 

Prig, sh. a thief, Wint, T. iv, 3. 

Primal, adj. first, earliest. Ham. in. 3 ; An. and 
Cl. I. 4. 

Prime, adj. principal, chief. Temp. i. 2. Lust- 
ful, Oth. III. 3. sb. the spring, Lucr. 332 ; 
Sonn. xcvii. 

Primer, adj. more Important, H, VIII. i, 2. 
Primero, sb. a game at cards. Merry Wives, iv. 
5 ; H. VIII. v. I. 

Primest, adj. rarest, H. VIII. n. 4. 

Primy, adj. early, belonging to the spring, Ham. 


I. 3. 

Prince, to prince it = to play the prince, Cym. 
111 . 3. 

Principality, sh. a being of the highest order, 
"Two G, II. 4. 

Principals, sb. the main timbers in the roof of a 
building, Per. iii. 2. 

Princox, sb. a saucy fellow, R. and J. i. 5. 

Print, in print = in perfect order, with exactness, 
As You Like It, v. 4 ; Two G. ii. i ; L’s L's 
L. HI. I. 

Printless, adj. leaving no trace. Temp. v. i. 
Priser, sb. prize-fighter, As You Like It, ii. 3. 


Prisonment, sh, imprisonment, John, in. 4. 
Privacj', sb. retirement, Tr. and Cr. iii. 3. 
Private, sb. privacy, Tw. N Hi. 4. Private com- 
munication, John, IV. 3. ^ 

Privilege, v.t. to invest with a privilege, give 
immunity to, R. II. i. i , Com. of E. v. i ; 
Lucr. 621 

Prize, sb. a contest for a prize, M. of V. 111. 2 ; 
Tit. And. i. i. Privilege, 3 H. VI. i. 4 ; 11. i. 
My prize = the winning of me, Cym. iii. 6. 
To make prize =- to c.apturc, R. 111 . iii, 3 ; An. 
and Cl. V. 2. 

Prized,/./, estimated, rated, Much Ado, iii. i. 
Tim. of A. i. I. 

Probal, adj. probable, reasonable, Oth. 11. 3. * 
Probation, sb. proof, M. for M. v. i ; Oth. ill. 3. 

Trial, examination, Tw. N. ii. 5. 

Process, sb. a story, nariative, R. III. iv. 3 ; 
Ham. I. 5 ; M. of V. iv. i. Course of law, 
Cor. HI. I. M.andate, summon.s. Ham. iv. 3 ; 
An. and Cl. i. i. 

Procreant, ndj. ofGpring-producing, Macb. 1 6. 
Procurator, sb a prox3% 2 H. VI. 1. i. 

Procure, v.t. to cause (to come), R. and J. Iii. 5. 

To play the procuress, M for M. iii. 2. 
Prodigious, adj. monstrous, poitentous, M. N’s. 
Dr. V. I ; John, iii. i. 

Prodigiously', adt). portentously, John, ill. i. 
Proditor, sb. traitor, i H. VI. 1. 3. 

Proface, tut. much good may it do you, 2 H. IV. 


V. 3. 

Professed, /./ that have made professions, Lear, 


Progeny, sh. race, ancestry', 1 H. VI. v. 4 • Cor. 

I. 8. Descent, i H. VI. iii. 3. 

Progress, sb. a royal ceremonial journey, 2 H. 
VI. I. 4 ; Ham. iv. 3. v.t. to go as in procession, 
John, V. 2. 

Project, v.t. to shape, define, An. and Cl. V. 2. 
Projection, sb. plan, H. V. 11. 4. 

Prolixious, adj. tedious, causing delay, M. for 
M. H. 4. 

Prologue, v.t. to preface, All’s Well, 11. i. 
Prolonged,/./, deferred, Much Ado, iv. i; R. 
111 . IH. L 


Prompture, sb. prompting, M. for M. ii. 4. 

Proof, sb. armour which has been tried and proved 
impenetrable, R. III. y. 3 ; Macb. 1. 2. Resist- 
ing power, impenetrability, R. II. 3. 
Piopagate, v.t. to augment, improve, Tim. of A. 


I. I. 

Propagation, sb. augmentation, M. for M. i. 2. 
Propend, v.t. to incline, Tr. and Cr. 11. 2. 
Propension, sb. inclination, Tr, and Cr, ii. 2. 
Proper, ad), one's own, Temp. ni. 3 ; M. for M. 

Ill, I. Handsome, 'Temp. ii. 2 ; John, i. i. 
Proper-false, adj. handsome and deceitful, Tw. 
N. II. 2. 

Properly, adv. peculiarly, as one's own possession, 
Wint. T. 11. I ; Coi. v. 2 
Propertied, adj. endowed with qualities, An. and 
Cl. V. 2. 

Properties, sh. the requisites of a play, except the 
scenery and dresses, M. N's Dr. i. 2 ; Merry 
Wives, IV. 4. 

Property, sh. a mere appendage or instrument, 
Merry Wives, in. 4 ; J. C. iv. i. In Ham. 

II, 2 it means either ‘own person’ or ‘kingly 
right.’ v.t. to make a tool of, John, v. 2 ; Tw. 
N. IV. 2. 

Propontic, sb. the Sea of Marmora, Oth. iii. 3. 
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Proportions, sb, necessarj' number of troops, H. 
V. I. 2; Ham. I. 2. 

Propose, z'.f. to converse, discourse, speak, Much 
Ado, III. I ; 0 th. I. I. 

Proposer, sb, speaker, orator, Ham. 11. 2. 
Propugnation, sb. means of resistance, defence, 
Tr. and Cr. ir. 2. 

Prorogue, v.t. to delay, R. and J. 11. 2; iv. 1. 
To protract. Per. v. i. To hinder from exertion, 
An. and Cl. ii. i. 

Protest, v.t, to proclaim, display publicly, Macb. 
V. 2 ; Much Ado, V. i. 

Protractive, adj. protracted, Tr. and Cr. i. 3. 
Provand, sb. provender, piovisions, Cor. 11. i. 
Pt-oovincial, adj. belonging to an ecclesiastical 
province, M. for M. v. i. * Provincial roses ' 
are roses of Provins or Provence, Ham. iii. 2. 
Provision, sb. foresight. Temp. i. 2. 

Provoke, v.t. to urge, impel, i H. VI. v. 5. 
Provoking, instigating, Lear, in. 5. 

Prune, v.t. to trim and dress the feathers, as a 
hawk does with its bill, Cym. v. 4. v.r. 

1 H. IV. 1. 1. 

Puddle, 7f.t. to render ttirbid, Oth. iii. 4. 
Pudency, sh. modesty, Cyni. -i. 5. 

Pugging, ar/j. thievish, VVint. T. iv. 3 . 

Puisny, a^//. unskilful, like a novice. As You Like 
It, III. 4. 

Puissance, sb. strength, H. V. iii. chor. An 
armed force, John, in. i. 

Puissant, ady. powerful, R. III. iv. 4 ; Lear, v. 3. 
Puke, v.z. to vomit. As You Like It, n. 7. 
Puke-stocking. Puke appears to have been a dark 
grey, between russet and black, i H. IV. ii. 4. 
Pulpiter, sb, preacher, a conjectural reading in 
As You Like It, in. 2. 

Pulsidge, blunder for ‘pulse,’ 2 H. IV. n. 4. 

Pun, v.t. to pound, Tr. and Cr. n. i. 

Punk, sb. a strumpet, Merry Wives, 11. 2 ; M. for 
M. V. I. 

Punto, sb. a stroke or thrust in fencing, Merry 
Wives, n. 3. 

Punto reverse, a back-handed stroke, R. and J. 
n. 4. 

Purchase, v.t. to acquire, get, M. of V. ii. 9 ; 

2 H. IV. IV. 5 ; An. and Cl. 1. 4. sb. acquisi- 
tion, booty, I H. IV. II. I ; II. V. in. 2 ; 
R. III. in. 7. 

Purl, zf./. to curl, Lucr. 1407, 

Purples, the purple orchis, orchis mascula. Ham. 

IV. i. 

Pursuivant, sh. a messenger or attendant upon a 
herald, i H. VI. ii. 5 ; R. III. in. 4. 

Push, int. pish ! a contemptuous exclamation, 
Much Ado, v. I ; Tim. of A. in. 6. 

Push-pin, sb. a childish game, L’s L’s L. iv. 3. 
Put, v.t. to make, in the phrases ‘put to know,’ 
M. for M. i. I ; ‘ put to speak,’ 2 H. VI. in. i ; 
Cym. n. 3. 

Put in, to intercede, M. for M. 1. 2. To put for- 
ward a claim, Tim. of A. in. 4. 

Put on, to instigate, M. for M. iv. 2 ; Ham. iii. i ; 

V. 2. To impose, lay to one’s charge, Ham. n. i. 
Put on, or upon, to communicate, impart. Ham. 

I. 3 ; As You Like It, i. 2 ; Tw. N. v. i. 
Putter on, sb. instigator, Wint. T. n. i. 
Putter-out, one who puts out money at interest, 
Temp. III. 3. ^ 

Putting on, sb. instigation, Cor. n. 3. 

Puttock, sb. a kite, 3 H. VI. in. 2 ; Tr. and Cr. 

V. X. 


Puzzel, sb. a drab, i H. VI. i. 4. 

Pyramis, sb. a pyramid, i H. VI. i. 6. pL 
pyramises, An. and Cl. ii. 7 ; pyramides, An. 
and Cl. V. 2. 

Quail, v.t. to overpower, quell. An. and Cl. 
V. 2. zi.i. to faint, fail, slacken. As You Like 
It, n. 2 ; Cym. v. 5. sb. a cant word for a 
prostitute, Tr. and Cr, v. i. 

Quaint, adj. fine, delicate, dainty, ingenious, 
Temp. I. 2 ; M. N’s Dr. ii. i ; ii. 2 ; 2 H. VI. 

III. 2. 

Quaintly, adz>. ingeniously, delicately. Two G. 

III. I ; Ham. n. i. 

Quaked,/./, shaken, made to shudder. Cor. i. 9. 
Qualification, sb. appeasement, Oth. n. i. 
Qualify, v.t. to moderate, soften, abate, M. for 
M. i. I ; iv. 2 ; John, v. i ; Lear, i. 2. 

Quality, sb. a profession, calling, especially the 
profession of an actor, Two G. iv. i ; Ham. 
II. 2. Professional skill. Temp. i. 2. 

Quantity, sb. a small portion, John, v. 4; 2 H. 

IV. V. I. To hold quantity = to bear propor- 
tion, M. N's Dr. i. I ; Ham. iii. 2. 

Quarrel, sb. a cause of dispute, R. II. i. 3. 
Quarrellous, adj. quanelsome, Cym. ill. 4. 
Quarry, sb. a heap of .slaughtered game, Cor. 
I. I ; Ham. iv. 3 ; v. 2. 

Quart d’ecu, a quarter of a F rench crown. All’s 
Well, IV. 3 , v. 2. 

Quarter, sh. position, station, John, v. 2; Tim. 
of A. v. 4. To keep fair quarter = to keep on 
good terms with, be true to. Com. of E. 11. i. 
In quarter = on good terms, Oth. ii. 3. 
Quartered, adj. belonging to the quarters of an 
anny, Cym. iv. 4. 
uat, sb. a pimple, Oth. v. 1. 
uatch buttock, a squat or flat buttock. All’s 
Well, II. 2. 

Quean, sb. a wench, hussy, Merry Wives, iv. 2 ; 
2 H. IV. II. X. 

Queasiness, sb. nausea, disgust, 2 H. IV. i. i. 
Queasy, adj. squeamish, fastidious, excessively 
delicate, Much Ado, ii. 1 ; Lear, ii. i. Dis- 
gusted, An. and Cl. iii. 6. 

Queen. To queen it = to play the queen, Wint. 

T. IV. 4 ; H. VIII. II. 3. 

Quell, sb. murder, Macb. i. 7. 

Quench, zi.i. to grow cool, Cym. i. 5. 

Quenchless, adj. unquenchable, 3 H. VI. i. 4 . 
Lucr. 1554. 

Quern, sb. a handmill, M. N’s Dr. ii. i. 

Quest, sb. search, enquiry, pursuit, M. for M. 

IV. X ; M. of V. I. I. Inquest, jury, R. III. 
I. 4; Ham. V. X. A body of searchers, Oth. 
l. 2. 

Questant, sh. a seeker, aspirant, All’s Well, ii. i. 
Question, sb. conversation. As You Like It, iii. 4 ; 

V. 4. Subject of discussion, M. for M. ii. 4. 
To cry out on the top of question is to speak in 
a high key, dominating conversation, or louder 
than the occasion requires. Ham. ii. 2. 

Questionable, adj. inviting question or convers- 
ation, Ham. 1. 4. 

Questionless, aaz). doubtless, M. of V. i, i ; Per. 

V. x.^ 

Questrist, sh, searcher,^ Lear, iii. 7. 

Quick, adj. alive, living. Merry Wives, iii. 4. 
Quick-witted, lively, 2 H. IV. iv. 3 ; An. and 
Cl. V. 2. Pregnant, L’s L's L. v. 2. Fresh, 
Temp. in. 2 ; Per. iv. i. 
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Quicken, Z'J. to make alive, Temp. iii. i ; AH^ 
Well, II. I. To refiesh, revive, IM. of V. ii. 8. 
7 /.i. to become alive, revive, Lear, in. 7 ; An. 
and Cl. IV. 15. 

Quiddity, sk a subtlety, cavil, i H. IV, i. 2 ; 
Ham. V. I. 

Quietus, s/\ the settlement of an account, Ham. 

III. I ; Sonn. cxxvi. 

Quill. In the quill, perhaps, in due form and 
order, or all together ; a doubtful phrase, 2 H 

VI. 1. 3. . 

Quillet, sk a nicety, legal quibble, Ham. v. i , 
Tim. of A. IV. 3. 

Quilt, sk a flock bed, 1 H. IV. iv. 2. 

Quintain, sk a figure set up for tilting at in 
country games, As You Like It, i. 2. 

Quip, sk a sharp jest, repartee. Two G. iv. 2 ; 
1 H. IV. I. 2. 

Quire, s 6 . a company, M. N’s Dr. ii. i. v.i. to 
sing in concert, M. of V. v. 1 ; Cor. iii. 2. 

Quit, ?/./. to acquit, All’s Well, v. 3. To requite, 
R. II. V. I ; Ham. v. 2. To remit, Com. of K. 
I. I. To set free, Temp. v. i. v.r. to acquit 
oneself, Lear, 11, 1. /./. quitted, Temp. i. 2. 
aefj. free, safe, 2 H. IV. iii. 2. 
uittal, sk requital, Lucr. 236. 
uittance, sk acquittance, Merry Wives, i. i. 
Requital, 2 H. IV. i. i ; H. V. 11. 2. r.t. to 
requite, i H. VI. ii. i. 

Quiver, adj, nimble, 2 H. IV. iii. 2. 

Quoif, sb, a cap, Wint. T. iv. 4 ; 2 H, IV. i. i. 
Quoit, v.t. to throw like a quoit, 2 H. IV. 11. 4. 
Quote, v,t. to note, observe, examine, Tr. and 
Cr. IV. s ; Ham. ii. i ; Tit And. iv. i. 
Quotidian, sh. a fever of which the puovysms 
return every day, As You Like It, iii r 

Rabato, sb. a kind of ruff, Much Ado, in. 4. 
Rabbit-sucker, sh. a sucking rabbit, i II. IV. ii. 4. 
Rabblement, sb. rabble, J. C. i. 2. 

Race, sb. a root, Wint. T. iv. 3. Nature, dis- 
position, Temp. i. 2 ; M. for AI. ii 4. Breed, 
An. and Cl. i. 3. 

Rack, v.t. to stretch, strain, Much Ado, iv. i ; 
M. of V. I. I. v.{. to strain to the utmo-^t, 
Cor. V. 1. To move like vapour, 3 H. VI. ii. 1 
sb. a cloud or mass of clouds, Temp. iv. i , 
Ham. II. 2 ; An. and Cl. iv. 14 ; Sonn. xxxiii. 
Rag, sb. a term of contempt for a beggarly per- 
son, Tam. of S. iv. 3 ; Tim. of A. iv. 3. 

Raged, p.p. chafed, enraged, R. 11 . 11. i. 
Ragged, adj. rugged, rough, R. II. v. 5 ; 2 H. 

IV. ind. ; As You Like It, ii. 5. 

Raging-wood, adj. raving mad, i H. VI. iv. 7. 
Rake up, to cover, Lear, iv. 6 . 

Ramp, sb. a wanton wench, Cym. i. 6. 
Rampallian, sb. a term of abuse, 2 H. IV. 11. i. 
Ramping, adj. tearing, pawing, i H. IV. iii. r ; 

3 H. VI. V. 2. Rampant, John, in. i. 
Rampired, adj. barricaded, Tim. of A. v. 4. 
Range, v.i. to stand in order. Cor. iii. i. 

Ranged, p.p. orderly disposed. An. and Cl. i. t. 
Ranges, sb. ranks, An. and Cl. 111, 13. 

Rank, sk a row, As You Like It, iv. 3. Perhaps 
for rack, an ambling pace, As You Idke It, 
III. 2. adj. exuberant, excessive, H. V. v. 2 ; 
Ham. Ill, 4 ; iv. 4. Lustful, M. of V. i. 3 ; Cym. 
n. 5. Foul, Ham. 111. 3. adv. abundantly, ex- 
cessively, Merry Wives, iv. 6 ; Tr. and Cr. i. 3. 
Rankle, v.t. to envenom, R. II. I. 3 ; R. III. i. 3. 
Rankly, ad 7 >. grossly, Ham. i. 5. 


Rankness, exuberance, John, v 4; H. VIII. 

i\. I. Insolence, As You L’kc It, i. i. 
Ransacked, p.p. carried off as> a pie^, Ti. and Cr. 
II. 2. 

Rap, v.t. to transport, affect with emotion, Cym. 

I. 6. 

Rapine, sk rape, T'it. And. v. 2. 

Rapt, p.p. transported, lost in emotion or thought, 
Alacb. I- 3; 'I 'lm. of A. v. i; 'I'emp, i. 2. 
Rapture, sk a fit, Cor. ii. i. Violent effort, Per. 

II. I. 

Rarely, adv. excellently, Tim. of A. ii'. 3. 

Rascal, sk a deer out of condition, As You Like 
It, nr. 3. 

Rascal-like, adj. like lean deer, 1 H. VI. iv. if 
Ra'ih, adj. quick, liasty, sudden, AI. for M. v. i ; 

R. II. II. I. (ui7>. 0th. HI. 4 . 

Rashly, mf/'. hastily, R. III. hi. 5; Ham. v. 2. 
Rate, sb. estimation, value. Temp. i. 2 ; ii. 1 ; 

M. for AI. II. 2. Alocle of living, AI. of V. l. 1. 
7 /.t. to reckon, assess, take into account, M. of 
V. 11. 7; John, v. 4; I H. IV. IV. 4, To 
assign by estimation, An. and Cl. hi. 6 . To 
chide, T.im. of S. i. i ; x H. IV. iv. 3. 

Ratherest, ad 7 >. most strictly speaking, L’s L’s L. 
IV. 2. 

Ratoloruni, blunder for ‘ rotiiloium,’ Merry Wives, 
I. I. 

Raught, itnfi. and p.p. reached, H. V. iv. 6 ; An. 
ancl Cl IV. 9. 

Ravel, v.i. to become entangled, Two G. Hi. 2. 
Ravelled,//. t.mglcJ, Alacb. ii 2. 

Ravel out, v.t. ‘o unravel, R. II. iv. i ; Ham. 

III. 4. 

Ravin, adj. ravening, All’s Well, hi. 2. v.t. to 
swallow greedily, AI. for AI. i. 2 ; Alacb. 11. 4. 
Ravined, /./. gorged with i>rcy, Alacb iv. i. 
Rawly, adz*, hastily, without prepar^ition, H. V. 

IV. I. 

Rawness, sb. haste, unpieparedness, Alaeb. iv. 3. 
Rayed, /./. befouled, Tam. of S. hi. 2 ; iv. i. 
In the foimei passage it may mean ‘ arrayed ' = 
beset, attacked. 

Raze, sb. a root, i H. IV. 11. i. 

Razed, p.p. struck or slashed as by a boar’s tusk, 
R. 111 . HI. 2. adj. slashed, Ham. iii. 2. 
Razure, sb. erasure, AI. for M. v. i. 

Reach, sb. capacity, ability, Ham. 11. i. 

Ready, adj. dressed, 1 H. VI. v. 4. 

I'.e-answer, 7 *.t. to answer, repay, H. V. in. C. 
Rear, v.t. to raise, Temp. 11. i ; J. C. iii. i. 
Rearward, sb. rearguard, lear, 1 H. VI. Hi. 3; 
2 H. IV. HI. 2. 

Reason, 7 >.z. to converse, speak, M. of V. 11. 8 ; 
Cor. I. 9; IV. 6. v.t. to argue in support of, 
Cor. V. 3. ^b. discourse, conversation, L's L’s 

L. V. I. Reason = it is reasonable, John, v, 2 ; 
Cor. IV. 5 ; 3 H. VI. 11. 2. To do reason = to 
give satisf.u tion, I’emp. hi. 2. 

Reave, v.t. to bereave, Ven. and A 766. 

Rebate, v.t. to blunt, dull, M. for AI. i. 4. 
Rebused, blunder for ‘abused,' Tam. of b. l. 2. 
Receipt, sk rei’eptacle, Alacb. i. 7. 

Receive, v.t. to accept, acknowledge, believe, 
Two G. V. 4 ; AI. for M. i. 3 ; Ham. 11. 2. 
Receiving, sk capacity for understanding, Tw. 

N. III. 1. 

Recheat, sk a set of notes on the horn to call the 
dogs from a wrong scent, Aluch Ado, i. i. 

Reck, 7'.t. to care for, regard, Ham. i. 3; Tr 
and Cr. V. 6. 
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Reclusive, adj. secluded, fit for a recluse. Much 
Ado, IV. I. 

Recognizance, sh. badsxe, cos^nizance, 0 th. v. 2. 
Recomforture, sb. comfort, R._ 111 . iv. 4. 
Reconcilement, sb. reconciliation, Ham. v. 2. 
Record, v.t. and v.i. to sing, Two. G. v. 4 ; Per. 

IV. prol. 

Recordation, sh. record, remembrance, 2 H. IV. 
II. 3 ; Tr. and Cr. v. 2. 

Recorder, sb. a kind of flageolet, M. N’s Dr. v. 1 ; 
Ham. III. 2. 

Recountment, sh. narrative. As You I.ike It, iv. 3. 
Recourse, sb. repeated 00111:^6 or flowing, Tr. and 
pr. V. 3. 

Recover, v.t. to restoie, save. Temp. ii. 2; Tw. 
N. n. I. To reach, get, Temp. iii. 2; Two 
G. V. I ; Tw. N. II. 3. To recover the wind 
of = to get to windward of the game so as to 
drive It into the nets. Ham. iii. 2. 

Recreant, adj. cowardly, John, iii. i ; R. II. i. i. 
sb. a cowaid. Cor. v. 3. 

Rectorship, sh. direction, government. Cor. ii. 3. 
Recure, v.t. to cure, R. III. 111. 7 ; Ven. and A. 
4 ^ 5 - 

Red, adj. an epithet applied to a virulent disease 
without seeming to mark any special form. * Red 
plague,’ Temp, i 2. ‘ Red murrain,’ Tr. and 

Cr. II. I. ‘ Red pestilence,’ Cor. i\'. i. 

Rede, sb. counsel, Ham. i. 3. 

Re-deliver, v.t. to report. Ham. v. 2. To give 
back, Ham. iii. i. 

Redemption, sb. ransom, release, 0 th. i. 3 ; M. 
for M.^ II. 4. 

Red-lattice, adj a red lattice was a common mark 
of an ale-houie, Meiry Wi\e->, 11. 2. 
Red-looked, adj. red-looking, Wint. T. ii. 2. 
Reduce, v.t. to bring back, H. V. v. 2; R. III. 

V. 5 ; R. II. II. 2. 

Reechy, adj. smoky, grimy, Much Ado, iii. 3 ; 
Cor. II. I ; Ham. iii. 4. 

Re-edify, v.t. to rebuild, R. Ill, 111. i ; Tit. And. 

I. I. 

Reek, sb. smoke, vapour, Merry Wives, iii. 3 ; 
Cor. III. 3. 

Reeky, adj. filthy, R. and J. iv. i. 

Refelled, refuted, M. for M. v. i. 

Refer, v.r. to have recourse, M. for M. iii. i ; 
Cym. I. I. 

Reference, sb. assignment, appointment, Oth. 

I* 3 - 

Refigure, v.t. to represent, Sonn. vi. 

Reflex, v.t. to reflect, i H. VI. v. 4. sb. reflexion, 
reflected light, R. and J. iii. 3. 

Reform, blunder for ‘ inform,’ Much Ado, v. i. 
Refrain, v.t. to keep in check, 3 H. VI. 11. 2. 
Reft, imp. and p.p. bereaved, Much Ado, iv. i ; 
Cym. III. 3. 

Refuge, v.t. to screen, palliate, R II. v. 5. 
Refuse, 7 >.t. to reject, disown, Much Ado, iv. i ; 
R. and J. 11. 2. 

Regard, jJJ. look, M for M. v. 1 ; Tw. N. ii. 5. 

Consideration, Ham, ii. 2 ; iii. i. 

Regardfully, adz>. respectfully, Tim. of A. iv. 3. 
Regenerate, p.p. born anew, R. II. i. 3. 
Regiment, sh. rule, authority, An. and Cl. in. 6. 
Region, sb. the sky, air, Ham. 11. 2 ; R. and J. 

II. 2. Used as an adjective, Ham. 11. 2 ; Sonn. 
xxxin. 

Regreet, sb. greeting, salutation, M. of V. ii. 9 ; 
John, III. I. v.t, to greet again, R. II. i. 3 
To salute, R. II. 1. 3. 


Reguerdon, sb. guerdon, reward, i H. VI. iii. 4. 

v.t. to reward, 1 H. VI. iii. 4. 

Rehearse, v.t. to recite, M. N’s Dr. v. i. To 
pronounce, R. II. v. 3. 

Rein^ v.i. to answer to the rein, Tw. N. iii. 4. 
Rejoindure, sb. joining again, Tr. and Cr. iv. 4. 
Rejourn, if.t. to adjourn, Cor. ii. 1. 

Relapse, sb. rebound, H. V. iv. 3. A relapse of 
mortality is a deadly rebound. 

Relation, sb. narrative, Temp. v. 1 ; Per. v. i. 
The bearing of one event upon another, Macb. 
III. 4. 

Relative, adj. applicable, to the purpose, Ham. 

II. 2. 

Relenting, adj pitiful, compassionate, 2 H. VI. 

III. I ; R. III. IV. 4. 

Relish, sb. smack, flavour, Macb. iv, 3 ; Ham. 

III. 3. 

Relume, v.t. to rekindle, light again, Oth. v. 2. 
Remain, v.i. to dwell. Temp. i. 2 ; As You Like 
It, III. 2. sb. stay, Cor. i. 4. What is left, 
Cym. HI. i. 

Remainder, used adjectively, As You Like It, 
II. 7 ; Tr. and Cr. 11. 2. 

Remarkable, adj. conspicuous, An. and Cl. iv. 
ts ; Cym. IV. I. 

Remediate, adj. remedial, restorative, Lear, iv. 4. 
Remember, v.t. to mention, Temp. i. 2 ; 2 H. 

IV. V. 2. To remind, John, iii. 4 ; R. II. i. 3. 
v.r. to call to mind past sins, Lear, iv. 6. 

Remembered, p.p. to be remembered = to re- 
member, M. for M. ii. I ; R. III. II. 4. 

Remit, v.t. to give up, L's L’s L. v. 2. 
Remonstrance, sb. demonstration, M. for M. v. i. 
Remorse, sb. pity, tender feeling, M. for M. n. 
2 ; John, II. I. 

Remorseful, adj. tender-hearted. Two G. 111. 3 : 
R. III. 1. 2. 

Remotion, sb. removal, Tim. of A. iv. 3 ; Lear, 

II. 4. 

Remove, sb. the raising of a siege, Cor. 1. 2. 
Removed, adj. letired, sequestered, Ham. i. 4; 

M. foi M. I. 3 ; A-. You Like It, iii. 2. 
Removedness, ib. retirement, Wint. T. iv. 2. 
Removes, sb, stages of a journey, All’s Well, 

Rmider , sb. an account, Tim. of A. v. i ; Cym. 

IV. 4. v.t. to report. As You Like It, iv. 3 : 2 
H. IV. I. I. 

Renegado, sb. renegade, apostate, Tw. N. iii. 2. 
Renege, v.t. to deny, disown, Lear, 11. 2 ; An. 
and Cl. I. I. 

Renouncement, sb, giving up the world, M. for 

M. I. 4. 

Renowm, v.t. to make famous, Tw. N. iii. 3 ; H. 

V. i. 2. 

Rent, v.t. to rend, M. N’s Dr. iii. 2; Macb. 
IV. 3. 

Renying, sh. denying, Pass. Pilgr. 250. 

Repair, sb. restoration, renovation, John, iii. 4 
Resort, Ham. v. 2. v.i. to betake oneself, 
come, L’s L’s L. v. 2 ; Tim. of A. iii. 4. 

Repast, v.t. to feed, Ham. iv. 5. 

Repasture, sb. food, L’s L’s L. iv. i. 

Repeal, sb, recall from exile, Cor. iv. i ; J. C. 
in. I. v.t. to recall, Two G. v. 4 ; Cor. v. 5. 
To revoke, R. II. iii. 3. 

Repealing, sb. recall, J. C. iii. i. 

RepinCj sh. repining, sadness, Ven. and A. 490. 
Replenished, adj. accomplished complete, Wint. 
T. II. i; R. HI. IV. 3. 
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Replication, sd. reverberation, echo, J. C. 1. i. 
Reply, Ham. iv. 2. 

Report, sd. reputation, fame, M. for M. ii. 3 ; 
Much Ado, III. I. v.r. to report themselves = 
to represent what the artist intended, Cym. 

II. 2. 

Reportingly, by report, Much Ado, iii. i. 
Reports, sd. reporters, An. and Cl. ii. 2. 

Reposal, jtA the act of reposing, Lear, ii. i. 
Reprehend, blunder for ‘represent,’ L’s L’s L. 

i. I. 

Reprisal, sb. prize, i H. IV. iv. i. 

Reproof, sd. disproof, refutation, i H. IV. 1. 2 ; 
Cor. II, 2. 

Reprove, 7 /. f. to disprove, refute, Much Ado, ii. 
3; 2 H. VI. in. I. 

Repugn, zf.t. to oppose, 1 H. VI. iv. i. 
Repugnanej^ s 6 . oppo‘.ition, Tim. of A. in 5. 
Repugnant, adj. refusing obedience, Ham. ii. 2. 
Repured, /./). refined, Tr. and Cr. in. 2. 
Reputeless, adj. inglorious, 1 H. IV. in. 2. 
Reputing, holding in esteem, valuing highly, 2 
H. VI. III. I. 

Requicken, v.t. to revive, Coi. 11. 2. 

Require, v.t. to ask. Cor. ii. 2 ; An. and Cl. 
HI. 12. 

Requit, /./. requited, Temp. iii. 3. 

Rere-mice, sb. bats, M, N’s Dr. 11 2. 
Resemblance, sb. probability, likelihood, M. for 
M. IV. 2. 

Reserve, v.t. to guard, preserve. Ham. iii. 4 ; 

0th. III. 3 ; Per. iv. i. 

Resolutes, sh. desperadoes, Ham. i. i. 

Resolution, sb. certainty, assurance, Lear 1. 2. 
Resolve, v t. and v.i. to dissolve, Tim. of \ iv. 3 ; 
Ham. I. 2 ; John, v. 4. To .solve, Per. i. x. 
To satisfy. Temp. v. i , J. C. iii. i ; ’• ear, ii. 
4. To set at rest, free fiorn doubt, M. for M. 

IV. 2; John, II. T. 

Resolvedly, adv. certainly, clearly. All’s Well, 

V. 3 - 

Respeak, v.t. to echo, Ham. r. 2. 

Re.spect, sb. consideration, John, Iii. i ; Ham. 

III. X. Esteem, J. C. 1. 2 ; v.^ ; Tr, and Ci. 
V. 3. v.t. to regard, M. for M. iii. i ; J. C 

IV. 3. 

Rcsfiected, blunder for ‘suspected,’ M. for M. 
II. I. 

Respective, adj. showing regard or consideration, 
John, 1. 1 ; R. and J. iii, i. Worthy of regard. 
Two G. IV. 4. Careful, M. of V. v. 1. 
Respectively, adv. regardfully, respectfully, Tim. 
of A. III. I. 

Respite, sh. The determined respite of my wrongs 
is the fi.xed period to which the punishment of 
my wrong-doing has been postponed, R. 111. 

V. I. 

Responsive, adj. corresponding, suitable. Ham, 
V. 2. 

Rest, v.i. to remain, i H. VI. i. 3 ; Cor. iv. i. 
sb. to set up one’s rest is to stand upon the 
cards in one’s hand, to be fully re.solved, M. of 
V. II. 2 ; Com. of E. iv. 3. 

’Rest, v.t. to arrest. Com. of E. iv. 2 ; iv. 3.. 
Re-stem, v. t. to trace backwards, as a vessel its 
course, 0th. i. 3. 

Restful, adj. peaceful, quiet, R. 1 1, iv. i. Sonn. 
LXVI. 

Restrain, v.t. to withhold, keep back, R. HI. v. 3. 
Restrained, ^.p. drawn Light, Tam. of S. iiJ. 2. 
Resty, adj. idle, Sonn. c. ; Cym. in. 6. 


Resume, v.t. to take, Tim. of A. ii. 2. 

Retailed, p.p. related, reported, R. Ill, in. 1. 
Reten‘^ion, sb. the power of retaining, Tw. N. 11. 

4 ; Sonn. cxxii. Restraint, Lear, v. 3. 
Retentive, adj. restraining, Tim. of A. ni. 4 ; J. 
C. I. 3. 

Retne, sb. retreat, John, n. i ; H. V. iv. 3. ii.t. 
to withdraw, R, II. n. 2. v.r. to retreat. John, 
V. 3 - 

Return, v.t. to make known to, inform, R. II. i. 

3 ; H. V. III. 3 ; Per. n. 2. 

Revengement, sb. vengeance, i H. IV, 111. 2. 
Revengingly, adv. vindictively, Cym. v. 2. 
Reverb, v.t. to resound, Lear, i. i. 

Reverberate, adj. lesounding, Tw. N. 1. 5. ^ 
Rever.se, sb. a back -handed stroke in fencing. 
Merry Wives, 11. 3. 

Revokement, sb. repeal, revocation, H. VI 1 1. l. 2. 
Revolt, %b. a revolter, rebel, John, v. 2 ; v. 4 ; 
Cym. IV, 4. 

Re- word, v.t. to repeat in the same words, Ham. 

III. 4. T'o echo, Lover’s Compl. i. 

Rheum, sb. any disorder affecting the mucous 
membrane, such as a catarrh or cold, M. for 
M. III. i; Wint. T. iv. 4; Ti. and Cr. v. 3; 
An. and Cl. in. 2. Used of tears, John, in. i ; 
Ham. II. 2. Saliva, M. of V. i. 3. Discharge 
from the nostrils, Corn, of E. ni. 2. 

Rheumatic, adj. affected or attended with rheum, 
Ven. and A. 135 ; Merry Wives, in. 1 ; M. N's 
Dr. n. I. 

Rheumy, adj causin'.^ rheum, J. C. n. i. 

Rialto, sb. the Exchange of Venice, M. of V. 

I- 3 - 

Rib, v.t. to enclose, M. of V. ii. 7 ; Cym. in. 1. 
Ribaudred, adj. ribald, lewd. An. and Cl. III. 10. 
Riched,/./. enriched, Lear, 1. x. 

Richly, adv. with rich lading, M. of V. v. i. 

Rid, v.t. to destroy, make away with, Temp. i. 

2; R II. V. 4. To annihilate, 3 H. VI. v. 3. 
Rift, 7 Kt. and to hi>lit. Temp. v. i ; Wint. T. 

V. X. sb. a cleft, Temp. i. 2 ; An. and Cl. 
in 4. 

Riggish, adi. wanton, An. and Cl. n. 2. 

Right, ad%>. just, exactly, M. N’s Dr. iv. 2 ; 2 H. 

VI. in. 2. 

Right-drawn, adj. drawn in a rightful cause, R. 
ii. I. X. 

Rightly, adv. directly, R. II. n. 2. 

Rigol, sb. a circle, 2 H. IV. iv. 5; 1 1745. 

Rim, sb. the midriff, H. V. iv. 4. 

Ring, v.t. to encircle, John, in. 4; 1 H. VI. iv, 
4. ^b. a ring w^as the jirize in running and 

wrestling matches. Tain, of S. i. i 
Ringlet, sb. a small ring, I'emp. v. i ; M. N’s Dr. 
n. I. 

Ring-time, sb. the time of exchanging lings, of 
betrothal. Temp. v. 3. 

Riot, sb. dis<- jiute living, revelling, M. N’s Dr. 
v. I ; R II. n. I. 

Rioting, sb. revelling, An and Cl. ii. 2. 

Riotous, wlj. dissolute, 7'in of A. n. 2. 

Ripe, v.t. to ripen, John, n. 1 ; 2 H. IV. iv. i. 
V i. to grow ripe, M. N’s Dr. n 2; As You 
Like It, II. 7. adj. ready to be satisfied, M. of 
V. I. 3. Ready for representation, M N’s Dr. 
V. X. Reeling ripe = ready to reel, Temp. v. i. 
Ripely, adv. urgently, Cym. in. 5. 

Ripeness, sb. readiness, Lear, v. 2. 

Riping, sb. ripening, M. of V. ii. 8. 

Rivage, sb. the shore, H. V. in. chor. 



646 


GLOSSARY 


Rival, sb. partner, companion, Ham. 1. i ; M. 
N’s Dr. 111. 2. to be a competitor, Lear, 

I. I. 

Rivality, sh. participation, partnership, An. and 
Cl. 111. 5. « ^ 

Rive, v.t. to burst, discharge as if by bursting, 1 

H. VI. IV. 2. 

Rivelled, adj. wrinkled, Tr. and Cr. v. i. 

Rivo. a Bacchanalian exclamation, i H. IV. 11. 4. 
Road, ib. a journey, H. VIII. iv. 2. An inroad, 
incuision, H. V. i. 2 ; Cor. iii. i. A roadstead, 
port, M. of V. I. I ; v. i. 

Rob, V./. to steal from, or perhaps, to steal simply, 
Temp. II. 2. 

Robustious, adj. rudely violent, rough, H. V. 
HI. 7 ; Ham. 111. 2. 

Rock,_ 7/./. to shake (of the hand), Lucr. 262. 
Roguing, adj. vagrant. Per. iv. 1. 

Roguish, adj. vagrant, Lear, iii. 7. 

Roisting, adj. roistering, blustering, Tr. and Cr. 

II. 2. 

Romage, sb. bustle, turmoil, H.am. i. i. 

Romish, adj. Roman, Cym. i. 6. 

Rondure, sb. circle, compass, Sonn. xxi. 

Ronyon, sb. a scurvy wretch, IMacb. i. 3 ; Merrj' 
Wives, IV. 2. 

Rood, sh. a crucifix, Ham. iir. 4; R HI. in. r 
Roofed,/./, under the same roof, iMacb. iii. 4. 
Rook, v.r, to squat, cower, 3 H. VI. v. 6. 

Rooky, adj. misty, gloomy, Macb. 111. 2. Ac- 
cording to some, frequented bjyooks. 

Ropery, sb. roguery, knavery, R. and J. 11. 4. 
Rope-tneks, sb. knavish tricks, Tam. of S. 1. 2. 
Roping, /n/. dripping, H. V. iii. 5. 

Rosed, /./. crimsoned, H. V. v, 2. Rosy, Tit. 
And. II. 4. 

Roted,/./. learned by heart. Cor, iii. 2. 

Rother, sb. a horned beast, Tim. of A. iv. 3. 
Round, v.i. to become round, grow big, Wint. T. 
II. t. v.t. to surround, M. N’s Dr. iv. i; R. 

II. HI. 2. To finish off, Temp. iv. i. To 
whisper. P.ass. Pilgr. 349; John, n. i. sh. a 
circle, Macb. 1. 5; iv. i. adj, straightforwaul, 
direct, plain-spoken, 0 th, i. 3 ; Ham. iii. i. 
adv. straightforwardly, directly, Ham, ii. 2. 

Roundel, sb. a dance in a circle, M. N’s Dr. n. 2 
Roundly, adv. directly, without hesitation or 
reserve, As You Like It, v. 3 ; R. II. ii. i. 
Roundure, sh. circuit, enclosure, John, ii. i. 
Rouse, sb. a deep draught, bumper, Ham. 1. 2 ; 

I. 4 ; II I ; Oth. II. 3. 

Rout, sb a crowd, mob, Com. of E. iii. i ; J. C. 
1. 2 ; 2 H. IV IV. 2. Uproar, hnawl, Oth. ii. 
3. Disorderly flight, 2 H. VI. v 2; Cym. v. 2. 
Row, sb. a verse or stanza, Ham. ii. 2. 

Royal, sb. a gold coin, worth los., referred to in 
R. II. V. 5'; I H. IV. I. 2 ; II. 4 ; 2 H. IV. i. 2. 
Royalise, v.t. to make royal, R. III. i. 3. 
Roynish, adj. scurvj’ ; hence, coarse, rough, As 
You Like It, 11. 2, 

Rub, sb. an impediment, hindrance, from the 
game of bowls, John, iii. 4; R. II. iii. 4; H. 
V. II. 2. v.i. to encounter obstacles, L’s L’s L, 
IV. I. A bowl is said to ‘ rub on ’ when it sur- 
mounts the obstacles in its course, Tr. and Cr. 

III. 2. 

Rubied, adi. red as a ruby, Per. v. prol. 
Rubious, adj. red as a ruby, Tw. N. i. 4. 
Ruddock, sb. the lodbreast, Cym. iv. 2. 

Rudeshy, sb. a rude fellow, Tam. of S. ill. 2 ; 
Tw. N. IV. X. 


Ruffian, adj. boisterous, brutal. Coin, of E. ii. 2 ; 
3 H. VI. V. 2. Applied to billows from their 
curled heads, 2 H. IV. iii. 1. See Tun. of A, 

3 - . . 

Ruffle, v.i. to be boisterous, Lear, ii. 4; Tit. 

And. i. I. sh. stir, bustle, Lover s Compl. 58. 
Rug-headed, adj. rough-headed, shaggy-haired, 
R. II. II, T. 

Ruinate, v t. to ruin, Lucr. 944 ; 3 H. VI. v, i. 
Ruined, adj. ruinous, R. II, in. 3. 

Ruinous, adj. ruined, Tim. of A. iv. 3. 

Rule, sb. course of proceeding, behaviour, M. of 
V. IV. I ; Tw, N. n, 3. 

Rumour, sb. din, confused noise, John, v. 4 ; 
J. C. II. 4. 

Rump-fed, adj. pampered, Mach, i, 3. Others 
explain it, fed on offal, or fat-rurnped. 
Runagate, sh. vagabond, R. Ill, iv. 4 ; R. and 
J. III. 5. Runaway, Cym. v, i. 

Runner, sb. a fugitive, An. and Cl. iv. 7. 
Running banquet, literally, a hasty refreshment ; 

used figuratively, H. VIII, 1. 4; v. 4. 

Rural, adj. rustic, An. and Cl. v. 2. 

Rush aside, to thrust aside, pass by hastily, R. 
j and J. HI. 3. 

RushUng, blunder for ‘rustling,’ Meiry Wives, 
11. 2. 

Russet, adj. grey, Ham. i. r. 

Russet-pated, adj. grey-headed ; of the jackdaw, 
M. N’s Dr. 111. 2. 

Ruth, sb. pity, R. II. iii. 4 ; Cor. i. i. 

Ruthful, adj. pitiful, 3 H. VI. ii. 5 ; Tr. and (,'r. 

V. 3 - 

Sara, the Queen of Sheba, H. VIII. v. 5. 

Sables, fur used for the trimming of rich robes, 
Ham. W’. 7. With a pun on ‘sable,’ Ham. 
HI. 2. 

Sack, the name given to various while wines of 
Spam, Temp. 11. 2; Iw. N. ii. 3, i H. IV. 
I. 2 ; 2 H. IV. IV. 3. 

Sackbut, sb. a kind of trombone, Cor. v. 4. 
Sacred, adj. consecrated, as an epithet of royalty, 
Tit And. II. I ; John, iii. 1. 

Sacrificial, adj. devout, religious, Tim. of A. 

I. I. 

Sacring bell, sh. the little hell rung at mass at 
the consecration of the elements, H. VIII. 
HI. 2. 

Sad, adj. grave, serious, Much Ado, 1. i ; M. of 

V. II. 2. Gloomy, sullen, R. 11 . v. 5. 
Sad-eyed, adj. grave-looking, H. V. i. 2. 

Sadly, adv. gr.avely, seriously, JSIuch Ado, 11. 3 ; 

R. and J. 1. I. 

Sadness, sb. seiiousness, earnest, 3 H. VI. iii. 2 ; 
R. and J. i. i. 

Safe, v.t. to render safe, conduct safely, An. and 
Cl. I. 3 , IV. 6. 

.Safety, sb. custody, John, iv. 2 ; R. .and J. v. 3. 
Sag, V.I. to droop, sink heavily, Macb. v. 3. 
Sagittary, sb. a centaur, Tr. and Cr. v. 5 ; Oth. 
I. I ; I. 3 - 

Said. Well said = well done, As You Like It, 
n. 6 ; H.am. i. 5. 

Sain — said, L’s L’.s L. iii. i. 

Saint, %>.{. to play the saint, Pass. Pilgr. 342. 
Sale-work, sb. work made for sale, and not accord- 
ing to order or pattern, As You Like It, 111. 5. 
Sallet, sb. a salad, All’s Well, iv. 5 ; Ham. n. 2 ; 
I>ear, iii. 4. A close-htting headpiece, 2 H. 

VI. IV. 10. 
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Salt, sd. salt-cellar, Two G. in. i. Used of tears. 
Cor. V. 6 ; Lear, iv. 6. cuY/. lecherous, M. for 
M. V. I ; 0 th. II. I. Stinging, bitter, Tr. and 
Cr. i. 3. 

Saltiers, blunder for ‘ satyrs,’ Wint. T. iv. 4. 
Salutation. Gi\e salutation to my blood = affect 
my blood so as to cause it to rise, Sonn. cxxi. 
Salute, 7/./. to meet, touch, John, ii. i. Hence, 
to affect, H. VIII. ii. 3. 

Samingo, for Saint Domingo, the patron saint of 
topers, 2 H. IV. V. 3. 

Sanctimonious, holy, 'IVmp. iv t. 
Sanctimony, sfi. holiness, All's Wll, i\. 3; Tr. 

and Cr. v. 2. A holy thing, 'I r. and Cr. j. 
Sanctuanzc, v.i. to protect as a sanctuary, Ham. 
IV. 7. 

Sand, sfi. a grain of sand, Cym. v. 5. 

Sand-blind, adj. puiblind, M. ofV. ii. 2. 

Sanded, adj. of a sand}' colour, M. N’s Dr. iv. i. 
Sans (Fr.), without, Temp. 1. 2 ; As You Like It, 
11. 7. 

Sarum, Salisburj', Lear, 11. 2. 

Sate, 7f.r. to satiate, Ham. i. 5 ; Oth i. 3. 
Satiate, adj. satiated, Cyni. 1. 6. 

Satire, sb. satirist, Sonn. c. 

Saucy, adj. lascivious, wanton, IM. f^r M. ii. 4 ; 
All’s Well, IV. 2. 

Savage, adj. wild, uncultivated, II. V. iii. 5. 
Savageness, sb. wildness, tendency to licence, 
Ham. 11. I. 

Savager}', sb. wild growth, II. V. v. 2. 

Savour, sb. smell, Wint. 'I. 1. 2, iv. 4; John, 
IV. 3. Hence, quality, Lear, i. 4. 7'./. to 

smell. Per. iv. 6. To be of a certain quality, 
smack, Tw. N. v. 1 , H. V. i 2. 

Saw, sb. a saying, maxim, As You Lik<. It, 11. 7 ; 
Ham. I. 5. 

Sawn, sown. Lover’s Comp), gi. 

Say, a kind of silk, 2 H. VI. iv. 7. Assay, 
relish, Lear, v. 3, 7^./. to speak to the purpose, 

Ham. V. T. 

Sayed,/./. assayed, tried, Per. 1. r. 

’Sblood, foi ‘ God’.s blood,’ i H. IV. 1. 2 ; H, V. 

IV. 8. • 

Scaffoldage, sb. the stage of a theatre, Tr, and 
Cr. I. 3. 

Scald, adj. scurv}', scabby, H. V. ^ . i ; An. and 
Cl. V. 2. 

Scale, 7Kt. to weigh, hi. for M. in, 1 ; Cor. 11. 3. 
Scaled, adj. scaly, Tr. and Cr. v. 5 ; An. and Cl. 
II. 5 - 

Scall = scald, Merry Wives, in. t. 

Scamble, v.i. to scramble, Jolni, iv. 3 ; H. V. 1. i. 
Scamel, sb. probably a mi.sprmt for ‘ .scamel,’ the 
seamew, Temp. ii. 2. 

Scan, 7i.t. to examine, Oth. iii. 3. 

Scandal, v.t. to defame, Cor. ni. 1 ; J. C. i. 2. 
Scandaled, adj. scandalous, Temp, iv. i. 

Scant, adv. scarcely, R. and J. i. 2. adj. scanty. 
Pass. Pilgr. 409. Sparing, chary,' Ham. i. 3. 
Wanting, Ham. v. 2. v.t. to cut short, limit, 
Lear, ii. 4 ; M. of V. ii. i. To give grudgingly, 
Lear, i. i ; H. V. ii. 4. 

Scantling, sb. a small portion, Ti. and Cr. i. 3. 
Scantly, adv. grudgingly. An. and Cl. iii. 4. 
Scape, sb. a freak, escapade, M. of V. ii. 2 ; 
Wint. T. III. 3 ; Lucr. 747. v.i. to escape, 
John, V. 6. 

Scarfed, p.p. decked with scarfs, M. of V. 11. 6. 

Worn like a scarf, loo'^ely wrapped, Ham. v. 2. 
Scarf up, to bandage up, blindfold, Mach. iii. 2. 


Scathe, sb. injury, damage, John, 11. i ; R. III. 

1. 3. v.t. to injure, K. and J. i. 5. 

Scathful, adj. harmful, destructive, 'J'w. N. v. i. 
Sconce, sb. a round foit, H. V. ni. 6. Hence, a 
rotection for the head, Com. of Fk 11. 2. And 
ence, the skull, Cor. iii. 2; Ham. v. i. v.t. 
to ensconce, hide, H.sm. iii. 4. 

Scope, sb. space in which to act, M. for M. iii 
Liberty, freedom of action, M. for hi. i. 
‘Scope of nature' = something done within the 
limits of nature’s operation, a natural effect, 
John, in. 4. 

Score, v.t. to cut, mark, An. and C'l. iv. 7. 

Scorn. To take or think scorn = to di-dain, As 
You Like It, iv. 2 ; H. V. iv. 7 , M. N’sl>r.<r. i. 
Scornful, adj. scornful niaik = object of scorn, 
Lucr. 520. 

Scot, sb. a tax, contnbution, 1 H. IV. v. 4. 
Scotch, ?/». a notch, An. and Cl. iv. 7. 7 Kt. to 
cut, slash. Cor. iv. 5 ; Macb. 111. 2. 

Scour, v.i. to huny, Wint. I’. 11. i ; Tim. of A. 
v. 2. 

Scout. 7'./. to be on the look out, Tw, N. ill. 4. 
Scrimer, sb. a fencer, Ham. iv. 7. 

Scrip, sb. a written document, M, N’s Dr. 1. 2. 

A small bag, As You Like It, iii. 2. 

Senppage, sb. the contents of a scrip, As You 
Like It, III. 2. 

.Sciowl, v.i. perhaps for ‘scrawd,’ Tit. And. ii. 4. 
S< r* vlo'. '/•. "C r I -i ’ofulou - w-( irhc- John, ii. i. 
S- I’laiivd, « 'b -til ’ .p.ili'}, M <ji \ . v. i. 
Scull, sb. a hoal of fisfi, Tr. and Cr. v, 5. 

'Scuse, sb. c\c.Ase, M. of V. iv. i ; Oth. iv. 1. 
Scut, sb. the tail of a deer, Merry Wives, v. 5. 
'Sdeath, for ‘ (.iod’s death,' Cor. i. i. 

Sea bank, sb. the beach or shore, M. of V. v. i ; 
Oth. iv. I. 

Sea-like, adv. fit for sea, An. and Cl. in. 13. 

Seal, to give seals to •= to confirm, carry into 
effect, Ham. in. 2. 

Sealed, adj. stamped wuth the official seal, Tam. 
of S. ind. 2. 

Seam, sb. grease, lard, 'I'r. and Cr. n. 3. 
Sea-maid, A a mermaid, M. N’s Dr. n. i ; hi. 
for M. III. 2. 

Sea-marge, sb. seashore, I’emp. i\. 1. 

.Sear, v.t. to scorch, shrivel up, R. III. iv. 1 ; 

hlacb. IV. I. To w'ither, Cyni. i. i. 

Search, 7Kt. to probe, tent, As You Like It, n. 4 ; 
Tr. and Cr. 11. 2 ; J. C. v. 3. sb. a body of 
seaichers, Oth. i. 1. 

Seared, adj. withered, Lover’s Compl. 14. 

Season, 7>.t. to mature, ripen. Ham. i. 3 ; in. 2. 
To qualify, moderate, Ham. i. 2 ; Cor. in. 3. 
To preserve, keep fresh, All’s Well, i. i ; I’w'. 
N. 1. I. sb. seasoning, hluch Ado, iv. i ; 
Macb, HI. 4, 

Seat, sb. site, Macb. i. 6. 

Seated, adj. fixed, firm, Macb. i 3. 

Seconds, sb. an inferior kind of flour, Sonn. exxv. 
Sect, sb. sex, 2 H. IV. ii. 4. Cutting, scion, 
Oth. I. 3. 

Secuie, adj. free from care, confident. Ham. i. 5 ; 
John, IV. I. 

Securely, adzf. carelessly, confidently, R. II. 11, 
I ; Tr. and Cr. iv. 5. 

Security, sb. carelessness, want of caution, R. II. 

III. 2 , J. C. II. 3 ; Macb. in. s. 

Seedness, sb. sowing w'ith .seed, hi. for M. i. 4. 
Seel, v.t. to close up, as the eyes of a hawk, 
Macb. in. 2; Oth. i. 3; An. and Cl. in. 3. 
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Seeming, sb, fair appearance, Wint. T. iv. 4. 
Appearance, in a bad sense, hypocrisy. Much 
Ado, IV. I. adv. becomingly. As Vou Like It, 

V. 4. 

Seen. Well seen = well skilled, Tam. of S. 1. 2. 
Seethe, 7 ).*. and v.i. to boil, Tim. of A. iv. 5 ; Tr. 
and Cr. 111. i. 

Segregation, sb. dispersion, Oth. n. i. 

.Seized, p.p. possessed. Ham. i. i. 

Seld, adii. seldom, Tr. and Cr. I\^ 5. 

Seldom when, ctdv. rarely, M. for IM. iv. 2 ; 2 
M. IV. IV. 4. 

Scld'shOwn, adj. raiely exhibited, Cor. 11. 1. 

Self, adj. belonging to oneself, one’s own, R. 11 . 
iWt 2 ; Macb. v. 8. Same, M. of V. 1. i , R. 
II. 1. 2. 

Self-abuse, sb, self-delusion, Macb. iii. 4. 
Self-admission, sb. self-approbation, Tr. and Cr. 

II. 3. 

Self-affairs, .v^. one’s own bu'^iness, M. N’s Dr 1. i. 
Self-affected, adf. self-loving, 'IV. and Cr. n. 3 
Self-bounty, sb. innate generosity, Oth. iii. 3. 
Self-breath, sh. one’s own breath or words, Ti. 
and Cr. n. 3. 

Self-covered, adj. ‘ 'rhou self-co\'^red thing,’ that 
hast disguised thyself in this unnatural shajie, 
Lear, iv. 2. 

Self-figured, adj. devised by oneself, Cym. ii. 3. 
Self-sovereign t3'. Here self= same, L’sL’sL iv. 1. 
Semblable, cuij. like, similar, 2 H. IV. v. 1 ; An. 
and Cl. HI. 4. Used as a substantive, Tim. of 
A. IV. 3 ; Ham. v. 2 

Semblably, adv. similarly, i H. IV. v. 3. 
Semblative, adj. resembling, like, Tw. N. i. 4. 
Seniory, sb. seniority, R. III. iv. 4. 

Sennet, sb, a set of notes on a trumpet, announc- 
ing the arrival or departure of a procession 
Used in stage directions, J. C. 1 2 , Macb. 

III. 1. 

Se’nnight, sh. a week, As You Like It, iii, 2. 
Senoys, Siennese, the people of Sienna, All’s 
^ Well, I. 2. 

Sense, sb. sensual passion, M. for M. i. 4 ; 11. 2 ; 
Per, v. 3. Spirit of sense = the most delicate 
faculty of perception, Tr. and Cr. i. i ; 111. 3. 
To the sense = to the quick, Oth. v. i. Sense = 
senses, Macb. v. i. 

Senseless, ad/, without the faculty of hearing, 
Cym. II. 3. ^ 

Sensibly, ad?^, in the state of having feeling, in a 
sensible condition, Cor. i. 4. 

Sentinel, 7 J.f. to guard, Lucr, 9^2. 

Separable, adj. separating, Sonn. xxxvi. 
Septentiion, sb. the north, 3 H. VI. i. 4. 
Sepulchre, v.t. to entomb, Le.ar, n. 4; Lucr 805. 
Sequent, adj. following, successive, M. for M. v. 

1. ; Oth. i. 2. sh. a follower, L’s L’s I., iv. 2. 
Sequester, sh. sequestration, seclusion, Oth. iii. 4. 
Sequestration, sb. separation, Oth. i. 3. 

Sere, adj. Ary, withered, Cora, of E. iv. 2. 
Sergeant, sb. a sheiiff’s officer, H. VIII. i. i ; 
Ham. V. 2. 

Serpigo, sh. a tetter or eruption on the skin, M. 

for M. III. I ; Tr. and Cr. 11. 3. 

Servant, sh. a lover, Two G. ii. i ; ii. 4. 
Ser\'anted, p.p. subjected, made servants, Cor. 
V. 2. 

Serviceable, adj. officious, Lear, iv. 6. Offering 
service or devotion, Two G. iii. 2. 

Sessa, int. an exclamation urging to speed, Tam. 
of S. ind. I ; Lear, iii. 4 ; iii. 6. 


Set, v.t. to value. Ham. iv. 3. v.i. to set out, H. 

V. 11. chor. sb. setting, of the sun, H. V. iv. 
1 ; R. III. V. 3; Macb. 1. i. 

Set to, to ‘-et, as a broken limb, i H. IV. v. i. 
Setebos, the chief deity of the Patagonians, Temp, 
i. 2. 

Setter, sh. one who plans an appointment, i H. 

IV. II. 2. See I H. IV. i. 2. 

Scvon-niglit, sb. a week, Much Ado, ii. i ; Wint, 

T. I. 2. 

Several, adj. belonging to a private owner, Sonn. 

cxxxvii ; L’s L’s L. ii. i. 

SeveraL, sb individuals, Wint. T. i. 2. Particu- 
lars, H. V. i. I ; Tr. and Cr. i, 3. 
bewei, an officer whose duty it was to direct 
the placing of the dishes on the table. Origin- 
ally he had to taste them also, Macb. i. 7 
(stage direction). 

Shadow, sb. a shade, shady place. As You Like It, 

IV. I. v.t. to protect, shelter, John, 11. i. 
Shadowed,/,/, dark, M. of V. li. i. 

Shadowy, adj. shady, Two G. v. 4 ; Lear, i. i. 
Shag, adj. shaggy, Ven. and A. 295, 

Shag-haircd, adj. shaggy haired, rough, 2 H. VI. 

III. I ; Macb. iv. 2. 

Shales, sh. shells, husks, H. V, iv. 2. 

Shame, v.i. to be ashamed, Coi. 11. 2; Macb. 
II. 2. 

Shard-borne, adj. borne through the air on .shards, 
Macb. III. 2. 

Sbarded, adj. having shards, Cym. 111. 3, 

Shards, sb. the scaly wing-cases of beetles, An. 

and (il. 111. 2. Potsherds, Ham. v. i. 

Sharked up, gathered indiscriminately, Ham. 

I. I. 

Sheaf, v.i. to gather into sheaves, As You Like 
It, HI. 2. 

Shealed, adj. shelled, Lear, 1. 4. 

Shearman, sb. one who shears woollen cloth, 2 PI. 

VI. IV. 2. 

Sheaved, adj. made of straw, l.ovei’s Compl. 31. 
Sheen, sb. shine, brightness, M. N’s L)r. 11. i ; 
Ham. II. 2. 

Sheep-bitei, , a malicious, niggardly fellow, 
Tw. N. II. 5. 

Sheep-biting, adj. morose, malicious, M. for M. 

v. I. 

Sheep-cote, sh. a shepherd’s hut. As You Like It, 

II. 4 ; Lear, 11. 3. 

Sheei, adj. pure, unmixed, R. II. t'. 3. ‘Sheer 
ale’ may mean ale and nothing else, Tam. of S. 
ind. 2. 

Silent,/./, reproved, scolded, Tw. N. iv. 2; Cor. 

V. 2. 

ShcrifT s post. Proclamations were affixed to the 
po-its outside a sheiiff's house, Tw. N. i. 5. 
Sherris, .s<5. wine of Xeres in Spain, 2 II. IV. iv. 

a. Also called Sherris sack, 2 H. IV. iv. 3. 
Shine, sb. biightness, lustre, Ven. and A. 488; 
Tim, of A. III. 5. 

Shipman’s card, the mariner’.s card or chart, 
Macb. I. I. 

Ship-tire, sh. a head-dress, resembling a ship. 
Merry Wives, in. 3. 

Shive, sh. a slice. Tit. And. 11. i. 

Shock, v.t. to encounter, meet in conflict, John, 

V. 7. 

Shog, v.i. to move, jog, H. V. ii. i ; ii. 3. 

Shoon, sb. shoes, 2 H. VI. iv. 2 ; Ham. iv. 5, 
Shoot, sb. shot, 2 H. IV. iii. 2. 

Shore, v.t. to put a.shore, Wint. T. iv. 4. 
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Short, v.t. to bhorten, climinibh, Cym. i. 6. Used 
^ reflexively, Pass. Pilgr. 210. 

Shot, sb. a sliooter, marksman, 2 H. IV. iii. 2 ; i 
_H. VI. I. 4; H. VIII. V. 4. Charge, reckon- 
ing at a tavern, Two G. 11. 5 ; Cym. v. 4. 
Shot-free, adj. without having to pay the reckon- 
ing, I H. IV. V. 3. 

Shotten, adj. having shed its roe, i H. IV. ii. 4. 
Shoughs, ib. rough-haired, shaggy dogs, Mach. 
III. I. 

Shouldered, / /. thrust violently out of place, R. 
III. HI. 7. 

Shoulder-sliotten, ad;, with the shoulder dislo- 
cated, Tam. of S. in. 2. 

Shove-groat shilling, a shilling used in the game 
of "hovc-gror*^ or shovel-board, which appears 
to li.i\.e 1 ^ VI like the modern game of squayles 
2 H. IV. 11. 4. _ 

Shovel-bo.a.rd, a shilling used in the game of 
shovel-board, or shove-groat, Wiiit. T. i. i. 
Show, sb. appearance, figure, Lucr. 1507 ; Cor. 
111. 3; R. II. III. 3. 

Shrew = beshrew, Wmt. T. i. 2 ; Cym. 11. 3. 
Shrewd, adj. mischievous, bad, evil, Meriy 
Wives, 11. 2; As You Like It, v. 4; M. N s 
Ur. II. I. 

Shrewdly, adzK badly ; used In various senses as 
an intensive adverb, H. V. iii. 7 ; J. C. iii. i ; 
Tr. and Cr. ni. 3 ; Ham. i. 4. 

Shrewdness, i,b, mischievousness, An. and Cl. 

II. 2. 

Shrieve, sb. sheriff, All’s Well, iv. 3. 

Shrift, sb. confession and the accompanying ab- 
solution, M. for M. IV. 7 ; R. and J n 3. 
Shnll-gorged, adj. shnll-thioated, Lear iv. 6. 
Shrive, v.t. to absolve after confession ’>£. of V. 

I. 2 ; R. and J. 11. 4. 

Shriver, sb. confessor, 3 II. VI. iii. 2. 
Shriving-time, time for shrift, Ham. vc 2. 

Shroud, v.r, to hide oneself, 3 H. VI. iix. i ; iv. 

3. 7 f.J. to take shelter, I'cnip. ii. 2 

Shrouds, sb. sail ropes, John, v. 7 ; 3 11 . VI. v. 4. 
Shrow = shrew, T.,'s L’s L. v. 2. 

Shrowd, sb. shelter, protection, ‘An. and Cl. in. 
13 - 

Shut up, concluded, Mach. ii. t. 

Sick, v.i. to sicken, 2 11 . IV. i\. 4. 

Sicken, I’.t. to impair, weaken, H. VIII. i. i. 

Sick -fallen, adj. fallen .sick, diseased, John, i\'. 3. 
Side, v.t. to take the side of. Cor. i. i. v.i. to 
take a cide in a quarrel, Cor, iv. 2. 

Side sleeves, sb. loose, hanging sleev'es, hluch Ado, 

III. 4. 

Siege, sb. seat, bench, hi. for M. iv. 2. Rank, 
Ham. IV. 7 ; 0 th. i. 2. Used like ‘.stool’ for a 
discharge of excrement, Temp, ii, 2. 

Sight, sb. insight, experience, skill, Tr. and Cr. 
III. 3. The aperture for the eyes in a helmet, 
2 H. IV. IV. I. 

Sightless, adj. blind, dark, Lucr. 1018. Invisible, 
Macb, I. s ; i. 7. Unsightly, John, Iir. i. 
Sightly, adj. pleasing: to the eye, John, ii. i. 
Sight-outrunning, swifter than sight, Temp, i, 2. 
Sign, ZKt. to mark, stamp, John, iv. 2 ; H. VIII. 
ii. 4; J. C. III. I. v.i. to betoken, bode, An. 
and < 1 . IV. 3. 

Significant, sb. that which conveys one’s meaning, 
sign, token, 1 H. VI. 11. 4 ; L’s L’s L. iii. i. 
Signoty’’, sb. a principality. Temp. i. 2._ A lord- 
ship, R. II. III. 1 ; IV. I. 'I'lie aristocracy, 
governing body, Oth. i. 2. 


.Signs, sb. ensigns, H. V. 11. 2 ; J. C. v. i ; R. II. 

H. 2. 

Silent, sb. silence, stillness, 2 H. VI. i. 4. 

Silly, adj. harmless, innocent, Uhvo G. iv. 1 ; 
Veil, and A. 1098. Plain, simple, Tw. N. ii 4 ; 
Cym. Y. 3. Used as a term of pity, Pass. Pilgr. 
123, 218 ; R. II. V. 

Simple, sb. a herb used in medicine, Merry Wives, 

I. 4; HI. 3; R. and J. \. i. 

Simpleness, sh. folly, R. and J. fii. 3, 

Simplicity, sb. folly, L’s L’s 1 . iv. 2. 

Simular, adj. dissembling, counteifeit, Lear, iii. 
2 ; Cym. v. 5. 

Since, adv. when, hi. N's Dr. ii. i ; Tam. of S. 

ind. I. ; 2 H. IV. 111. 2. • 

Sinew', v.t. to knit together, 3 II, VI. ii. 6 ; John, 
y. 7. 

Sinews, sh. nerves, Lear, in. 6 ; h'en. and A. 903. 
Single, adj. simple, silly, 2 H, IV, i. 2 ; Cor. ii. 

I. Sincere, H, \. 3, 

Smgle-soled, adj. with but one sole, poor, mean, 
R. and J. II. 4. 

Singly counterpoised — counterpoised by a single 
person. Cor. 11. 2. 

Singularities, sb. rarities, Wint. T. v. 3. 

Singulcd, /./. scpaiated, L’s L’s L. v. i. 

Sink, v.t. to make to fall, Temp. n. i ; Cym. v. 5. 
Smking-npe, adj. ready to sink, Com. of E. i. i. 
Sir, sb. lord, An, and Cl. v. 2. A gentleman, 
Temp. y. i ; Tw. N. ni. 4, I'lie title giv-en to 
those piicNts who had taken a b.ai helor’s degree 
at a univer'- ty, Tw. N. 111. 4; iv. 2. 

Sire, v.t. to beg Cjnn. iv. 2. 

Sirrah, a familiar address, applied both to men 
and w'omen, Temp. v. 1 ; An. and ( 1 . v, 2. 

Sirs, used in addressing several peisons and even 
women, 'JVo G. iv. i ; Wmt. T. tv. 4 ; An. and 
Cl. IV. 15. 

Sir-reverence, a corruption of ‘save-reverence,’ 
sah)a re 7 >err?/tia, an apologetic expression, 
Com. of ]'l III. 2. U'-cd as an adjective, R. 
and J- I, 4. 

Sister, z'.t. to resemble closely, be akin to, Per. v. 
prol. 

Sistering, adj. neighbouring. Lover’s Compl. 2. 
Sith, ad 7 '. since, Ham. n. 2. coaj. Iw-o G. i. 2; 
Ham. 11 2. 

Sithence, since, ad 7 '. Cor. iii. 1. cof/j. All’s Well, 
3 - 

Sl/es, sb. portions, allowances, Lear, ii. 4. 
Skains-mates, sb. knavish companions, scape- 
graces, R. and J. Ii. 4. 

Skill. It skills not = it matters not, makes no dif- 
ference, Tam. of S. 111. 2 ; I'w. N. v. i ; 2 H. 
VI. III. I. 

Skilless, adj. unskilled, inexperienced, ignorant, 
Tr. and Cr. x. i ; R. and J. ni. 3 ; Tw. N. iii. 
3; Temp. HI. 1. 

Skillet, sb. a pot, Oth i. 3. 

Skimble-skamble, acj. w'ild, incoherent, i H. IV. 
III. I. 

Skincoat, sb. hide, John, ii. i. 

Skipper, sb. a flighty youngster, Tam. of S. xi. i. 
Skirr, v.i. to move rapidly, scour, H. V. iv. 7. 
Z’.t. Macb. V. 3. 

Slab, adj. slabby, slimy, Macb. iv. i. 

Slack, v.t. to neglect, Merry Wives, iii. 4 ; Lear, 

II. 4, Oth. IV. 3. z.t. to slacken, languish, 
Tr. and Cr. iii. 3. 

Slackness, sh. negligence, Wint. T. v. i ; An. 
and Cl. HI. 7- 
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Slander, sh. reproach, disgrace, Com. of E. iv. 4 ; 

As You Like It, iv. i ; R. II. 1. 1. 

Slanderous, adj. disgraceful, ignominious, Lucr. 
loot ; John, iii. i. 

Slave, v.t, to make a hlave of, Lear, iv. x. 

Sleave or Sleave-silk, sb. floss silk, Mach. ii. 2 ; 
Tr. and Cr. v. i. 

Sledded, «<(/. travelling m sledges, Ham. i. i. 
Sleek, v.t. to smooth, Macb. 111. 2. 

Sleeve-hand, sb. a cuff, wristband, Wint. T. tv. 4. 
Sleeveless, cuij. useless, unprofitable, Tr. and Cr. 


v. 4. 

Sleided, adj. untwisted. Per. iv. prol. 

Sleight, sb, artifice, stratagem, 3 H. VI. iv, 2 , 
Macb. III. 5. 

’Slid, a corruption of ‘ God’s lid,’ Merry Wives, 

III. 4 ; Tw. N. HI. 4. 

’Slight, for ‘God’s light,’ Tw. N. 11. 5 ; iii. 2. 
Slighted, chucked, threw contemptuou-^ly, or per- 
haps, by a dexterous movement, Men y Wives, 
HI. 5. 

Slighted off, put aside contemptuously, J. C. 

IV. 3. 

Slipper, adj. slippery, Oth. n. i. 

Slips, sb. counterfeit coin, R. and J. 11. 4 . Ven. 
and A. 515. The leash in which greyhounds 
were held before they were let slip at the game. 
H. V. III. t. 

Sliver, sh. a branch torn from a tree, Ham. iv. 7. 

v.t. to tear off, Macb, i\'. i ; Lear, iv. 2, 
Slobbery, adj. sloppy, H. V. iii. 5. 

Slop, sb. loose breeches, Much Ado, iii. 2 ; 2 H. 
IV. I. 2. 

Slough, sb. the cast off skin of a snake, Tw. N. 

II. 5 ; H. V. IV. I. A place deep with mud and 
mire, Merry Wives, iv. 5. 

Slovenry, sb. slovenliness, H. V. iv. 3. 
Slowed,/./, retarded, R. and J. iv. i. 

Slubber, v.t, to slur over, do carelessly, M. of V. 
11. 8 . 

Sluggardized, /./, made indolent, Two G, i. i. 
Sluttery, sb. sluttishness, Merry Wives, v. 5 ; 
Cym. I. 6. 

Smatch, sb. a smack, taste, J. C. v. 5. 

Smatter, v.i. to chatter, R. and J. iii. 5. 

Smile, v.t. to smile at, Lear, ii. 2. 

Smilets, sb. little smiles, Lear, iv. 3. 

Smirch, v.t. to smear, soil, Much Ado, iii. 3 ; 

IV. I ; As You Like It, i. 3. 

Smooth, zut. to flatter, R. III. i. 3; Tim. of A. 

IV. 3. 

Smoothing, adj. flattering, R. III. i. 2 , 2 H. VI. 


Smother, sb. thick suffocating smoke. As You Like 
It, I. 2. 

Smug, adj. trim, spruce, M. of V. 111. i ; t H. 
IV. III. I. 

Smutched, /./. smudged, blackened, Wint. T. 


I. 2. 

Sneak-cup, sh, a fellow who shirks his liquor, i 
H. IV. III. 3. 

Sneap, sb. a snub, reprimand, 2 H, IV. ii. i. v.t. 
to pinch, nip, L’s L’s L. i. i ; Wint. T. i. 2 ; 
Lucr. 333. 

Sneck up I a contemptuous expression. Go and 
be hanged, Tw. N. ii. 3. 

Snipe, sb. a simpleton, Oth. i. 3. 

Snuff, sh. an object of contempt, at Avhich men 
snuff. Alls Well, i. 2. A quarrel, Lear, in. i. 
To take in snuff = to take offence at, L’s L’s L. 
V. 2 ; I H. IV. I. 3. 


Softly, ad 7 >. gently, Wint. T. iv. 3. Slowly, 
Ham. IV^ 4, 

Soil, sb. blemish, spot. Ham. i. 3. 

Soiled, /./. fed with fresh green food, Lear, iv. 6. 
Soilure, sb. stain, defilement, T“. and Cr. iv. i. 
Solace, v.t. to amuse, L’s L’s L. iv. 3. v.i. to be 
happy, amuse oneself, R. III. l(. 3 . Cym. i. 6. 
Solely, adv. alone, Wint. T. 11. 3 ; Cor. iv. 7. 
Solicit, v.t. to move, rouse, R. II. i. 2 ; 1 H. VI. 
V. 3 ; Ham. v. 2. 

Soliciting, sb. incitement, prompting, Macb. i. 3. 

Courtship, Ham. ii. 2. 

Solidare, fd>. a small coin, Tim. of .A., iii. i. 

Solve, sb. solution, Bonn. LXix. 

Sometime, adx). sometimes, i H. IV. iii. i ; R. 
and J. 1. 4. Once, Cor. 1. g. Formerly, Temp. 
V. x ; Ham. iii. i. 

Sometimes, adv. formerly, once upon a time, M. 

ofV. I. i; R. II. I. 2. 

Sonance, sb. sound, H. V. iv. 2. 

Sonties, a corruption of ‘ santd ’ or ‘ sanctity ’ or 
‘•-aints,] M. of V. II. 2. 

Soon at, in the phrases ‘soon at night,’ thisveiy’ 
night, Wint, T. i. 4 ; 2 H. IV. v. 5. ‘Soon at 
five o’clock,’ at five this evening, Com. of E. 1, 
2. ‘Soon at supper,' M. of V. ii. 3. 

Sooth, sb. truth, Tw. N. ii. 4; Wint. T. iv. 4, 
In sooth = in truth, M. of V. i. x. Flattery, 
R. II. III. 3 ; Per. i. 2. 

Soothe, v.t. to flatter, John, iii. i ; Cor. ii. 2. 
.Soothers, sb. flatterers, x H. IV. iv. i. 

Soothing, sb. flattery. Cor. i. 9. 

Sop o’ the moonshine, in allusion to an old dish 
called ‘ eggs in moonshine,’ Lear, ii. 2. 

Sore, sb. a buck of the fourth year, L’s I/s 1^. 
TV. 2. 

.Sorel, sb. a buck of the third ye. 11, L’s L's h. 
IV. 2. 

.Sorriest, adj. most sorrowful, Macb. iii. 2. 
Sorrow-wreathen, adj. folded in grief, Til. And. 
III. 2. 

Sony'', adj. sad, sorrowful. Com. of E. v. i ; 
Macb. li. 2. 

Sort, sb. rank, Much Ado, i. 1 ; H. V. iv. 7. 
Set, company, M. N’s Dr. in. 2 ; R. 11 . iv. i ; 
R. III. V. 3. Manner, Temp. iv. i ; M. of V. 

I. 2. I.ot, Tr. and Cr. i. 3. v.t. to pick out, 
H. V. IV. 7; Two G. III. 2; R. and J. iv. 2. 
To rank. Ham. ii. 2. To arrange, dispose, R. 

III. II. 2. To adopt, 2 H. VI. i . 4. %>.i. to 

associate, Ven. and A. 689. To be fitting, Tr. 
and Cr. i. i. To fall out, happen, Much Ado, 

IV. I ; M. N's Dr. iii. 2. 

Sortance, sb. suitableness, agreement, 2 H. IV. 

IV. I. 

Sot, sb. a fool, dolt. Temp. ill. 2 ; Tw. N. i. 5. 
Soul-fearing, adj. soul-terrifying, John, ii. i. 
‘^ouse, v.t. to swoop upon, John, v. 2. 

Soused, /./. pickled, i H. IV, iv. 2. 

Sowl, v.t. to lug, drag by the ears. Cor. iv. 5. 
Span-counter, sb. a boys’ game, in which the one 
wins who throws his counter so as to hit his 
opponent’s, or to lie within a span of it, 2 H. VI. 
IV. 2. 

Spaniel, v.i. to follow like a spaniel. An. and Cl. 

IV. 12. 

Spare, v.t. to forbear to offend, M. for M. ii. 3. 
Specialties, sb. the articles of a contract, L’s L’s L. 

II. I ; Tam. of S. ii. i. 

Speciously, blunder for ‘ especially,’ Merry Wives, 

III. 4. 
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Speculation, sh. power of vision, Tr. and Cr. iii. 
3; Macb. 111. 4. A scout, watcher, Lear, 
in. I. 

Speculative, possessing the faculty of sight, 
Oth. 1. 3. 

Sped, despatched, done for, M. ofV. 11. 9; 

R. and J. m i. 

Speed, s^. fortune, success, Tam. of S. 11. i ■ 
VVint. 111. 2. 

Spend, lo spend their mouths is used of dogs 
when tliey give tongue on scenting the game, 
Ven. and A 695 ; II. V ii. 4 ; Tr. and Cr. 

V. I. 

Sperr, 7c/. to har, Tr. and Cr. prol. 

Sphery, adj. starry, .M. Ns Dr, 11. ?. 

Spicety% i>b. spices, R. III. iv. 4. 

Spill, v.t. to destroy. Ham. iv. 5 ; Lear, ni. 2. 
vSpilth, ^b. spilling, waste, 'Dm. of A. 11 2. 
Spiriting, sh. acting the spirit or sprite, I’emp. i. 2. 
Spital, sb. hospital, H. V. ii 1 ; v. i. 
Spital-house, sh. hospital, Tun. of A. iv. 3. 
Spleen, sb. fierce passion, temper, John, ii. 1 ; 
R. III. V. 3. Quick movement, John, ii. i ; 
V. 7; M. N’s Dr. 1. I. Fury, Cor. iv. 5. A 
fit of passion, caprice, t H. IV. v. 2; Vcn. and 
A. 907. A fit of laughter, 'Iw. N. 111. 2; the 
spleep being supposed to be the seat of that 
emotion, L’s L’s L. iii. 1 ; M. for M. it. 2 
Spleeny, aaj. passionate, impetuous, II. VIII. 

III. 2. 

Splenitive, adj impetuous, hasty-ternpered, Ham. 

V. I. 

Splinter, v.t. to hind up with splints, like a bioken 
^ limb, R. III. II. 2; Oth. ii. 3. 

Split. To make all split denotes violen action or 
^ uproar, M. N’s Dr. i. 2, 

Spot, sb. a pattern in embroidery, Cor. 1. 3. 
Spotted, p.p. stained, polluted, M. N's Dr. i. i ; 
R. II. in. 2. 

Spousal, sb. marriage, H. V. v. 2 ; 'Fit. And. 

i. 1. 

Sprag, ad}, sprack, quick, lively, Merry Wives, 

IV. I. 

Sprlghted, p.p. haunted, Cym. if. 3. 

SpnghtTul, adj. high spirited, John, iv. 2. 
Spnghtfully, ad 7 K with high cour.igc, R. II. 1. 3 
Spring, sb. a young shoot, Ven. and A. 656 ; 
Lucr, 9SO' Ihe beginning, M. N’s Dr. ii. 1 ; 
2 H. IV. iv. 4. 

Springhalt, sb. a lameness in horses, called also 
stnngh.ilt, in which the legs aic violently 
twitched up, H. VIII. I. 3. 

Spritcly, adj. ‘ spi itely shows ’ are ghostly appear- 
ances, Cym. V. 5. 

Spurs, sh. the lateral roots of a tree. Temp. v. i ; 
Cym. iv. 2. 

Spy, sb. Theperfectest spy of the lime may mean 
the most accurate information with regard to 
the time, Macb. iii. i. 

Squandered,/./, scattered, M. of V. i. 3. 
Squandering, adj. roving, random, As You Like 
It, II, 7. 

Square, adj. suitable, Tim. of A. v. 4 ; An. and 
Cl. II. 2. sb. the embroidery about the bosom 
part of a smock or shift, Wmt. T, iv. 4. ‘The 
most precious square of sense ' is the most delic- 
ately sensible part, Lear, i. i. v.i. to quaircl, 
M. N's Dr. II. I ; An. and Cl. ii. i. 

Squarer, sh. a quarreller, Much Ado, i. i. 

Squash, sb. an unripe peascod, M. N’s Dr. iii. i ; 
Tw. N. i. 5 ; Wint. T. i. 2. 


Squier, sb. a square, rule, L’s L’s L. v, 2 ; Wint. 

T. IV. 4 ; I FI. IV. II. 2, 

Squint, 7 ).t. to make to squint, Lear, iii. 4. 
Squiny, v.t. to look asquint, F-ear, iv. 6. 

Stabhsh, z>.t. to establish, 1 Id. VI. v. i. 
Stabhblinienf, so. establishment, settled govern- 
ment, An. and Cl. iii. 6. 

Stage, Z).t. to exhibit .as in a theatre, Til. for M. 

I. I ; An. and Cl. hi. 13 ; v. 2. 

Stagger, re/, to make to reel, R. 11. v. 5. v.i. to 
hesitate, M. for M. i. 2 ; As You Like It, m. 3. 
Staggers, giddiness, hew ilrlerineiu, All’s Well, 
3 J Cym. V. 5. A kind of apoplexy m horses, 
Tam. of S. iii. 2. 

Stain, sb, iinctuic, tinge. All’s Well, i. t ; TiTand 
Cr. I. 2. ‘ Stain to all nymphs,’ causing them 

to appear sullit'd by contrast, Ven. and A. 9. 
7' t. to sully by contrast with gi eater brightness, 
An, and Cl. ni, 4 

Stale, sh. a decoy, 'I'enip. iv. 1 , 'fain, of S. ill. 1. 
A stalking-hoisc, Com of E. ii. i. A laugh- 
ing-stock, 3 H. VI. III. 3 , Tim. of A. I. 1. A 
prostitute. Mill h Ado, ii. 2 ; IV. i. The urine 
of horses, An. and Cl. i. 4, 7'./. to lender stale, 
make common, Tr. and Cr. ii. 3 Cor. i. i : 

J. C. 1. 2. 

Stalk, y.i. to move stealthily’ as one behind a 
stalking-horse, Much Ado, 11, 3; Lucr, 365. 
Stalking-horse, sb. a real horse of the figure of a 
hot se, used by sportsmen to get near their game, 
As You Like it, v. 4. 

Stall, }'./. to keep as in a stall, keep close, Air.s 
Well, I. 3. jo install, R. III. i. 3. v.i. to 
dwell, An. and Cl. v j. 

Stamp, v.t. to maik as genuine, give ( uncncy to, 
Cor. v. 2 ; ()!h. ii. t. 

Stanch, adj watei tight, firmly united. An. and 
Cl. II. 2. 7' t. to quench thiisi, Tit. And. in. 1. 
Stanchless, adj. insatiable, Macb. iv. 3. 

Standing, sb. continuance, duiation,' Wint. T. 

I. 2. Attitude, 'run. of A. i. 1, 

Standing-bed, sb. a bed standing on posts, Merry 

Wives, n. 5. 

Standing-bow'l, sb. a goblet with a fool. Per. 11. 3. 
Standing-luck, sb. a rapier standing on end, i H. 
IV. 11.4. 

Stand u]>on, to be incumbent upon, or of im- 
portance to. Com, of L. IV. 1; R. II. II. 3; 
R. II I IV. 2 ; Flam. v. 2. 

.otaniel, sb. a kind of hawk, abo called a kestrel, 
Tw. N. II. 5. 

Stanze, sb. a stanza, I 's I/s T.. iv. 2 
Stanzo, sb. a stanza, As You Like It, 11. 5. 

Star, sb. the pole-star. Much Ado, 111. 4 . Sonn. 
cxvi. Used figuratively for fortune, 'I'w' N. 

II. 5. Out of thy star = out of thy’ spliere, 
above thee in fortune. Ham. ii. 2, 

Star-blasting sb, blighting by planetary’ influence, 


1 1 ar, HI. 4. 

•btare, v.t. to stand on end, J. C. iv. 3. 

Stark, adj. stiff, i H. IV. v 3 ; R. and J. iv. i. 
Starkly, adv. stiffly, M. for M. iv. 2. 
Starred,/./, fated, Wint. T. ill. 2. 

Starting-hole, sb. a refuge , hence, a subterfuge, 
I H. IV. n. 4. 

Startingly, adv. by’ fits and starts, abrufitly, Oth. 
HI, 4, 

Start-up, sb. an upstart, Much Ado, i. 3. 

Starve, v.i. to be numb with cold, 2 H. VI. iii. i; 
Tit. And. iii. i. v.t. to paralyse, disable, Tim. 
of A. 1. I. To nip with cold, 'J'wo G. iv. 4. 
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State, sb. attitude, L’s LS L. iv. 3. A chair of 
state, with a canopy, Tw. N. ii. 5 . i H. IV. 

II. 4 ; Cor. V. 4 ; INIacb. iii. 4. Estate, for- 
tune, M. of V. III. 2 ; As You Like It, v. 4. In 
the plural ‘ states ’ denotes persons of high 
position, John, ii. 1 ; Tr. and Cr. iv 5. 

Station, sb. attitude. Ham. iii. 4 ; An. and Cl. 
HI. 3. 

Statist, sb. a statesman, politician. Ham. v. 2 ; 
Cym. II. 4. 

Statua, sb. statue, J. C. ii. 2 ; iii. 2 ; R. III. 

HI. 7. 

Statue, sh. a picture, image, Two G. iv. 4. 
Statues, blunder for ‘statutes,’ Much Ado, iii. 3. 
Statute, sb. a bond, obligation. Ham. v. i ; Sonn. 
CXXMV. 

Statute-caps, sb. woollen caps, worn by citizens in 
accordance with au Act of Parliament passed in 
1571, L’s L’s L. V. 2. 

Stay, sb. a check, hindrance, John, ir. i. 

Stead, v.t. to help, Temp. i. 2 ; INI. of V. i. 3. 
Stead up, to supply, lake the place of, M. for M. 

HI. I. 

S^^^alth, sb. a stealthy movement, a going secretly, 
M. iT’' Hr. HI. 2; Tw. N. i. 5 ; bonn. lxxvh. 
Steely, adj. unyielding. Alls Well, i. 1. 

Steep-up, adj. steep, Sonn, vii.; Pass. Pilgr. 121. 
Steepy, adj. steep, precipitous, Tim. of A. i. i ; 
Sonn. LXin. 

Steerage, sb. steering, pilotage, R. and J, i 4 ; 
Per. IV. 4. 

Stelled, p.p. fixed, Lucr. 1444 ; Sonn. xxiv. 
Starry, Lear, iii. 7. 

Sternage, to sternage of = astern of, so as to 
follow, H. V. HI. chor. 

Stickler-like, adj. like a stickler, whose duty it 
was to separate combatants when they had 
fought enough, Tr. and Cr. v. 8. 

Stiff, adj. unpleasant, An. and Cl. i. 2. 

Stigmatic, sb. one marked by nature with de- 
formity, 2 H. VI. V. 1 ; 3 H. VI. H, 2. 
Stigmatical, adj. marked with the stigma of de- 
formity, Com. of E. IV. 2. 

Still, adj. constant, R. Ill, iv. 4 , Tit. And. iii. 
2. adz'. constantly, always, Two G. 11. 6 ; iv. 
4 ; Ham. ii. 2. 

Stillatory, sb. a still, Ven. and A. 443. 
Still-breeding, adj. continually breeding, R. II. 

y* 5- , 

Still-closing, adj. constantly closing again, Temp. 

III. 3. 

Still-peering, adj. a doubtful word, All’s Well, 
HI. 2. 

Still-stand, sb. a halt, 2 II. TV. 11. 3. 

Still-vexed, adj. const.antly disturbed, Temp. i. 2. 
Stilly, adz>. softly, gently, PI. V. iv. chor. 

Stint, v.t. to check, stop, Tr. and Cr. iv. 5 ; Tim. 
of A. V. 4. v.t. to stop, cease, R. and J. i. 3 ; 
Per. IV. 4. 

Stitchery, sb. needlework. Cor. i. 3. 

Stithy, sb. a smithy, or smith’s forge, Ham. iii. 2. 

v.t. to forge, Tr. and Cr. iv. 5. 

Stoccado, sb. a thrust in fencing. Merry Wives, 

II. 1. 

Stoccata = stoccado, R. and J. hi. i. 

Stock, sb. stocking, Tw. N. 1. 3 . i II. IV. 11. 4. 
A thrust in fencing, Merry Wives, ii. 3. v.t. 
to put in the stocks, Lear, 11. 2 ; 11. 4. 
Stock-fish, sb. dried cod. Temp. hi. 2 ; M. for M. 
HI. 2. 

Stockish, adj. insensible, M. of V. v. i. 


Stock-punished, p.p. set in the stocks, Lear, 
HI. 4. 

Stomach, sb. courage. Temp. i. 2 ; i H. iV. i. 1 ; 
Ham. I. 1. Pride, Tam. of S. v. 2 ; H, VUI. 

IV. 2. v.i. to be angry. An. and Cl. ill. 4. 
Stomaching, sb. resentment. An. and Cl. 11. 2. 
Stone, v.t. to turn to stone, 0 th. v. 2. 

Stone-bow, sb. a cross-bow for shooting stones, 
Tw. N. H. 5. 

Stonished, astonished, amazed, Veti. and A. 

Stoop, adj. stooping ; unless the reading is cor- 
rupt, I.’s L’s L. Iv^ 3. zKi. to swoop down 
upon the prey, H. V. iv. i ; Cym. v. 3 ; v. 4. 
Story, v.t. to narrate, give an account of, Cym. 

I. 4 ; Ven. and A. 1013 ; Lucr. 106. 

Stoup, sb. a drinking cup or vessel, Tw. N. 11. 3 ; 

Ham. V. 1 ; v. 2 ; Oth. 11. 3. 

Stout, adj. haughty, proud, Tw. N. 11. 5 ; 2 PI. 
VI. I. I ; Cor. III. 2. Bold, courageous, John, 
IV. 2 ; ]\iacb. 1. 3. 

Stoutness, sb. stubbornness. Cor. iii. 2 ; v. 6. 
Stover, sb. fodder for cattle in winter, Temjj. 

IV. 1. 

Straight, adv. straightway, immediately, Ham. 

V. I ; M. of V. i. I. 

Strain, sb. a stock, race, H. V. 11. 4 ; J. C. v. i. 
Natural disposition, Lear, v. 3, Impulse, 
emotion, Cor. v. 3; 2 H. IV. iv. $. v.t. to 
iirge, press, Oth. 111. 3. v.i. to exert oneself, 
make unusual effort, Wint. 1 '. iii. 2. 

Strain courtesy, to vie in giving precedence, de- 
cline to go first, R. and J. 11. 4, Ven. and A. 
888 . 

Strait, adj. narrow, Cym. v. 3. Tight. H. V. 
HI. 7. Strict, M. for M. ii. i ; i PI. IV. iv. 3 ; 
Tim. of A. I. i. Illiberal, niggardly, John, 

V. 7. 

Straited, p.p. put to difficulty, at a loss, Wint. I'. 
IV. 4. 

Straitly, adz', strictly, R. III. 1. i ; iv. i. 
Straitness, sb. strictness, M. for M. iii. 2. 
Strange, adj. foreign, As You Like It, iv. i ; 
2 H. IV. IV. 4. Unaccustomed, Macb. i. 3. 
Unacquainted, unfamiliar, Macb. iii. 4. Un- 
usual, original, L’s L’s L. v. i. Reserved, dis- 
tant, Tw. N. II. 5; R. and J. 11. 2. To make 
it strange = to treat as something unusual. Two 
G. I. 2; Tit. And. 11. i. 

Strangely, adv. extraordinarily, Temp. iv. t ; 
Macb. rv. 3. Like a stranger, 2 H. IV. v. 2 ; 
Tr. and Cr. hi. 3. 

Strangeness, sb. distant manner, reserve, Tw. N. 

IV. I ; Tr. and Cr. ii. 3 ; Ven. and A. 310. 
Strangered, /./. estranged, alienated, Lear, I. i. 
Strangle, zf.t. to choke, extinguish, H. VHl. v. i ; 
Macb. II. 4. 

Strangled, p.p. suffocated, R. and J. iv. 3. 
Strappado, sb. a military punishment, in which 
a man was drawn up by his arms strapped 
behind hib back and suddenly let fall, i H. IV. 
4 - 

Stratagem, sh. a deed of surprising violence, M. 

of V. V. I ; 2 H. IV. I. I ; R. and J. hi. 5. 
Strawy, adj. straw-hke, Tr. and Cr. v. 5. 

Stray, sb. an act of wandering, dereliction, Lear, 
I. 1. A body of stragglers, 2 H. IV. iv. 2. 
v.t. to mislead. Com. of E. v. i. 

Stretch, v.t. to open wide, H, V. ii. 2. 
Strewments, sb. things strewed, Ham. v. i. 
Stricture, sb. strictness, M. foi M. i. 3. 
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Stride, v.t. to step beyond, Cym. iii. 3. 

Strike, v.i. to lower the sail, R. II. 11. 1; 3 H. 
VI. V. 1. The full phrase is ‘stnke sail,’ used 
figuratively in the sense of ‘ submit, give way,’ 
2 H. IV. V. 2; 3 H. yi. in. 3. v.U and v.i, 
used of the supposed injunous influence of the 
planets, to blast. Cor. 11. 2 ; Ham. 1. i. 7;.^. to 
tap. An. and Cl. ii. 7. 

Strikers, sb. a cant term for wenchers, i H. IV. 

II. I. 

Strong, adj. determined, resolute, R. II. v. 3; 
Lear, 11. 1. 

Strossers, sb. trowsers, IJ. V. in. 7. 

Stroyed, /./. destroyed. An. and Cl. in. 11. 
Struck,/./, struck in years = advanced in years, 
R. III. I. I ; 'I'am. of S. n. i. 

Stuck, sb. a thrust in fencing, Ham. iv. 7 ; Tw. 
N. in. 4. 

Studied,/./, piactised, AI. of V. n. 2 ; Alacb. i. 4. 
Stuff, ^b. baggage, Com. of R. iv. 4. Furniture, 
d'ani. of S. ind. 2. Al.itter, substance. Ham. 
n. 2 ; Oih. I. 2. 

Stuffed, /./. complete, full, Wint. T. n. i. 
Stored, filled, Aluch Ado, i. 1 , R. and J. 
HI. 5. 

Sty, v.t. to pen up as in a sty. Temp. i. 2. 
Subduement, sb. conquest, Tr. and Cr. iv. 5. 
Subject, sb. subjects, jVI. for AI. n. 4 ; iii. 2 ; 
Ham. I. I. 

Subscribe, 7/. f. to be surety, All's Well, in. 6; 
IV. 3. To yield, submit, i H. VI. 11. 4 , Lear, 

III. 7. v.t. to admit, acknowledge, M. for M. 

II. 4; Much Ado, V. 2. Followed by ‘to,’ 
Tw'o G. V. 4 : All’s Well, v, 3. 

Subscnj^-ion, sb. submission, obedicn e, Lear, 
in. 2. 

Substractors, sb. detractors, Tw. N. 1. 3. 
Subtilties, sb. illusions, false appearances, with a 
reference perhaps to the use_ of the \yord in 
cookery to denote devices in confectionery, 
Temp. V. I. 

Subtle, adj. smooth and deceptive, Cor. v. 2.^ 
Succeed, v.i. to descend by order of succession, 
All’s Well, nr. 7 ; 0th. v. 2. ' 

Succeeding, sb. consequence. All’s Well, n. 3 
Success, sb. succession, Wint. d'. 1.2; 2 H. IV. 

IV. 2. Issue, event, R. 111. iv. 4; Cor. 1. 6. 
.Successantly, adv in succession, one after an- 
other, Tit. And. iv. 4. 

Successive. Successive title = title to the succes- 
sion, Tit. And. i. i. 

Successively, adv. from one to another, R. III. 
in. I. In order of succession, 2 H, IV. iv. 5 ; 
R. III. in. 7. 

Sudden, adj. hasty, violent, passionate, As You 
Like It, n. 7 ; Mach. iv. 3 ; 0th. n. i. 
Suddenlj^, instantly, R. III. iv. 2; Merr> 
Wives, IV. I ; Wint. T. n. 3. 

Suffer, v.i. to be put to death, Temp. n. 2 ; Two 
G. IV. 4. 

Sufferance, sh. suffering, pain, AI. for M, n. 4; 
Lear, nr. 6. Patience, forbearance, M. of V. 
I. 3 ; H. V. in. 6. Loss, Oth. n. i. Heath by 
execution, H. V. n. 2. 

Suffered, /./. allowed to continue, Ven. and A. 

388 ; 2 H. VI. in. 2^ V, I ; 3 H. VI. iv. 8. 
Stiffigance, blunder for ‘sufficient,’ Much Ado, 

III. 5 * 

Suggestj v.t. to tempt, R. II. in. 4; H. V. ii. 2. 
Suggestion, sh. temptation, prompting, Temp. iv. 
1 ; Alacb. i. 3. Cunning device, H. Vlll. iv. 2. 


Suit, sb. attendance, service, due to a feudal 
superior, M. for AL iv. 4. ‘ Out of suits with 

fortune is out of fortune’s .serv' ce, As You Like 
It, I. 2. v.t. to dress, Sonn. cxxxn. v.r. to 
dress oneself, As You Like It, i. 3 ; Cym. v. i. 
v.i. to agree, accord, Aluch Ado, v. 1 ; 'I'w. N. 
1. 2. 

Suited, /-/. dressed, AI of V. i 2. 

Sullen, adj. sad, mournful, John, i. i ; 2 H. Ilk 

1. I ; R. and J. iv. 5. 

Sullens, sb. fits of sullenness, R. II. n. i. 

Sumless, adj. inestimable, H. V. i. 2. 
Summer-seeming, adj. looking like summer, or ap- 
pearing in surnnicr only, and so traiisiiorj’^, 
Alacb. IV. 3. • 

Sumpter, sb. a pack horse, Lear, n. 4. 
buperflunus, adj living in unnecessary plenty, 
Lear, iv. i ; All’s Well, i. i. 

Superflux, sb. superfluity, Leai, iii. 4. 

Supernal, adj. high, John, 11. i. 

Superpraise, v.t. to overpraise, AL N’s Dr. iii. 2. 
Superscript, \h. superscription, L’s L’s L. iv. 2. 
Superserviccable, adj. over-officious, Lear, n. 2. 
Supersubtie, adj. exccssivel}' cunning, Oth. i. 3. 
Supervise, sb. inspection, Ham. v. 2. 

Supervisor, sb. a looker on, Oth. 111. 3. 
oupphance, sb. tempoiar>’ gratification, pastime. 
Ham. I. 3. 

Suppliant, adj auxiliary, Cym. iii. 7. 

Supplyment, sb. supply, fuiuislung with means, 
CS’m. III. 4. 

Supportable, aij. endurable, Temp. v. t. 
Supportance, J. ..uppoit, R. II. in. 4; Tw. N. 
III. 4. 

Supposal, sh. opinion, notion. Ham. i. 2. 

Suppose, sb. supposition, Tam. of S. v. i ; Tr. 
and Cl. 1 3. 

Supposed, blunder for ‘deposed,’ AI. for M. Ii. i. 
Supreme, used as a substantive, Ven, and A. 
996. 

Sill addition, sb. surname, Cym. 1. i. 

Surance, assurance, Tu. And. v. 2. 

Surcease, sh. cessation, Alacb. i. 7. v.i. and 
to cease, Lucr. 1766 ; Cor. iii. 2 ; R. and J. iv. i. 
Sure, adj. secure, safe, 'J'wo G. v. i ; R. 111. ni. 

2. Betrothed, married, Alerry Wives, v. s ; 
As You Like It, v. 4. Trustworthy, i H. IV. 

III. 1. 

Snrfeiter, sh. a glutton, reveller, An. and Cl. 


11. 1. 

Surfeit-taking, adj. indulging to excess, Lucr. 
698; 

Surmise, sb. speculation, imagination, Alacb. r. 
3 ; Tit. And. II. 3. 

Surmount, v.t, to surpass, L’s L’s L. v. 2 ; R. 
II. II. 3. V.I. to be surpassing, exceed, i H. 
VI. v. 3- 

Surprise, v.t. to seize, capture, 3 H. IV. i, i , 2 


H. VI. IV. 9. 

Snr-reined, /./. over-worked or over-ridden, H. 
V. III. 5. 

Survey, v.t, to sec, observ^e, Afacb. i. 2. 

Suspect, jA sm-.picion, Ven. and A. 1010; R. III. 

I. 3. A blunder for ‘ respect,' Aluf h Ado, i\% 2, 
Suspiralion, sb the act of drawing breath, Ham. 


1. 2. 

Suspire,"',/, to diaw breath, breathe, John, in. 
4 ; 2 11. IV. IV. 5. 

Swabber, sb. one whose duty it was on board ship 
to keep the decks clean, Temp. 11, 2; Tw. N. 

I 5. 
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Swaddling-clouts, sb. bandages in vv hich new-born 
infants were swathed, Ham. ii. 2. 

Swag-bcllied, adj. having a loose, hanging belly, 
0 th. II. 3. 

Swart, adj. black, Com. of K. iii. 2 ; John, iii. 1. 

Swarth, adj. black, I’lt. And. il. 3. sb. = swath, 
Tw. N. ii. 3. 

Swasher, sb. a bully, blusterer, H. V. iii. 2. 

Swashing, adj. swaggering, dashing. As You Like 
It, 1. 3. Smasliing, R. and J. 1. i. 

Swath, sb the quantity cut by a mower at one 
sweep of his scythe, Tr. and Cr. v. 5. Band- 
ages, swaddling-clothes, T'im. of A. iv. 3. 

Swathling-clothes. sb. swaddling-clothes, bandages 
irt'^which newly-born infants are wrapped, ill. 
IV. HI. 2. 

Sway, sb. steady and equable movement, balanced 
order, J. C. i. 3. This sw'ay of motion = this 
which controls or influences motion, John, 11. i. 

Swayed, / /. strained, broken, Tam. of S. in. 2 

Swaying, /;*./. oscillating, incl'iiing, H. V. i. i. 

Sway on, to move steadily on, 2 H. IV. iv. 1. 

Swear, 7 >.t. to adjure, L’s L’s L. i. i. 

Swearings, sb. oaths, adjurations, Tw. N. v. t. 

Swear over. ‘ Swear his thought ovei by each 
particular star,’ repeat your oath with regard to 
his thought by each, etc , Wiut. T. i 2. 

Sweat, the past tense and participle of ‘ sweat,’ 
M. of V. ni. 2 ; As You Like It, 11. 3 ; Tim. of 
A. in. 2. 

.Sweep, sb. a sweeping train, Tim. of A. i. 2. 
z\/. to walk in pomp, 2 H. VI. i. 3. 

Sweet and twenty, sweet kisses and twenty of 
them, Tw. N. n. 3. 

Sweeting, sb. a term of endearment, Tw. N. 
n. 3 ; Oth. II. 3. 

Sw'eet-suggesting, a<//'. sweetly tempting, Two G. 

n. 6. 

Swift, a^//. quick, prompt, Much Ado, in. 1 ; As 
You Like It, V. 4. 

Swilled,/./, sw.tllowed greedily, H. V. ni. i. 

Swinge, tl/. to beat, Tam. of .S. v. 2 ; John, n. i. 

Swinge-buckler, sb. a rioter, blusterer, 2 H. IV. 
III. 2. 

Switzers, sb. Swdss guards. Ham. iv, 5 

Swoopstake, adv. sweeping off all the stakes, 
indiscriminately, Ham. iv. 5. 

Svyord and buckler, the Aveapous of vulgar fight- 
ing men, i H. IV. i. 3. 

Sworder, sb. a fencer, gladiator, 2 H. VI. iv. 1 ; 
An. and Cl. ni. 13. 

Sword-inen, sb. swordsmen. All’s Well, ii. i. 

Sworn brother, sb. one pledged to share another's 
fortune, an intimate friend. Much Ado, 1. i; 
R. IL V. I. 

Sworn out, /./. forsworn, L's L's L. n. i. 

Swound, v.i. to swoon, Tim. of A. iv. 3 ; Lucr. 
i486. 

’Swounds, for ‘God’s wounds,’ Ham. n. 2. 

Sympathy, sb. equality, R. II. iv, 1 ; Oth. ii. i. 

Table, sb. the tablet on which a picture is 
painted, John, v. i ; All’s Well, i. i. A tablet 
or note-book. Ham. 1, 5. The palm of the 
hand, M. ofV. 11. 2. 

Tables, sb. backgammon, L’s L’s T.. v. 2. 

Table-’-'ook, sb. memorandum-book, Wint. jv. 
4 ; Ham. ii. 2. 

Tabled,/./, set down in writing, Cym. i. 4. 

Tabor, sb. a small drum, Temp. iv. i; Tw. N. 
HI, I ; Much Ado, ii. 3. 


Taboier, sb. a player on the tabor, Temp. 

III. 2. 

Tabourines, sb. drums, Tr. and Cr. iv. 5; An. 
and Cl. IV, 8. 

Tackled, adj. A tackled stair is a ladder of ropes, 
R. and J. ii, 4. 

Taffeta, so. originally any kind of plain silk, Tw . 

N. II. 4 ; L’s L’s L. v. 2. 

Tag, sb. the rabble, Loi. iii. i. 

Taint, sb. blemish, stain, Macb. iv. 3 ; An. and 
Cl. V. I. Discredit, Lear, 1. i. /./. tainted, 

1 H. VI. V. 3. v.i. to be infected, Macb. v. 3. 
v.t. to disparage, Oth. H. 1. To impair, in- 
jure, Oth. 1. 3 ; IV. 2. 

Tainture, sb. defilement, 2 H. VI. ii. i. 

'Jake, v.t. to captivate, Temp. v. 1 ; Wint. T. 

IV. 4. To strike, R. III. i, 4; IV. N. 11. 5. 
To infect, bewntch, Merry Wives, iv. 4 , Ham. 

I. I. To betake oneself to. Com. of E. v. i. 
To leap, John, v. 2. Take air = get abroad, 
'Tw. N. HI. 4. 'Lake haste = make haste, Tim. 
of A. V. 1. Take head = take liberty or license, 
John, II. I. 'Lake in = conquer, subdue. Cor. 
i. 2 ; An. and Cl, i 1. Take me wdth you 
- let me follow'^>our meaning, R. and J. iii. 
5 ; I H. IV, H. 4. Take off = remove, 
make away witli, Macb. in. 1, I'akc order = 
take measures, M. for !M, 11. i ; R. II. v. i. 
Take out = copy, Oth, m. 3 ; hi 4. Take 
peace = make peace, H. VIIl. 11. i. Take 
scorn = scorn, disdain, As You Like It, iv, 2 ; 

H. V. IV. 7. Take thought = indulge m soi- 
row', J. C. II. I. Take truce = make truce, R. 
.ind J. HI. I ; John, hi. i ; Yen. and A. 82. 
Take ux> ” buy on credit, 2 H. VI. iv, 7. Make 
up a quarrel, Tw. N. Hi. 4. Levy, 2 H. IV. 

II. I. Take to task, rebuke, Two G. r. 2; 
Cym. n. i. Encounter, Cor. 111. 1. 

'J'aking, sb. blasting, malignant influence, Lear, 

III. 4, 

Taking off, sb. making aw'ay w’ith, killing, Macb. 

I. 7 , Lear, V. i. 

'I’aking up, sb. borrowing, obtaining on credit, 2 
H. IV. I. 2. 

Talents, sb. lockets made of hair, plaited and set 
in gold, J^over's Compl. 204. 

Tall, adj. active, valiant, fine, Twe N. i. 3 ; R. 

III. I. 4 

Tallow-catch, sb. a vessel filled with tallow, i H. 

IV. II. 4. 

'lamed,/./, a tamed piece is a vessel of wine which 
has been broached and become flat and stale, 
'IV. and Cr. iv 1. 

'I'ang, sb. a harsh sound, twang, Temp. ii. 2. 
7'./. and v.i. to twai g, sound loudly, Tw\ N. 
II. 5 ; HI. 4. 

Taiding, sb. anything tanned by the sun, Cym. 

IV. 4. 

Tardy, v.t. to delay, relaid, Wint. T. 111. 2. 
'large, sb. a target or small shield, L’s L’s L. v. 

2 , An. and Cl. ii. 6. 

Tarre, 7/./. to set on dogs to fight, Tr. and Cr. i. 

3 ; John, IV. 1. 'I'o incite, Ham. ii. 2. 
Tamance, sb. stay, tarrjnng, Two G. 11. 7 ; Pass. 
Pilgr. 74. 

Tarry, v.t. and r/.z. to stay. Two G. 11. 2 ; M. of 

V. IV. 2 ; J. C. V. s ; 2 H. IV. iii. 2. 

I'artar, sb. Tartarus, Tw. N. n, 5 ; H. V, ii. 2. 
Task, v.t. to tax, i H. IV. iv. 3. 'I'o challenge, 

Sonn. Lxxii. ; R. II. rv. i. 

Tasking, sb. challenge, 1 H. IV. v, 2. 
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Tassel-gentle, si. tiercel-gentle, the male gos- 
hawk, R, and J. 11. 2. 

Taste, si. trial, proof. As You Like It, iii. 2 ; 
Lear, i. 2. In some taste = in some slight de- 
gree, J. C. iv 1. rj.i. to try, prove, Tw. N. 
in. 1 ; III. 4; 1 ir. IV. TV. I. 

Tattered, <zr/>. ragged, R. II. in. 3. 

1 altering, af//. tatteied, hanging in rags, John, 
V. 5 - 

I'awdry-lace, si. a rustic necklace, Wint. T. 


Testerned, p.p. presented with si.\pence, Two Cl. 

T- I 

Testimonied, p.p. attested, proved, M. for M. 
III. 2. 

'J'estril, si. a sixpence, 7 ’w. N. ll. 

Tetchy, adj. fretful, irritable, R. III. iv. 4; R. 
and J. 1. 3. 

7 'elter, si. :n eruption on the skin, Ti. and O. 
V. I ; Ham. i. 5. ?>./. to infect with tetter, 

Cor. III. I, 


. , 4. 

lawny coats, the liveiy of persons belonging to 
the ecclesiastical couits, i H. VI. 1. 3. 

Tax, si. reproach, All’s Well, ii. 1 
7 ’axation, si. satire, censure, As You Like It, 
I. 2. Claim, demand, Tw. N. i 5. 

Taxing, si. satire. As You Like It, ji. 7. 

Teen, si. grief, vexation, I'emp. 1. 2 , R. Ill 

IV. I. 

7 'eeth. ‘From his teeth only m appearance, 
not from the heart, An. and Cl. iii. 4. 

Tell, V./'. to count. Temp. it. i ; R. III. 1. 4. I 
cannot tell I know not what to think, M. of 

V. I. 3 ; Cor. V. 6 

Temper, si. temperament, J. C. i. 2; Mach 
in. 1. 7 >.f. to mix, Much Ado, ii. 2; Cym. 

V. 5. To soften by heal, as wax, Ven. and A. 
565 ; 2 H. IV. IV. 3 ; or by moisture, as claj. 
2 H. V’ 111. I ; Lerir, i 4. 

Temperalitj^, blunder for ‘ temper,’ 2 H. IV. 11. 4. 
Temperance, si. temperature, 7 'emp. 11. i. Mo- 
deration, calmness, Cor, in. 3; Ham. iii. 2. 
Chastity, An. and Cl. iii. 13 ; Lucr. 884. 
Temperate, adj. chaste, 7 ‘emp. iv. 1. 

'Fempered, //. disposed, i H. IV. i. , Com- 
posed, As You Like It, i. 2. 

Temple, si. used of a church, M. of \ . 11. t ; 
Much Ado, III. 3. 

Temporary, adj. A temporarj^ meddler is perhaps 
one who meddles in temporal mattcis, M. for 

M. V. I. 

Tenable, adj capable of being kept, Ham. i. 2 
'lend, 7/.?. to attend, wait. Ham. i. 3 ; iv. 3. 'I'o 
be aiteniivv., J'emp. 1, i. * 7 ’.^. to tend to 
regard, 2 H. VI, r. i. 'To wait upon. An. and 
Cl. II. 2. 

Tendance, si. attention, Tim. of A. 1. 1. Persons 
attending, Tim. of A. i. i. 

7 'c‘nder, .si. regard, care, i H. IV. v. 4; Lear, 
1. 4. v.t. to reg.ard, hold dear, Temp. ii. i ; 
As You Like It, v. 2 ; Ham. i. 3. 
Tender-hefted, adj. set in a delicate handle 01 
frame, Lear, 11. 4. 

Tending, si. attention, Mach. i. 5. 

’Fent, si. a probe, Tr. and Cr. ii 2. v.t. to 
probe, Ham. ii. 2 ; Cor. in i. To cure. Cor. 
1. g. v.i. to lodge as 111 a tent, Cor. in. 2. 
Tercel, si. the male goshawk, 'Fr. and Cr. in. 2. 
'Fermagant, si. a ranting chaiacter in the old 
miracle plays, Ham. in. 2. Used adjectively, 
iH. ly. V. 4. 

Terminations, si. terms, expressions, Much Ado. 

n. I. 

7 'ermless, adj. indescribable, T.over’s Compl. 94. 
Ferrene, adj. terrestrial, earthly. An. and Cl. 
in. T3. 

Tertian, si. a fever recurring every’ third day, 
H. V. II. I. 

'Fest, si. testimony, evidence, 0 th. i. 3 
I’ested, adj. refined, M. for M. n. 2. 

Tester, \h. a sixpence, 2 II. IV. ni. 2. 


Than, adsc then, Luci. 1430 
Thane, si. an old title ncaily equivalent to that 
of earl, Mach. i. 2, 

'Fhankirg, si tliaiiks, All’s Well. ni. 3 ; Cvm, v. 5. 
Tharborough, si. thud boro ugh, coii^t.a'bldf L’s 
L’s L, 1, I. 

Theft, si. the thing stolen, Ham, in, 2. 

Theonc, si. theory, All’s Well, i\'. 2 . 11. V. 1. t , 

(Jth. I. I. 

Thereabout, adv. about that part. Ham. n, 2, 
Thereafte*-, adv. acconiing, 2 H, 1\' in. 2. 
Thereto, adv besides, in addition, Wint. T. i. 2; 
Cym. i\. 4 

Thereunto, adv. besides, Oth. 11. 1. 

Thews, si. intisties, sun ws, i, :> ; Ham. i \ 

Thick, aiiv. rapidly, fast, 2 H. IV. ij. 1 ; An. and 

Cl. 1.5. 

Ihicken, v.i. to grow thick 01 daik, j\I.rj.b. m. 2 ; 
An. and Cl, n. 3. 

Thick -pleached, adj. thickly iutei twined. Much 
Ado, I. 2. 

Thickskin, sb » stupid lout, Meiiy Wives, iv. c , 
xM. H's Dr. Jx.. 2. ^ 

Thievery, sb. that which is stolen, I'l and Ci. 

Think, v.i. to indulge m sonovvlul thoughts, An. 
and Cl. Ill, 13. v.f think much =- think it to 
be a great thing, 'J emp. 1, 2. 'riiiiik scorn =-- 
disdain, M, N’s Dr. \ i , 2 H. VI. iv. 2. 
Thinking, si. thouglit, All’s Well, v. 3 ; Oih, 1. 2. 
7 hinks. Thiuks’t thee — seems it to thee, Ham, 


Thirdboiough, si. a constable, 7 'am. of S. md. 1. 
7 'his = thus, Ven. and A. 205. 

'fhisne, perhaps, in this way, M. N’s Dr, i. 2. 
7 'horough,/rf/. through, L’s L’s L. n. i. 

Thou, v.t. to address one as ‘ thou,’ 7 V, N. in. 2. 
I'hough, caaj. what though ~ what matters it? 
Meny Wives, i. 1 ; As You Like It n. 3 ; H. 
V. II. I. 


Thought, si. care, an.\iety, sorrow’, melancholy, 
Tw’. N. n. 4; Ham. in. 1 ; iv 5 ; J. C. n. i ; 
An. and Cl. iv. 6. 

7 'houghten, p.p. Be yon ihoughfen = enleriain 
the thought, Per. iv. 6. 

7'hought-execu:ing, adj. swift as thought in 
ofieration, Lear, in, 2. 

Thoughtful, adj. careful, 2 II, 1 \ 'v. 5, 

7'hontrht-sick, adj. sick wdili anxiety 01 sadness. 
Ham. III. 4. 

Thrall, sb. slavery, Pass. Pi’gr. 266. adj. en- 
slaved, Ven. and A. 837. 

Thralled,//, en-.laved, Ham in. 4. 

I'hrasonical, adj. boastful, As You Like It, v. 2 ; 


L s L s L. V. I. 

Threaden, adj. made of thread, H. V. iii. chor. ; 
Lover’s C ompl. 33. 

7 'hree-farthings. The three-farthing pieces of 
Elizabeth, struck in 1561, were very thin, and 
were distinguished from the pence by having a 
rose behind the queen’s profile, John, i. t. 
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Three-man beetle, a rammer worked by three 
men, 2 H. IV. 1. 2. 

Three-man-song-men, singers of glees in three 
parts, Wint. T. iv. 3. 

Three-nooked, adj, having three corners, Europe, 
Asia, and Africa, An. and Cl. iv. 6. 

Three-pile, sb. the richest kind of velvet, Wint. 
T. IV. 3. 

Three-piled, adj. having a thick pile, M. for M. 

I. 2. Used figuratively, high-flown, superfine, 

^ L’s L’s L. V. 2. 

Threne, sb. a funeral song, dirge, Phoenix 49. 
Thrifty, adj. won by thrift. As You Like It, n. 
Throe, v.t. to put m agony, Temp. ii. i. To 
brthg forth with agony, An. and Cl. iii. 7. 
Throng, to fill as with a crowd, Ven. and A. 
967. 

Thronged, crowded, entirely possessed. Per. 

I. I ; II. 1. Tressed, as in a crowd, Lucr. 1417. 
Throstle, sb. the song-thrush, M. N’s Dr. iii. i ; 

M. ofV. I. 2. 

Through, adr. to go through, or be through with, 
is to complete a bargain, M. for M. ii. 1 ; Per. 
IV. 2 ; 2 H. IV. I. 2. Thoroughly, Tr. and Cr. 

II. 3 ; Cym. iv. 2. 

Throughfare, sb. thoroughfare, M. of V. 11. 7 ; 
Cym. r. 2. 

Throughly, adv. thoroughly. Temp. iii. 3 ; Ham. 
IV. s. 

Throw, sb. At thii throw = at this cast or ven- 
ture ; a figure from d ce or bowls, Tw. N, v. i. 
Thrum, sb. the tufted end o( a weaver’s warp, M. 
N’s Dr. V. I. 

Thrummed, adj. made of loose tufts, Merry 
Wives, IV. 2. 

Thunder-stone, sb. thunderbolt, J. C. 1. 3 ; Cym. 
IV. 2. 

Thwart, adj. perverse, Lear, i. 4. to cross. 
Per. IV. 4. 

’Ticed, p.j. enticed, Tit. And. ii. 3. 

Tickle, adj. unstable, tottering, M. for^ M. i. 2 ; 
2 H. VI. I. I. ‘Tickle o’ the sere’ is an ex- 
pression used of a musket in which the ‘ sere ’ 
or trigger is moved with the least touch ; hence, 

‘ lungs tickle of the seie ’ are such as aic easily 
provoked to laughter, Harn. 11. 2, 

Tickle-brain, sb. said to be a cant name for some 
strong liquor, i H. IV, ii. 4. 

Ticklish, adj. wanton, Tr, and Cr. iv. 5. 
Tick-tack, sb. a kind of backgammon, M. for M. 

I. 2. _ 

Tide, sb. time, season, John, in. i. The tide of 
times is the regular course of time, J. C. iii. i. 
Tight, adj. adroit, quick, smart, An. and Cl. 
IV. 4. Of a ship, watertight, sound, Temp. 
V 1 ; Tam of S. 11. i. 

Tightly, adv. briskly, smartly, Merry Wives, i. 3 ; 

n. 3* 

T'ke, sb. a cur, Lear, iii. 6 ; H V. 11. i. 
Tiily-fally or Tilly-vally, int. an exclamation of 
good-natured contempt, 2 H. IV. 11. 4 ; Tw. N. 

II. 3- 

Tilth, sh. tillage, Temp. 11. i ; M. for M. i. 4. 
Tilting, pr.p. contending. Com. ofE. rv. 2. 
Timbered, p.p. too slightly timbered - made of 
too light wood, Ham. iv 7. 

Time, sb. used for ‘ the time ' or * the times,’ Ham. 

III. I. ‘ The time of scorn ’ = the scornful time, 
Oth. IV. 2. ‘ The time ’ = the present condition 
of things, John, iv. 2 ; v. 7 ; Mach. iv. 3 ; Ham. 

I- 5. 


Timeless, adj. untimely, R. II. iv. i ; R. and J. 

V. 3. 

Timely, adj. opportune, welcome, Mach. iii. 3. 
adz'. early, Mai b. ii. 3. 

Timely-parted, adj. recently dead, 2 H. VI. iii. 2. 
TIme-pleaser, sb. a time-seiver, one who complies 
w.th the times, Tw N. ii. 3 ; Cor. 111. 1. 

Tinct, sb. colour, dye. Ham. in. 4. Tincture, 
All’s Well, V. 3 ; An. and Cl. i. 5. 

Tincture, sb. dye, colour, Sonn. liv'. ; Two G. 
IV. 4 . 

Tire, sb. a head-dress, Two G. iv'. 4 ; Merry 
Wives, 111. 3. Furniture of a bedroom, Per. 

III. 2. v.i. to feed ravenously, like a bird of 
prey, Ven. and A. 56 ; 3 H. VI. 1. 1 ; Tun. of A. 
HI. 6 ; Cj’^m. III. 4. v.t. to make to feed raven- 
ously, Lucr. 417. 

Tiring-house, sb. a dressing-room, M. N’s Dr. 

III . I. 

Tisick, sh. phth’sic, a cough, Tr. and Cr. vi. 3. 
Tithe, v.i. to take tithes, John, m i 
Tithing, sb. a subdivision of a county, Lear, in. 4. 

Originally a company of ten householders. 
Title-leaf, sb. title page, 2 H. IV. i. i. 

'I'lttles, sb. trifles, I.’s L’s L. iv. 1. 

I'o^prep compared to. Temp. i. a ; i H VI, iii. 

2. In addition to, John, i. i ; Tr. and Cr. i. i. 
Toaze, v.f. to draw out, disentangle, as wool, 
Wint. T. IV. 4. 

Tod, sb. twenty-eight pounds of wool, Wint. T. 

IV. 3. 7/./. to yield a tod, Wint. T. iv. 3. 

Tofore, adz^. before, L’s L’s L. ill. i ; Tit. And. 

III. I. 

Toge, sb. a toga, gown, Cor. ii. 3. 

Toged, at//', weariifg a toga, gowned, Oth. i. 1. 
Token, sb. sign, pledge of love, Two G. i\ . 4. 

z/.i. to betoken, All’s Well, rv. 2. 

Tokened, adj. marked with plague spots, An. anti 
Cl. HI. 10. 

Toll, 7\/. to pay toll, All’s Well, v. 3. r*./. to take 
toll, John, HI. T ; 2 H. IV. iv. 5. To sound foi, 
I H. IV. I. r. 

Tombed,/./, buried, Sonn. iv. 

'*':'mboys, sb. coarse strumpets, Cyni. i. f' 
Tongue, z'.i. to utter with the tongue, Cym. v. 4. 

To denounce, M. for M. iv. 4. 

Tongues, sb. votes. Cor. 11. 3 ; iii. i. 

Too much, used substantively, Ham. iv. 7. 

Too too, ad?', repeated for emphasis, ’I'wo G. ii. 

4 ; M. of V, 11. 6; Ham. 1. 2; Lucr. 174. 

Top, zf.i. to surpass, Macb. iv. 3; Cor. ii. i. 
Topless, adj. without a superior, .supreme, Tr. 
and Cl-, i. 3. 

Topped,/./, having the top cut ofl", Per. i. 4. 
’I'orcher, sb. a torchbeaier, All's Well, ii. i. 
Torch-staves, sb. staves to which torches weie 
affixed, H. V. iv. 2. 

Tortive, adj. twisted, Tr. and Cr. i. 3. 

Touch, sb. sensation, delicate feeling, Temp. v. 
I ; 'I’wo G. H. 7 ; R. ITT. i. 2 , Macb. iv. 2. 
Trait, As You Like It, v. 4 ; Tr. and Cr. ill. 3. 
A dash, spice, R. III. iv. 4. Touchstone, 1 H. 

IV. iv. 4 ; R. III. IV. 2, ‘Of noble touch' -= 
of tried nobility, Cor. iv. i. ‘Noble touch ’ = 
fine test of valour, M. N’s Dr. iii. 2. Slight 
hint, H. Vin. V. i. ‘To know no touch’ = 
to have no skill, R. II. i. 3 ; Ham. in. 2. v.t. 
to test, prove, John, iii. i ; Oth. hi. 3. 

Tourney, v.i. to tilt, run in a tournament, Per. 
II. 1. 

Touse, v.t. to pull, tear, M. for M, v. i. 




GLOSSAHY 


6S7 


Toward, adj. docile, tractable, Ven. and A. 1157 ; 
Tam._ of S. v. 2. adv. ready at hand, in pre- 
paration, M. N’s Dr. III. I ; Ham. i. i. 
Towardly, adj. docile, Tim. of A. iii. i. 

Towards, adv. in preparation, R. and J. i 5, 
Tower, v.i. to soar, as a bird of prey, John, 11. 1 ; 

V 2 ; Macb. 11. 4. 

Toy, sl>. a trifle, idle fancy, folly, M. N’s Dr. v. 

1 ; Macb. n. 3 ; John, i. i ; Ham. i. 4. 

Trace, v.t to follow, 1 H. IV. in. i ; Ham. v. 2. 
7 Vact, s3. track. Tim. of A. i. i. Course, Sonn. 
VII. ; H. VIII. I. I 

Trade, sd. resort, traffic, R. II. iii. 3 ; 2 H. IV. 

1. I. ‘ The trade of moe preferments’ = where 
mote preferments are to be met with. H. VIII. 

V. I. Business, Tw. N. iii. i ; Ham. in. 2. 

Traded, adj. practised, experienced, John, iv. 3 , 
Tr. and Cr. ii. 2. 

Trade-fallen, adj. fallen out of employment, i H. 
IV. IV. 2. 

Traducement, sh. calumny, Cor. i. 9. 

Trafficker, sh. trader, merchant, M. of V. i. i. 
Train, sh. an allurement, bait, Macb. iv. 3. v.t. 

to entice, decoy, John, iii. 4 ; Tit. And. v. 1. 
Traitoily, adj. treacherous, Wint. I’, iv. 4. 
Trammel vip, to entangle as in a net, Macb. 1. 7. 
Tranced,/./, entranced, Lear, v. 3. 

Traneot, sb. a fen-y ; a doubtful word. M. of V. 

Translate, v.t. to transform, M. N’s Dr. tii. 1; 

Ham. 111. I. AT r 

Transport, v.t. to remove from the world, M. lor 
M. IV. 3 ; M, N’s Dr. iv. 2, 

Transportance, sb. conveyance, Tr. and C m. 2. 
Trash, v.t. to lop, cut off the branches, i euip. i 

2. To check the pace of a dog when ii - - -istrip^ 
the rest, Tam. of S. ind. i ; Olh. ii. i. 

Travail, v.i. to labour, toil, All’s Well, ii. 3 ; Tim. 

of A. v t. , , . 

Travel, sb. wandering, roaming. Oth. 12. Alter 
a demuie tra\el of regard,’ allowing his look tu 
pass gravely from one to another, 'Tw. N. ii. 5. 
z/.?. to stroll, Ham. 11. 2. 

Travel- tainted, adj. travel-stafned, 2 H. IV 

Traverse, v.i. to march to the right or left, 2 H. 
IV. ni. 2; Oth. 1 3. --'-L to parry Merry 

Wives, II. 3. adv. across, As You Like It, 

Traversed, / /. crossed, folded, Tim. of A. v. 4. 
Tray-trip, sh. a common game at dice which de- 
pended on throwing a trey, Tw. N. ii. 5. 
Treacher, sb. traitor, Lear, 1. 2. 

Treasonous, adj. treasonable, Macb. 11. 3. 
Treasure, v.t. to enrich, Sonn. vi. sb. treasury, 
Sonn. cxxxvi. . u , 

Treasury, sb. treasure, Wint. T. iv. 4, H. i. 

2 ; 2 H. VI. I. 3- . 

Treaties, sb. entreaties. An. and Cl. III. n- 
Treatise, sb. discourse, Ven. and A. 774 i Maco. 

Treble, v.t. trebles thee o’er = makes thee thrice 
as great, Temp. ii. i. 

Treble-dated, adj. living for three generations, 
Phoenix 17. , ^ . T' r 

Trench, to cut, Ven. and A. , Two C. 
III. 2; to dig, cut furrows in,^ i H. I'', i. i. 
To divert from its course by digging, 1 H. in . 

Trenchant, adj. sharp, cutting, Tim. of A. iv. 3- 
Trencher-friends, sb. parasites, Tim. of A. Hi. o. 
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I'rencher-knight, sb. a servant who waits at table, 
L's I.’s L. V. 2. 

I’ley, sb, a three at cards or dice, L’s L’s L. v. 2. 
Tribulation of I’ower-hill, perhaps refers to some 
Puritan congregation, H. VIII. v. 4. 

Tribunal plebs, blunder for ‘ tribunus plebis,’ Tit. 
And. IV, 3. 

Trice, sb. a short space of time, Tw. N. ivc 2 ; 
Lear, 1. i. 

Trick, sb. a peculiar feature, characteristic ex- 
pression of look or voice, All’s Well, i. 1 ; John, 

1. T ; Lear, iv. 6. Custom, habit, M. for M. 

V. I ; 2 H. IV. I. 2. Knack, art, Ham. v, 1. 
Trifle, toy. Ham. iv. 4; Wini. T, n. 1. 7’.t. 
to dress up, adorn, H. V. in. 6. To^ra-w, 
in the language of heraldiy. Ham. 11. 2. 
Tricking, sb. oinamcnts, Meny Wive>-, iv, 4. 

I ricksy, adj. full of tricks, sportive. 'I’cnip. v. 1 , 
M. of V. III. 5, 

Trifle, v.i. to reduce to insignificance, JVIacb. II. 

4. sb. a to\, Temp. v. i , M. N’s Dr. 1. i. 
Trigon, sb. a tnangle. 2 H. IV. 11. 4. When the 
three su]>erior planets. Mars, Jupiter, and 
Saturn met in one of tlie fiery signs, Aries, Leo, 
or Sagittarius, they u ere said to form a fiery 
trigon. 

Trill, 7 Ki. to trickle, I.tar, iv. 3. 

Triple, adj. third, All's Well, ii. i ; An. and Cl. 

I. j. 

Triple-turned, adj. thrice false, An. and Cl. iv. 12. 
Triplex, sh. trijde time in i.nisic, Tw. N v. j. 
'I'ristful, adj. - nowful, Ham. iii. 4- 
Triumph, sb, r ti mp card, An. and Cl. iv. 14. 
Triumviiy. sh. a body of three, L’s I, s L ly. 3. 
Trojan, sb. a cant term for a boon companion or 
irregular liver, i H. IV. n. i. 
n rofl, f'.ri to sing in turn, 'I'cmp. ill. 2. 
Troll-my-dames, sb. the h reach game of iron 
tnadavte Wint. T. iv. 3. It apjicai s to have been 
somevkhat like the modern bagatelle 
Troop, v.i. to march in company. 2 H. IV. iv. i , 
Lear, i. i. 

Tioptcallv, adv. figuratively, Ham. in 
’rroth, sb. truth, M. N’s Dr. 11 2; Coi. 1\. 5. 

Faith, Lucr. 571 ; M. N s Dr. n. 2. 
Troth-plight, sb. betrothal, Wint. T. 1 2. /,/. 

betrothed, Wint. T. v. 3; H. V. ii. i. 

Trow, v.i. to think, believe, Lear, i. 4. Tc 
know, H. VUI. i. I. Trow you do you 
know? can you tell? As You Like ii, ill. 2. 

‘ I trow ’ IS an expressnnn of slight surprise 01 
contempt, R. and J. n. 5 *, Merry Wives, i. 4 : 

Truant, 7c/. to play the truant, Com of K. iii. 2 
Inickle-bed, sb. a low bed which runs on 
and can be pushed under another, Werre 
Wives, iv. 5 : R. and J n. i. 

True, adj. honest. Merry Wive' n. 1 ; Muen 

Truepenny, sb. an honest fellow, Ham. i. 5. 
Said also to be a mining term, denoting an 
indication in the soil where ore is to be found. 
Truncheon, 7'.t to cudgel, 2 H. I V . li. 4- 
Tnincheoner, sb. a person carr>nng a truncheon, 

Trundli-^taib a long-tailed dog, Lear, ni. 6. 
Trunk sleeve, sb. a full sleeve, lam. of S. iv. 3. 
Trustless, adj. faithless, Lucr. 2. 

Try, sb. trial, test, Tim. of A. v. r. To br ng 
to try ’ Is to bring a ship as clo^2 to the wind 
as possible, so as to He to, lemp. i. i. 

2 U 
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Tub-fast, sh- the abstinence Avhich attended the 
use of the tub or salt-bath employed in the cure 
of venereal disease, Tim. of A. iv. 3. 

Tuck, sb. a rapier, Tw. N. iii. 4 ; i H. IV. 11. 4. 
Tucket, sb. a preliminary flourish on the trumpet, 
H. V. IV. 2. 

Tuition, sh. protection, Much Ado, i. i. 

Tumbler, sb. a tumbler’s hoop was bound with 
parti-coloured ribands, I^’s L’s L. 111. 1. 
Tun-dish, sb. a funnel, M. for M. iir. 2. 

Turk, sb. the Grand “Turk, the Sultan, 2 H. IV. 
HI. 2 ; H. V. V. 2. To turn Turk is to prove a 
renegade, to change completely for the worse, 
Ham. HI. 2 ; Much Ado, in. 4. Turk Gregory 
^i’ope Gregory VII., i H. IV. v. 3. 

Turlygod, a name given to mad beggars, Lear, 
II. 3. 

Turn, v.i, to modulate or adapt, As You Like It, 

II. 5. To return, give back, R. II. iv. i. 
v.i. to change, alter, Two G. 11. 2. To return, 

H. V. n. 2 ; R. III. iv. 4. 

Turnbull Street. Turnmill Street, near Clerken- 
well, notorious for prostitutes, 2 H. IV. iii. 2. 
Twangling, adj. twanging, jingling, Temp. 111. 2 ; 
Tam. of S. ii. i. 

Tweak, v.t. to twitch. Ham. ii. 2. 

Twelve score, twelve score yards, Merrj’ Wives, 

III. 2 ; I H. IV. II. 4 , 2 H. IV. III. 2. 

Twiggen, adj. made of twigs or wicker-work, 

0th. II. 3. 

Twilled, adj. a word of which the meaning is 
unknown, Temp. iv. i. It has been variously 
supposed to signify ‘ covered with sedge or 
reeds,’ ‘ridged,’ ‘fringed with matted grass,’ 
or ‘ smeared with mud.’ 

Twink, sb. a twinkling, an instant. Temp. iv. i ; 
Tam. of S. ii. i. 

’Tween, between, Ven. and A. 269; Ham. 

V. 2. 

Twire, v.i. to twinkle, Sonn. xxviii. 

Twist, sb. a thread, Cor. v. 6. 

’Twixt, prep, betwixt, Ven. and A. 76 ; Temp. 

i. 2. 

Type, sb. badge, distinguishing mark, R. III. 

IV. 4; H. VIII. i. 3. 

Tyrannically, adv. violently, Ham. ii. 2. 
Tyrannous, adj, tyrannical, Wint. '1'. ii. 3. Cruel, 

inhuman, R. III. iv. 3 ; Ham. ii. 2. 

Umber, sb. a brown colour or pigment. As You 
Like It, I. 3. 

Umbered, p.p. darkened, embrowned, H. V, iv. 
chor. 

Umbrage, sb. shadow. Ham. v. 2. 

Unable, adj. weak, feeble, H. V. epil. ; Lear, 

I. I. 

Unaccommodated,/./, unfurnished with what is 
necessary, Lear, iii. 4. 

Unactiye, adj. inactive, Cor. i. i. 

Unadvised, adj. without intention, Lucr. 1488; 
Two G. IV. 4. Inconsiderate, rash, John, ii. i ; 

V. 2.^ 

Unadvisedly, adv. inconsiderately, R. III. iv. 4. 
Unagreeable, adj. unsuitable, Tim. of A. ii. 2. 
Unaneled, adj. without having received extreme 
unction. Ham. i. 5. 

Unapproved, adj. unconfirmed. Lover’s Compl. 
53- 

Unaptness, sb. disinclination, Tim. of A. ii. 2. 
Unattainted, adj. unimpaired, unprejudiced, R. 
and J. i. 2. 


Unavoided, adj. inevitable, R. II. ii. i ; R. HI. 
IV. 4. 

Unbanded, adj. without a band. As You Like It, 

III. 2. 

Unbarbed, adj. unarmoured, bare, Cor. in. 2. 
Unbated, adj. unblunted, Ham. iv. 7 ; v. 2. 
Unbegot, adj. unbegotten, R. II. in. 3. 

Unbid, adj. uninvited, 3 H. VI. v. i. 

Unbidden, adj. uninvited, i H. VI. n. 2. 
Unblown, adj. unopened, R. III. iv. 4. 

Unbolt, v.i. to open, reveal, Tim. of A. i. 1. 
Unbolted, adj. unsifted, coarse, I.ear, 11. 2. 
Unbonneted, adj. without taking off the cap, on 
equal terms, Olh. i. 2. 

Unbookish, adj. ignorant, unskilled, Oth. iv. 1. 
Unbraced, adj. unbuttoned, J. C. i. 3 ; Ham. 

II. I. 

Unbraided, adj. peihaps for ‘ embroidered,’ Wlnt. 
T. IV. 4. 

Unbreathed, adj. unexercised, untrained, M. N’s 
Dr. V. I. 

Unbroke, adj unbroken, R. II. iv 1. 

Uncapablc, adj. incapable, M. of V. iv. i ; Oth. 

IV. 2. 

Uncape, v.i. to throw off the hounds, uncouple. 
Merry Wives, in. 3. 

Uncase, v.i. to undress, L’s L’s L. v. 2 , Tam. of 
S. I. I. 

Uncharge, v.i. to acquit of blame, make no accus- 
ation against, Ham. iv. 7. 

Uncharged, adj. unassailed, Tim. of A. v. 4. 
Unchary, adv. heedlessly, Tw. N. iii. 4. 
Unchecked, adj. nncontradicted, M. of V. iii. i. 
Unchi jded, p.p. deprived of children. Cor. v. 6. 
Uncivil, adj. unmannerly, rude, uncivilized, Two 

G. V. 4 ; Tw. N. n. 3 ; 2 H. VI. in. i. 
Unclasp, v.t. to disclose, reveal. Much Ado, i. i ; 

Wint T. in. 2, 

Unclew, v.t, to unwind, unfasten, undo, Tim. of 
A. I. I. 

Uncoined, cuij. not stamped and passed from one 
to another like current coin, but plain metal 
which had received no impression, H. V. v. 2. 
Uncolted, adj. deprived of one’s horse, 1 H. IV. 
II. 2. 

Uncomprehensive, adj. incomprehensible, I’l. 
and Cr. iii. 3. 

Unconfinable, adj. unrestrainable. Merry Wives, 

II. 2. 

Unconfirmed, adj. inexperienced. Much Ado, in. 
3 ; L’s L’s L. IV. 2. 

Uncouth, adj. unknown, strange. As You Like 
It, II. 6 ; Tit. And. n. 3. 

Unction, sb, an ointment, .salve. Ham. ni. 4 ; iv. 7. 
Uncurse, v.t. to free from a curse, R. III. 111. 2. 
Undeaf, v.t. to free from deafness, R. II. n. i. 
Undeeded, adj. not marked by any feat of arms, 
Mach. V. 7. 

Under, adj. the under-fiends = the fiends below. 
Cor. IV. 5. 

Underbear, v.t. to undergo, endure, John, iii. 1 ; 
R. II. I. 4. 

Underbome, p.p. bordered, or perhaps lined, 
Much Ado, III. 4. 

Undercrest, if.i. to wear as a cre.st, Cor. i. 9. 
Undergo, v.t. to undertake, I'wo G. v. 4 ; T- C. 
I. 3. To endure, sustain, enjoy, M. for M. i. 
I ; Ham. i. 4. 

Undergoing, adj. enduring. Temp. i. 2. 
Under-skinker, sb. an under-drawer or tapster, 1 

H. IV. II. 4. 
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Undcriakc, r/.A to engage \\ith, Meny Wives, 
HI. s ; T\v. N. r. 3. To assume, Tain, of S. 
IV. 2. 

Undertaker, sfi. one ^vho takes upon himself the 
business of others, as surety or agent, T\v. N. 
in. 4. ‘ Let me be ins undertaker ’ = let me be 

lesponsiblc for him, Oih iv. i. 

Undervalued, aifj. inferior in value, 1\I. of V. i. i . 

It. 7. ^ 

Underwrite, v.t. to subscribe to, subn>it to, T.». 
and Cr. 11. 3. 

Underwroughl. //. undermined, John, ll. 1. 
Undeservei, 'id. a person of no merit, 2 H. IV. 

II. 4 ; J. C. IV. 3. . . T 

Undeserving, aeij. undeserv'ed, Ls l.s L. v. 2. 
Taken by some as a substantive, in the sense of 
‘ want of mei it,’ 

Undisposed, aitj. not inclined to niorriment, Com. 

of E. 1. 2. • • , 

Undistinguished, atfj. that cannot be distinctly 
traced, inexplicable, Lear, iv. 6. 

Undividable, adj. undivided, Com. of E. 11. 2. 
Undone, /./. solved. Per. 1. i. 

Uneared,//, unploughed, Sonn. in. 

Uneath, adv. haidly, with difficulty, 2 H. VI. 

u 4. 

Uneffectual, a^f/. ineffectual, Ham. 1. 

Une.\perient, a,/y. inexperienced, Lover’s Compl 

Unexpressive, ai^‘. ine.xpressible, As You Like 

It, ”1* 2 . . r. 

Unfair, z/.f. to deprive of beauty, bonn. v. 
Unfathered, a'/y. not pioduced in the o^dmarj^ 
course of nature, 2 H. IV. iv. 4. 

Unfellowed, a^y. without an equal, Ha.s 2. 
Unfenced, unprotected, defenedes , John, 

Unfolding, a^dy- ‘ The unfolding star ’is the star 
which by its rising mrirks the time for letting 
the sheep out of the fold, M. for M. iv. 2. 
Unfool, 7'. A to take away the reproach of folly, 
Merry Wives, iv. 2. 

Unfurnish, rcA to deprive, Wmt. 1. v. i. 
Unfurnished, /»./. unprovided with a companicii, 
M. ofV. III. 2. 

Ungeniturcd, atij. without the power of procrea 
non, M. for M. in. 2. 

Ungircl, v.t. to rol.ax, T'v ^ 

Ungored, Wy. unwouiided, Ham. v. 2. 

Ungot,/./, unbegotten, M.^r M. v. 1. 

Ungotten,/./, unbegotten, H. \. T. 2j 

Ungracious, graceless, wicked, Iw. N. n. 

Ungravely', ^adv. without dignity or senousness. 

Unhair, A to strip the hair from, An. and Cl 

Unhatred, miy. unbearded, John, v. 2. 
Unhandsome, ad,, unliecommg, As la.c. it, 

UnEappied, p.p. rendered unhappy, E- I * • 
Unhappily, unluckily, unfortunately, Ham. 

uihappiite^sV it hTdo ‘ n 

pvil R II r. I. 2. Mischief, Mivn Aoo, >» 

Unhappy, adj. mi.schievous, unlucky, Alls Wei, 

uShaichS AA undisclosed, 0th. m. 4- ^n 
tracked, Tw. N. in. 4* 

Unheart, v.t. to dishearten. Cor. i. 

Unheedy, adj. inconsiderate, M. H s Dr. m 

VOL. III. 


Unhelpful, adj. unavailing, 2 11. VI. in. i. 
Unhoused, aiiy. without the care of a household, 
unmarried, Oth. i. 2. 

Unhouseled, p.p. without having received the 
sacrament, Ham. i. 5. 

Unhurlful, mij. harmless, M, for M. ill. 2. 
Unimproved, p.p. unchecked, ungovernable, 
Ham. i. I. 

Unintelligent, ndy. not being aviaie, Winl. T. i. i 
Union, sb. a large xiearl, Ham. v 2. 

Unjointed, aay. di.sjoiiited, incoheicnt, i H. IV. 

I. 3. 

Unjust, ady. dishonest, Wint. d’. iv. 4; 1 H. IV 
IV. 2. ^ 

Unjustly, adv. dishonestly, unfairly, All’s Well, 
IV. 2. 

Unkennel. 71. r. to disclose, Ham. iii. 2. 

Unkind, adj. unnatur.il, Leai, l. i; in. 4; As 
You Like U, II. 7. Chiklless, Veil, and A, 204. 
Unkinged, p.p. depiived of royalty, dethroned, 
R. 11. IV. I ; \.5- 

Unkinglice, unknigljq Cym in, s 

Unkiss, v.t. to undo by a kiss, K 11. v. i. 
Unlace, v.t. to undo, Oth. 11. 3. 

Unlike, ad,, rnkkcly M. for M, v. 1 . Cor. ni. i. 
Unlived,//, ilepnved ol Iih Lucr. 1754. 
Unlooked, a^/,. unexpected, K. UL i. 3. 
Unlustrous, ady dim, wmnting lustre, Cyni. i. 6. 
Unmanned, ady. untaineil, untrained, used of a 
falcon, K. and J. 111. 2. 

Unmastered, ady. utir strained, Ham. i. 3. 
Unmeasurable, ady. immeasurable, Meny Wives, 
ir. I ; I'lm of .1. iv. 3. 

Unmeet, ady. unfit, Muib Ado, 

Unmeritable, ady. devoid of merit, K. III. in. 7 ; 

J, C. IV- 3. . r- 

TTnnieritmg, undf'serving, Coi, ii. i. 

Unmuzzled, unrestrained, Iw. N. iii. z. 

I nnerved, ady. strengthle=s, Ham. 11. 2. 

IJnnoble, ady. ignoble, An and Cl. in 2. 
Unnumbeied, adj. innumerable, J. C. ill. i ; 

Lear, n . 6. . , . t 1 

Uiiowcd, ady. unowned, having no owner, John, 
IV. 3. 

Unparagoned, adj. matchless, Cym 1. 4 ; II. 2. 
Unpartial, ady. impartial, H. VllI 11. 2. 
Unpathtd, <Tr// trackless, Wint. T. iv. 4. 
Unpaved, ndy. without stones, Cym. ii. v 
Unpay, v.t. to do away by payment, 2 H. Iv. 

UiVpeaceable, ad' r\ .a-Rkome. Tim. of A. i. 1. 
Unperfect, ady. rnpete i ''oii.i. xxiii. 
Unperfectness, sb, imperfection, Oth. ll, 3. 
Unpuikcd, ady. not pinked or pierced with eyelet 
holes, lam. ofS. iv. i. 

Unpitied, ady. u imerciful, M. for M. iv. 2. 
Unplausive, ady. unapplauding, disapproving, 
Tr. and Cr. in. 3- . , , 

Uiip-licied, aty. devoid of policy or loresighi, 
An and Cl. v. ?. _ 

Unpossessmg, adj. without possessions, Lear, 

T^nnossible, ady impossible. R. II n. 

i Unpmed, adj. unvalued, Uar, .. x. Or perhapv, 

; priceless. 


2 U 2 
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Unprofited, a/j. profitless, Tw. N. i. 4. 

Unproper, adj. not one’s own, common, 0 th 

IV. I. 

Unproperly, adv. improperly, Cor. v. 3. 
Unp|roportioaed, adj. unsuitable, not in harmony 
with the occasion. Ham. i. 3. 

Unprovide, v.i. to unfurnish, make unprepared, 
Oth. IV, I. 

Unprovided, p.p. unprepared, H. V. iv. 1. Un- 
furnished, Per. II. I 

Unprovident, adj. improvident, Sonn. x 
Unqualitied, adj, deprived of one’s faculties, An. 
and Cl. III. II. 

Unquestionable, adj. averse to conversation, As 
Yo.i Like It, iii. 2. 

Unquiet, sb. disquiet. Per. prol. 2. adj. restless, 
M. of V. III. 2. 

Unquietness, sb. disquiet, disturbance, Much 
Ado, I. 3 ; Oth. iii. 4. 

Unraised, adj. depressed, not elevated, H V. 
prol. 

Unraked, a.dj. not raked together, not made up 
for the night. Merry Wives, v. 5. 

Unready, aij. undressed, i H. VI. ii. 1. 
Unrecalhng, adj past lecall, Lucr. 993. 
Unreclaimed, adj. untamed, Ham. ii. i. 
Unreconciliable, adj. irreconcilable, An. and Cl. 

V. I. 

Unrecuring, adj. incurable. Tit. And. iii. i. 
Unremoveable, adj. irremoveablc, Lear, ii. 4. 
Unremovcably, iiremoveably, Tim. of A. 

V. I. 

Unreprievable, adj not to be reprieved, John, 
7 \ 

Un esisted, adj, irresistible, Lucr. 282. 
Unrcspected, adj. unregarded, Sonn. xliii. liv. 
Unrespective, ad^j. heedless, R. III. iv. 2. An 
‘ unrespective sieve ’ or voider is one into which 
things are carelessly thrown, Tr. and Cr. 11. 2. 
Unrest, sb disquiet, R. II. ii. 4; R. III. iv. 4; 
Lucr. 1725. 

Unreverend, adj. irreverend, Two G. ii. 6 ; M. 
for M. v. I. 

Unreverent, adj. irreverend, Tam. of S. iii. 2 ; 
R; II. II. I. 

Unrightful, adj. illegitimate, R. II. v. t. 
Unrolled, p.p. struck o.T the roll, Wint. T. iv. 3. 
Unroosted, p.p, driven from the roost, Wint. 'F. 

II. 3. 

Unroot, v.t. to uproot. All’s W’dl, v. i. 

Uurough, adj, beardless, Macb. v. 2. 

Unsatiate, adj. insatiate, R. III. iii. 5. 
Unscanned, ^j. unobservant, inconsiderate. Cor. 

III. 1. 

Unseam, v.t. to rip open, ]\Iacb. i. 2. 
Unseasonable, adj. not in season, Lucr. 581. 
Unseasoned, adj, unseasonable, 2 H. IV. iii. i. 

Untrained, All’s Well, i. i. 

Unsecret, adj wanting in secrecy or reticence, 
Tr. and Cr. iii. 2. 

Unseeming, pr.p. not seeming, L’s L’s L. ii. i. 
Unseminared, p.p. deprived of seed or virility. 
An. and Cl. i. 5. ^ 

Unseparable, adj, inseparable. Cor. iv. 4. 

Unset, unplanted, Sonn. xvi. 

Unsevered, adj. inseparable, Cor. iii. 2. 
Unshaked,/./. unshaken, j. C. iii. 1 ; Cym. 11. i. 
Unshape, v.t. to disorder, derange, M. for M. 
iv. 4. 

Unshaped, adj. without form, artless. Ham. iv. 5. 
Unshapen, adj, misshapen, R. III. 1. 2. 


Unshunnable, adj, inevitable, Oth. iii. 3. 
Unshunned, cuij. inevitable, M. for M. ni. 2. 
Unsifted,/./, untried, inexperienced, Ham. i. 3. 
Unsisting, adj. unresting, M. for M. iv. 2. A 
doubtful word. 

Unsmirched, adj. iinsoiled, Ham. iv. 5. 

Unsorted, adj. unsuitable, i H. IV. ii. 3. 
Unsphere, v.t. to remove from its orbit, Wint. T. 
I. 2. 

Unspoke,/./, unspoken, Lear, i. i. 
Unsquared,/./, unsuitable, Tr. and Cr. i. 3. 
Unstanched, p.p. that cannot hold water. Temp. 

I. 1. Unquenchable, 3 H. VI. ii. 6. 

Unstate, v.t. to deprive of dignitj', Lear, 1. 2 ; 

An. and Cl. iii. 13. 

Unsubstantial, adj. insubstantial, immaterial, R. 
and J. V. 3 , Lear, iv. i. 

Unsure, adj. insecure, unsafe, 2 H. IV. i. 3 ; 
Ham IV. 4. Uncertain, John, iii. i ; Oth. iii 

3 ; Macb. v. 4. 

Unsured, p.p. rendered insecure, John, 11, i. 
Unsvvear, v.t. to recant, retract, John, iii. i ; 
Oth. IV I. 

Untainted, p.p. unblemished, Sonn. xix. Not 
stained by any chaige of crime, R. III. iii. 6. 
Untangle, v.t. to disentangle, umavel, Tw. N. 

II. 2 ; R. and J. i. 4. 

Untaught, adj. rude, unmannerly, M. for M. it. 

4 ; I H. IV. I. 3 ; R. and J. v. 3. 

Uii tempering, adj, incapable of exercising any 
softening influence, H. V. v. 2. 

Unteiit, v.t. to bring out of a tent, Tr. and Cr 

II. 3. 

Untented, adj. that cannot be tented or probed, 
incurable, Lear, i. 4. 

Unthread, v t to withdraw the thread from, John, 
V 4 - 

Unthiift, sb. a prodigal, si>endthrift, Sonn ix. 
XIII. , R II. II. 3. adj. prodigal, good for 
nothing, Tim. of A. iv. 3 ; M. of V. v. i. 
Unthrifty, adj good for nothing, M. of V. i. 3 ; 

R. II. V. 3. 

Untie, V t. to solve, Cym. v. 4. To dissolve, 
break, Temi?. v. i. ^ 

Untirable, adj. indefatigable, Tim. of A. i. i. 
Untoward, adj. refractory, unmannerly, Tam. of 

S. IV. 5 ; John, i. i. 

Untraded, adj, unhackneyed, I'r. and Cr. iv. 5. 
Untread, v.t. to retrace, M. of V. ii. 6c John, v. 

4 : Ven. and A. 908. 

Untreasured, p.p. robbed, deprived as of a treas- 
ure, As You Like It, ii. 2. 

Untried, / /. unexamined, Wint. T. iv. i. 
Untnmmed, p.p. with hair dishevelled or hanging 
loose, as was the cu.stom with brides, John, iii. 1. 
Untrod, adj. untrodden, pathless, J. C. iii. i. 
Untrus.sing, sb. unfastening the points of one’s 
dress, M. for M. iii. 2. 

Untucked,/./, dishevelled, Lover’s Compl. 31. 
Unvalued, culj. inestimable, R. III. i. 4. 
Unwares, adv. unintentionally, 3 H. VI. ii. 5. 
Unwarily, adv. unexpectedly, at unaware.s, John, 

v. 7. 

Unweighed, adj. inconsiderate, reckless, Merr>' 
Wives, II. I. 

Unweighing, adj. thoughtless, M. for M. iii. 2. 
Unwitted, p.p. deprived of intelligence, Oth. ii. 3. 
Unworthy, adj. undeser\'ed, R. III. i. 2. 

Unyoke, v.i. to put off the yoke, as at the end of 
a day’s work, Ham. v. i. v.t. to disjoin, John, 
HI. I. 
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Unyoked, adj. uncontrolled, licentious, i TI. IV. 

1 . 2 . 

Up, adv, up in arms, i II IV. iir. 2 ; 2 11 . IV. 

I. I ; R. 111. IV. 4 . 

Up-cast, sb. the final throw at the pjame of bowls, 
Cym II. I. 

Upfill, v.t. to fillup, li and J, 11. 3. 

Uphoarded, /./. hoarded, stored up. Ham. i. i. 
Up-locked, /./. locked up, Sonn. lii. 

Upmost, adj. uppermost, topmost, J. C. 11. i. 
Up-pricked, /./. pricked up, Ven. and A. 271. 
Upright, adv. upward, straight up, I.eai, n. 6; 

2 H. VI. in. I. 

Upiise, sh. the rising of the sun, Tit. And. 111. i ; 

An. and Cl. iv. 12. 

Uprising, sh. ascent, L\ I.’s L. iv. i. 

Uproar, XKt. to throw mto confusion, Macb. 

IV. 3 . 

Upshoot, sb. the decisive shot, L’s L’s L. iv. i. 
Upspring, sb. a bo'sterous bacchanalian dance. 

Used adjectively, Ham. i. 4 
Upstaring, pr.f. standing on enO, Temp. 1. 2. 
Upswarmed, j j. raised m swariu^;^ 2 H. IV. 

IV. 2. 

Up-till, prep, up to, against, Pass. Pilgt 
Upward, ad 7 >. upwards, H. VUI. Ii. 4. 

Lear, v. 3. r,- * * 

Urchin, sb. a hedgehog. Temp. i. 2 ; Tit. Au-\ 

II. 3. A goblin, Merry Wives, n% 4. 
Urchin-shows, sb. apparitions of urchins or 

goblins, Temp 11. 2. 

Ui chin-snouted, adj. with a snout like an uichin 
or hedgehog, Ven. and A. 1105. 

Usance, sb. interest. 1 \I. ofV. i. 3. 

Use, sb. in use = in trust, not ui absolut' posses- 
sion, M. of V. IV. i ; An. and Cl. i. 3. Interest, I 
M. for M. I. T ; Much Ado, 11. x; 'Iv N. in. ! 

I. 7'.r. to behave oneself, II. VHl. ..i. i. j 

Uses, sb. manners, usages, Ham. 1. 2. , 

Usuring, adj. taking usury, usurious, Tim. of A. 

in. 5 . I''- 3 - . T, 

Utis, sb. boisterous inernment, outcr>’, 2 11. iv. 

II. 4. 

Utterance, sb. to the utterance -Pr. a oiitrance^ 
to the last extremity, Macb. iii. i. ‘At utter 
ance’ — at all hazards, Cym. in. i. 

Vacancy, sb. leisine, An. and Cl. i. 4. 

Vade, v.i, to fade. Pass. Pilgr. 1 p. 

Vagrom, blunder for ‘ v.agiant,’ Much Ado, in. 3. 
Vail, sb. the setting or going down of the sun, 
Tr. and Cr. v. 8. 7 '.t. to let fall, lower, M. of 

V. 1. I ; T H. VI. V. 3 ; Ham. i. 2. v.i. to bow, 
Per. IV. prol. 

ya.ls, sh. profits or perquisites received by scr- 
^ vants, Per. ii. i. 

Yain, adj. for vain = to no purpose, M. for M. 
II 4 

Vainly, ad 7 >. erroneously, 2 H. IV. iv. 5. 
Vainness, sh. boastfulness, Tw. N. in. 4. Vanity, 
H. V. chor. 

Valance, sh. fringes, Tam. of S. II. t. 

Valanced, p p. fringed, Ham. 11. 2. 

Valiantness, sb. bravery, Cor- in. 2. 

Validity, sb. strength, efficacy, Ham. in 2. 
i Value, All’s AVell, t'. 3 • Twe N. i. i. 
iTalued, p.p. ‘ The valued file ’ is the catalogue in 
. f which the items are distinguished according to 
I their worth, a price l'«:t, Macb. in. i. 

Van, sb. the vanguard, first line of battle, An and 
Cl. rv. 6. 


Vantage, sh, advantage, profit, John, 11. i ; Cor. 

I. I. Opportunity, occasion, Merry Wives, iv. 
6; M. of V. III. 2. ‘Of vantage,* from .an 
adxantageous position, Ham, in. 3. ‘To the 
vantage,’ to boot, into the bargain, 0th. iv. 3. 
Superiority, M. N’s Dr. 1. i ; H. V. in. 6; n. 

I ; 2 H. iV. II. 3. 

Vantbrace, sb. armour for the fore-arm, Tr. and 
Cr. I. 3. 

Vara, adv. veiy, L's L’s L. v. 2. 

Variance, sh. quanel, An. and Cl. ii. 6. 

Varlet, sh. a servant, H. V. rv. 2 ; 'rv, and Cr. 

i. r. Used as a term of reproach, like knave, 

^ Temp. IV. I ; Much Ado, iv. 2. 

Varletry, sh. rabble, An. and Cl. v. 2. ^ 

Varnished,/.^, painted, M. ofV. n. 5. 

Vary, sb. variation, caprice, Lear, n. 2. 

Vassalage, sb. vassals, subjects, Tr. and Ci. 
III. 2. 

Vast, adj. waste, desolate, and in a secondary 
sense limitless, R. III. 1. 4 ; Tit. And. iv. i ; 
y. 2 ; John, iv. 3. sb. a boundless ocean, \Vint. 
'I'. 1. I ; Per. in. i. ‘Vast of night’ is the 
desolate and dark period of night when no 
living thing can be seen. Temp. i. 2 ; Ham. 

I. 2. 

Vasiidily, sh. vastiiess, immensity, M. for M. 
in. T. 

Vastly, adv. desolately, like a waste, Lucr. 1740. 
■^'asty, adj. vast, boundless, M. of V. n. 7 : i H. 

V^V. HI. I. 

vaults, caverns, II. V. ii. 4. 

R. vaulted, John, iii. 4 ; t'. 2 ; 

^ p^rol! beginning, Tr. and Cr. 

Vaunt-couriers, . _ 

Vauntci, sh a Leai , in. 2. 

Vaward, sh. the 3 - 

1.6. 'I'lie forepart, iv. 31 Cyu. 
,2. *• N s Dr. IV. I ; 2 H. IV 

Vcgetives, sb. vegetables, 

Velure, sb. velvet, 'l am. of ^^r. III. 2. 

Velvet -guards, i/s veh ei-trimmi,‘' 2. 

phorically to the persons w’ho met.y 

IV, in. I. ' ' i H 

Veney or Venue, sh. a bout 01 turn at f,. , 

hit, Merry Wives, i. i. Used figurati'vt.'i'HS) 
L’sl.. V. I. 

Venge, re/, to avenge, R. II. i ?*, T.ear, IV. a. 
Vengeance, sh. mischief. As You Like- It, iv, 3. 

Tit- And. n. 3. Used adverbially, Cor. n. 2. 
Vengeful, adj. revengeful, vindictive, 2 H. VI. 

in 2 ; 'fit. And. v. 2 ; Sonn. xxix. 

Venom, used adjectively, venomous, pernicious, 
R. III. 1. 3 ; Lucr. 850. 

Venomed, //. poisonous, R. HI. i. 2; Tim. of 
A. IV. 3. . , , 

Venomous, adj. * Venomous wights ’ are those 
filled with venom and spite, Ti and Cr. iv. 2. 
Vent, sb. a discharge, An. anil Cl. v. 2. ‘ Full of 

vent,’ like wine, full of working, effervescent, 
opposed to ‘ mulled,’ Cor. iv. 5. It is also ex- 
plained as a hunting term, of dogs full of the 
scent of the game and eager for pursuit, v.t. 
to dispose of, vend, Cor. i. i. 

Ventages, sb apertures. Ham. ill. 2. 

Ventricle, sh. a cavity. Ihe old anatomists 
divided the brain into three ventricles, in the 
hindmost of which, the cerebellum, they placerl 
memory, L’s L’s L. iv. 2. 
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Verbal, adj, playing with words, Cyin. ii. 3. 
Verge, sb^ compass, R. II. 11. i , R. III. iv. i. 
Verified, perhaps blunder for ‘certified,’ Much 
Ado, V. I. 

Veronesa, a ship of Verona, Oth. 11. 1. 

Versal, blunder for ‘universal,’ R. and J. ii. 4. 
Verse, v.i. versing love = writing love songs, M. 
N’s Dr. II. I. 

Very, adj. true. Two G. iii. 2 ; M. of V. iii. 2. 
Via ! iut. away with you, get forward ; on ! 

Merry Wives, ii. 2; M. of V. 11. 2. 

Viand, sl\ food, victuals. Cor. 1. i. 

Vice, d>. the buffoon in the old inoralitj’' plays, 
Tw. N. IV. 2 ; R. III. III. I ; Ham. iii. 4. v.t. 
to^>yCrew, Wint. I', i. 2. 

Vicious, blameable, wrong, Oth. m 3; Cym. 
5- 

Victual, sh. victuals, Mucli Ado, i. i. 

Vie, v.t. to stake at cards; hence, to challenge, 
contend with. An. and Cl. v. 2 ; Tam. of S. 
II. 1 ; Per. in. i. 

Viewless, adj. invisible, M. for M. iii. i. 
Vigitant, blunder for ‘ vigilantj’ Much Ado, iii. 3. 
Villagery, ab. village population, peasantrj'^, M. 
N’s Dr, II. I. 

Villain, sb. a bondman, serf, As You Like It, i. i ; 
Lear, iii. 7. Used in familiar addresses, with- 
out any opprobrious sense, like ‘ rogue,' Wint. 
T. i. 2 ; Tw. N. II. 5 ; Tr. and Cr. iii, 2. 
Villain -like, adrA villanously, Lear, v. 3. 
Villanous, adr'. villanously, 'I’emp. iv. i. 

Villany, sb. mischief. Merry Wives, n. i ; Tam. 
ofS. IV. 3. 

Villiago, Ital, vtgliacco, a base coward, 2 H. VI. 

IV. 8. 

Vindicative, adj. vindictive, Tr. and Cr. iv. 5. 
Vinewedst, adj. inouldiest, I’r. and Cr. 11. x. 

Viol, sb. a .si.\-stringed guitar, R. II. i. 3. 

Viol -de-gam boys, sb. a bass-viol 01 violoncello, 
Tw. N. 1. 3. 

Violent, v.i. to act violently, lage, Tr. and Cr. 

4- 

Virgin, v.t. to virgin it, is to play the virgin, re- 
main a virgin, Cor. v 3. 

Virginal, adj. maidenly, 2 H. VI. v. 2 ; Cor. v. 2. 
V'irginalling,/r / playing with the finger:, as upon 
the virginals, Wint. T. 1. 2. 

Virtue, valour, courage, Lear, \ . 3 ; Cor. i. i. 
Essence, essential quality, Temp. i. 2 ; M. N’s 
Dr. IV. I ; Tim. of A. in. 5. 

Virtuous, adf. etTicaci<nis, powerful, Oth. iii. 4. 
Essential, M. N's Dr, in. 2; 2 H. IV. iv. <5. 
‘Virtuous season’ == benignant influence, M. 
for M. n, 2. 

Visited, p.p. attacked by the plague, 1^‘s L’s L. 

V. 2. 

Visitings, sh. attacks, Mach. i. 5. 

Visor, sb. a mask, Much Ado, n. i ; L’s L’s L. 
V. 2. 

Vizament.s, sh. advisements, in Sir Hugh Evans’s 
language. Merry Wives, i. i. 

Vizard, sb. a mask, R. III. n. 2 ; Macb. in. 2. 
Vizarded, p.p. masked, disguised. Merry Wives, 
IV. 6 ; Tr. and Cr. i. 3. 

Vizard-hke, adj. like a mask, 3 H, VI. i. 4. 
Voice, sb. votej R. III. iii. 2. Cor. ii. 2. v.t. 
to vote, nominate, Cor. n. 3, To proclaim, Tim. 
of A. IV. 3. 

Void, v.t. to avoid, Cor. iv. 5. To quit, H. V. 
IV. 7. To emit, vomit, M. of V. i. 3 ; H. V. 
ni. 5 ; Tim. of 1. 2. 


Voiding lobby, sb. an ante-room into which tlie 
apartments of a mansion, as it were, emptied 
themselves, 2 H. VI. iv. i. 

Volable, adj. quick-witted, L’s L’s L. in. i. 
Volley, v.t. to discharge, utter with violence, 
An. and Cl. ii. 7 ; Ven. and A. 921. 

Volquessen, Vexin, John, n. i. 

V’cluntary, sb. a volunteer, John, n. i , Tr. and 
Cr. II. I. 

Votaress, sh. a female votary, M N’s Dr. 11, 1 ; 
Per. IV. prol. 4. 

Votarist, sb. a votary, M. for M. i. 4 ; Oth. iv. 2. 
Vouch, sb. testimony, guarantee, M. for M. 

II. 4; Cor. n. 3; Oth. n. I. 7'.?’. to assert, 
solemnly affirm, warrant. Temp. ii. i ; Macb. 
in. 4 ; Oth. i. 3. 

Vowed, p.p. sworn, M. for M, V. i ; L's L's L. 

V. 2. 

Vow-fellow, sh. one bound by the same vow, L's 
L’s L. n. I. 

Voyage, sh. enterprise, Merry Wives, ii. i ; Tw. 
N. in. I. 

Vulgar, adj. common, ordinary, Tw. N. in. i ; 
Ham. I. 2 ; I. 3. Public, An. and Cl. in. 13 ; 
Sonn. cxii. Common to all, John, n. i. ‘The 
vulgar heart ’ = the heart of the people, 2 H. 
yi. 1. 3. ‘A vulgar station ’ = a standing-place 
in the crowd, Cor. n. i. sb. the common 
people, H. V. iv. 7 ; J. C. i. i. The common 
tongue, As You Like It, v. i. 

Vulgarly, adv. publicly, M. for M. v. i. 

Waft, v.t. to beckon, M. of V. v. i ; Com. of E. 
n. 2. To turn, Wint. T. i. 2. To convey 
by water, John, ir. i ; 2 H. VI. iv. 1. 

Waftage, sb. conveyance by water, Com. of E. 

IV. I ; Tr. and Cr. in. 2. 

Wafture, sb. the gesture of waving, J. C. 11. i. 
Wag, v.i. and v.t. to move, stir, R. III. in. 5. 
To move to and fro, Ham. in. 4 ; v. i ; M. of 

V. IV. I. To go one’s way, Merry Wives, 
I. 3 ; Much Ado, v. 1. 

Wage, v.t. to stake, Lear, 1. i ; Cym. i. 4. To 
venture, hazard, i H. IV. iv. 4 ; Oth. 1. 3. To 
remunerate, Cor. v. 6. v.i. to contend, Lear, 
n. 4. To be on an equality, An. xuid Cl. v. i ; 
Per. IV. 2. 

Waggling, i'/s wagging, shaking, Much Ado, n. i. 
Waggon, sb. chariot, Wint. T. iv. 4 ; R. and J. 
I. 4. 

Waggoner, sb. charioteer, R. and J. i. 4 ; in. 2. 
Wailful, adj. doleful, Two G. in. 2. 

Wainropes, sh. waggon-ropes, I'w. N. in. 2. 
Waist, sb. the part of a ship between the quarter- 
deck and forecastle, Temp. i. 2. 

Wake, sb. waking, i H. IV. in. i ; Lear, i. 2; 

III. 2. v.i. to keep late revels. Ham. 1. 4 ; 
Sonn. LXi. 

Wakes, sb. feasts, late revels, L’s L’s L. v. 2 ; 

Wint. T. IV. 3 ; Lear, in. 6. 

Wallet, sb. a bag, sack, Temp. in. 3 ; Tr. and 
Cr. in. 3. 

Wall-eyed, adj. fierce -eyed: properly used of 
eyes in which the iris is white or wanting in 
colour, John, iv. 3. 

Wall-newt, sb. a lizard, Lear, in. 4. 

Wan, v.i. to turn pale. Ham. ii. 2. 

Wanion, sb. With a wanion=with a vengeance, 
Per. II. 1. 

Wanting, /r./. deficient in, unskilled in, R. II. 
III. 3 - 
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Wanton, sb. one brouglit up in luxurj’, an effemin- 
ate person, John, v. i ; Ham, v. 2. 7 \i. to play, 

dally, Wint. T. ii. i : Ven. and A. 106. 
Wantonly, adv. playfully, spoitively, Sonn. liv. 
Wantonness, sb, snort, frivolity, John, Tr. and 
Cr. III. 3. Lasciviousness, Merry Wives, iv. 2. 
Affectation, Ham. iii. i. 

Want-wit, sb. an idiot, IM. of V. 1. i. 
Wappened,/./. worn out, stale, Tim of A. iv. 3. 
Ward, sb. guardianship, All’s Well, 1. 1. Defence, 
L’s L’s L. III. I. (iuard m fencing, posture of 
defence. Temp. i. 2; i H. IV. ii. 4. Prison, 
custody, 2 H. VI. v. 1. A cell, Ham. 11. 2. 
A bolt, Tim. of A. iii. 3 ; Lucr. 303. v.t, to 
guard, R. 111 . v. 3 ; Tr. and Cr. 1. 2. 

Warden, sb. a large baking pear, Wint. T. iv. 3. 
•Warder, sb. a guard, Macb. 1. 7 ; iv. i. A trun- 
cheon, R. II. I. 3. 

’Ware, beware, L's L’s L. v. 2 ; Tr. and Cr. v. 7. 
Ware, adj. aware, As You Like It, 11. 4 ; R. and 

J. I. I. 

War-man, sb. warrior, L’s L’s L. v. 2. 
War-marked, adj. bearing the marks of war, An. 
and Cl. 111. 7. 

Warn, v.t. to summon, John, il. i ; R. and J. v. 
3. God warn us = God forbid, As You Like It, 

IV. 1. 

Warp, v.t. to change, turn, distort, As You Like 
It, II. 7 ; All’s Well, V. 3. 

Warrant, ZKt. to guarantee, attest, Much Ado, 
IV. I ; Cor. II. I. To secure, M. for M. iv. 2 : 
Com. of E. IV. 4. jord warrant us ! = Lord 
protect us ! As You/ Ike It, iii. 3. 

Warranted, upoi| i w'arranted need = upon 
an occasion whicfe required a warrant or 
guarantee, M. for M. iii. 2. 

Warrantise, sb. security, guarantee, i H. VI. i. 3. 
Warranty, sb. authorisation, warrant, permission, 
M. of V. i. I : Ham. v. i ; 0 th. v. 2. 

Warrener, sb. the keeper of a warren, a game- 
keeper, Merry Wives, i. 4. 

Wash, sb. used of the sea, Ham. iii. 2. 

Washford, Wexford, i H. VI. 7. 
Waspish-headed, adj. irritable, petulant, Temp. 

IV. I. 

Wassail, sb. a drinking bout, carousing, L’s L’s L. 

V. 2 ; Macb. 1. 7. 

Waste, In the way of waste = for the purpose 
of ruining us, Merry Wives, iv. 2. 

Wat, a familiar word for a hare, Ven. and A. 697. 
Watch, sb. want of sleep, wakefulness, Ham. 11. 
2. A watch candle which marked the hours, 
R. III. V. 3. A stated interval of time, R. IL 
v. 5. v.t. to keep from sleeping, and so to 
tame, Tam. of S. iv. i ; Tr. and Cr. in. 2 ; 0 th. 

III. 3. z’.i. to keep awake, sit up, R. II. ii. i. 
Watch-case, sb. a sentry-box, 2 H. IV. iii. i. 
Watching, sb. waking, Macb. i. 

Water-gall, sb, a secondary rainbow, Lucr. 1588. 
Waterish, adj. well-watered, Lear, 1. 1. Watery, 

0th. in. 3. 

Water-rugs, sb. rough water-dogs, Macb. in. i. 
Waters, sb. For all waters = ready for anything, 
Tw. N. IV. 2 . The origin of the expression is 
not certain. 

Water-work, sb. painting in water colour, 2 H. 

IV. II. I. 

Watery, adj. watering, as with eager desire, Tr. 
and Cr. in. 2. 

Wave, v.t. to beckon, Ham. i. 4. zki. to waver. 
Cor. II. 2. 


Wawl, z'.i. to cry as an infant, Lear, iv. 6. 

Wax, sb. a man of wax is a man as perfect as if 
he had been modelled in wax, R. and J. 1. ;j. 
In ‘a wide .sea of wax,’ Tim. of A. i. i, there is 
a reference to writing tablets covered with wax 
7 './. to grow, Cor. 11. 2 ; Ham. i. 3. 

Waxen, grow. Waxen in tlieir mirth = grow mer- 
rier and merrier, M. N’s Dr. ii. i. adj. soft as 
w'ax, penetrable, R. II. i. 3. Perishable, easily 
effaced, H. V. i. 2. • » _ 

Way, sb. course of life or ccy*j|iict, practice ’ 

V. 3. H. VIIl. i. 3; 

thinking, H. vlII. v. i. 

o'ays, in the phrase ‘comeyt 
along, As You Like It, i. 2 ; 1 

Weaken, 7 './. to grow weak, Lear^ 

Weal, ib. welfare, happiness, John, 

I ; Ham. 111. 3. Commonwealil 
Macb. 111. 4 ; v. 2 ; Lear, 1. 4. 

Wealsmen, sb. commonwealth’s men, 

Cor. II. I. 

Wealth, sb. welfare, prosperity, M. ot 
Ham. iV. 4, 

Weaponed, adj. armed with a weapon, Oi. 

Wear, sb. fashion, M. for M. iii. 2 ; As You 
It, 11. 7 : All’s Well, i. 1 ; Wint. T. iv. 4. 
to be worn, be in fashion, All’s Well, i. 
wear out, i H. IV. 11. 4 ; Ven. and A. 506 
glow fitted by use like a garment, 'I’w. I\ 

4. 7 '.t. to fatigue, exhaust, As You Like 1 1 
4 ; All’s Well, v. 1. 

Weather, sb Keeps the weather - keeps on th 
windward side, has the advantage, Tr. and Ci. 

V. 3- 

Weather-bitten, adj. conoded by the weather 
Wint. T. v. 2. 

Weathei-fend, 7 \t. to protect from the weather, 
Temp. V. I. 

Web and pin, sb. the disease of the eyes now' 
called cataract, Lear, iii. 4. 

Wee, ad/, veiy small, tiny, Merry Wives, i. 4, 

Weed, sb. a garment, M. N’s Dr. ii. i ; Cor. 
n. 3- I 

Weeding, sb. weeds, L’s L’s L. i. i. 

Week, sb. To he in by the week, is a cr V- 
phra-.e for being a close prisoner 


v. 2. 

Ween, 7 '.r. to suppose, ima^’ 
H. yill. V. I. * 

Weeping-ripe, adj. reaJ'c 
” -• 3H. VI. 1.4. 


Weepings, si. lamenta#^ 

Weet, v.i. to know, A^ ns ^ ^ 

Weigh out = outwei}^ 0 _ 

Weird, adj. fatal, l/^’6 



spring^i', 

Pilgr. 281. 

Well-a-day, int. alasK 
N. IV. 2. Used subV l 

Wel!-a-near, int. alas!\ u. 

prol. \ f 

Well-breathed, adj. well ex^ a irain- 

ing, Ven. and A. 678. 

Well-favoured, adj. good-looking, Two G. ii. i ; 
Much Ado, III. 3. 

Well -fough ten, ad/, well fought. H. V. iv. 6. 
Well desired, adj. much sought after, in great 
request, 0th. ii. i. 
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Verbal, cuij. plajin>f with words, C> m. ii. ] 

Ver,je, sb. compasb, R. II. i). i , R. III. iv. i. j 
Verified, perhaps blunclei fur ‘certified,’ Mucli 
Ado, V. 1. 

Veronesa, a ship of Verona, 0 th. ii. i. 

Versa!, blunder fur ‘universal,’ K. and J. ll. 4. 
Verse, v.t. vet sing love - wTiiing love songs, M, 
N's Dr. II. 1. 

Ver>', true. Two 0 . 111. 2 ; M. of V. in. 2. 
Via! tut. away wath >ou, get foiward*. on' 
Merr> Wives, 11. 2; .\ 1 . ofV. 11. 2. 

Vi.Uid, \b. food, victuals, t ^r. 1 i. 

Vu'e, i/j. the buffoon m the old morality pla\s, 
Tw. N IV. 2; K. III. 111. J ; Ham. in. 4. v.t. 
to, screw, Wiiit T. i. 2. 

Vii ions, ntij- blameable, w long, flih. in 3 ; 

,v. 5 * 

Vi( tual, sb. victuals, Much Ado, i. i. 

Vie, 7>.t. to stake at cauls; hence, to th.allemge, 
contend with, An. and Cl. v. 2, lam. of S. 
n. I ; Per. in. i. 

Viewless, adj. invisible, M. for M. in. 1. 

Vigitani, blunder foi ‘vigilanlj’ Miu h Ado, ni. 3. 
Villager^’, tb village population, peasantry, M 
N’s Dr. 11. 1. 

Villain, sb. a bondrn.ui, serf. As You Dike It, 1 i ; 
Lear, in. 7. Uscsl in familiai addresses, with- 
out any opprobrious sense, like ‘rogue,’ Wint. 
T. 1. 2 , Tw. N. n. 5 ; Tr. and Cr. in. 2 
Villain-like, <*</?'. vill.inously, I.ear, 3. 

Villanous, adv. vlllanouslj , 'I'enip. i\. i. 

Vj!lan>, sb. mischief, Merry Wives, n. i ; T.am. 
ofS. IV. t- 

Villiago, Ilal. vii^ltaLn>. a b.ise eoward, 2 11. VI. 

IV. 8. 

Vindicative, nd;\ vindu live, Tr. .uid Cr. iv. 5. 
Vinewedst, adJ. motiUliest, Ir. and C r. n. 1 
Viol, sb. a si\*stnngtd guitar, R. II. 1 3 
Viol-dc-gamhoys, sb. *i bass-viul or violoncello, 
'J’w. N i. 3. 

Violent, 7'/. to act vi*)Ionily, i.ige, 'I'r. and Ci. 

4 - .... 

Virgin, 7>.t. to virgin it. is to pla> the virgin, le- 
main a virgin, C'oi. 3. 

V1rg1n.1l, (idj. nivVidenly, 2 II. VI. v. ? ; Cor. v. 2 
Virginalling,/r/ pla) mg with the fingers as upon 
the viigin.ils, Wini. T. 1, 2. 

Viriuc, si', valour, coinage, l.eai. v 3 ; Coi. i. i 
Rssence, essential qn.ility, Temp. i. 2 ; M, N s 
Dr. IV, X ; Tim. of ,A. in. 5 
Virtuous, adj. elTuarn-us, powerful. Otii. in 4. 
Essential, M. N's Di, in. 2; 2 H IV. i\. s 
‘Virtuous season’ -- benignant intlucnce, M. 
for M. n. 2. 

Visited,/./ attacJved by the plague, l.’s Ifs L. 

V. 2. 

Visitings, sb. ati.irks, Macb. i. s- 

Visor, S ', a mask, Much Ado, n. i; L’s L’s L. 

V, 2. 

Vi/aments, sh. advisements, in Sir Hugh Evans’s 
langu.ige, Met ty Wives, i. i, 

Viz.'vrd, sh. a mask. R. 111 . n. 2 ; Macb. in. 2. 
Viz;irded, ^./. m.xsked, disguised, Merrj' Wives, 
IV. 6 : 1 r. and Cr. 1. 3. 

Vt/ard-like, atl/. bke a mask, 3 H. VI. i. 4. 

V^oice, s.^. vole, R. III. in. 2 f'or, n. v.t. 
to vote, nominate, Cor. 11. 3. To pioclaim, Tun. 
of. A. IV. 3. 

Void, 7'./. to avoid, Cor. iv. s. To qnh, H. V. 
IV, 7. To emit, vomit, M. of V. i. 3 ; H. V. 
ni, 5 ; Tim. of A. i. 2. 


Voiding lobby, sb. an aiiie-ruoin into which the 
apartments of a mansion, as it were, emptied 
them.selvts, 2 H. VI. iv. i. 

Volable, adj. quick-w'ltted, L’s L’s L. ill. i. 
Volley, V t. to discharge, utter w'lth violence, 
An. and C! n. 7 ; Ven. and A. 921. 

Volquessen, Vexin, John, n. i. 

Voluntary', sb. a volunteer, John, n. j , Ti, ami 
Cr. II. 1. 

Votaress, sb. a female votary, M N’s Dr. ii. i ; 
J'er. IV. jjrol. 4, 

Votanst, sb. a votary, M. for M. i. 4 , Oth, iv. 2. 
Vouch, sh. testimony, guarantee, M. for M. 
II. 4; ('or. II. 3; Oih. n. 1. v.i. to assert, 
solemnly aflfirm, warrant, d'enip. n. i ; Mad), 
in. 4 ; Oth. I. 3, 

Vowed, /./. sworn, AI for M v. 1 , L’s L’s L. 

V. 2, 

Vuvv-fellow , sb. one bound by the same vow, L’s 
L’-. L. n. I. 

Voyage, sb. enter]>rise, Merry Wives, ii. x ; Tw. 
N. in. 1, 

Vulgar, adj, common, ordinary, Tw. N. in. 1 ; 
llam. I 2; 1. 3. Public, An. and Cl. in. 13; 
Soim. c\n. Common to all, John, n. 1. ‘The 
vulgai heart’ — the heart of the people, 2 H. 

VI. t. 3. ‘A vulgar station ’ = a standing-place 
in the crowd, Cor. n. i. ,sb. the common 
peojile, H. V. iv. 7; J. C. i. i. The common 
tongue, As You lake It, v. 1. 

Vulgarly, adv. publicly, M. for M. v. i. 

Wa^t, 7'./. to beckon, M. of V. v. i ; Com. of E 
n. 2. To turn, Wint. 'T. i. 2. To convey 
by water, John, n. i ; 2 H. VI. iv, i. 

Waftage, sb. ciinveyance by \v.aer, Com. of E. 

IV, i ; Tr and Ci in. 2 

Waftuie, sb. the gesture of waving, J. C. n. i. 
Wag, 7’ /. and v.t. to move, snr, R. III. in. 5. 
'Po move to and fro, Ham. m. 4; v. i ; M. of 

V. i\. 1 To go one’s way, Alerry Wives, 
1. 3 ; Much Ado, v. i. 

Wage, 7'./. to stake, Lear, i i; Cyin i. 4. To 
venture, h.xz.iul, 1 IL IV. i\. 4; Oth. i. 3. To 
remunerate, Cor. v. 6. v.t. to contend, Lear, 
n. 4. To be ou an equality, An. and Cl. v. i ; 
Per. IV. 2. 

W.iggling, ,v/>. wagging, shaking, Much .Ado, n. 1. 
Waggon, sb. chariot, Wmt. T. n. 4; R. and J, 
1 . 4 - 

Woggouer, sb. charioteer, R. and J. 1. 4 ; in. 2. 
Wailful, a tj. doleful, Tw'o (1. ni. 2. 

Wainiopvs, sb. w.iggon- ropes, 1 \\. N. in. 2. 
Waist, sb. the part of a ship between the quarter- 
deck and forecastle, Temp. i. 2. 

Wake, sb waking, i H, IV. in. i ; Lear, i. 2 ; 
in. 2. 7*./. to keep late revels, Ham. i. 4; 

Sonn. LX I. 

Wakes, sb. feasts, late revels. L's L’s L. v, 2 ; 

Wmt. T- IV. 3; Lear, in. 6, 

Wallet, sb. a bag, sack, Temp. in. 3 ; I'r. and 
Cr. in. 3. 

W*dl-eyed, adj'. fierce -eyed, properly used of 
eyes in which the iris is white or wanting in 
colour, John, iv. 3. 

Wall-newt, sb. a liztrd, Lear, in, 4. 

W.an, v.t. to turn pale, Ham. n. 2. 

Wanion, sb. With a wanion-wath a vengeance, 
Per. n. i. 

Wanting, /r./. deficient in, unskilled in. R. IL 
in. 3. 
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Wanton, one broii^lu up inluxun-, anenennn- 
atc person, John, v. i , iLim. v. 7 \t. topLi>, 
dally, 1 '. n. 1 Ven. and A. 106. 

Wantonly, ad:', playfully, sportively, Sonn. 1 iv. 
WantT^no'^. > ' r" ^r.\olirv J -^n, iv. t; Tr. an«l 
Cr !■:. i .. i\..i .M( '\ Wives, iv. 2. 

AMi‘( : ,11 ■), J I ■ • I ■ i. 

Want-wit, sK an idiot, M. of V. 1 i. 

Wappened,/ />. worn out, stale, '1 uu of A. iv. 3. 
Ward, sb. guardianship, All’s Well. i. 1. Defence, 
L's L's L III. I. C.uard in hnring, jiostuie of 
defence, Temp. 1 2; 1 II. IV 11.4. Piison, 
cu.stod>, 2 H. VI. 1. A cell, Ham. ii 2. 
A bolt, 'run. of A in. 3; laui. 303. 7'./. to 

guaid, Iv. III. T’ .and t 1 1 j. 

Warden, sb. a lart^e b.iking poar, W int. 'I . n. 3 
•Warder, sb. a guaid, Macb. 1. 7 ; 2\. 1. A trun- 
cheon, R. ii. 1. " 

’Ware, beware, L's l.’s T. \ . 2 ; Tr. aiul (b. v. 7 
W'aie, at/j aw’are, As \ on I/ikc It, 11. 4 , R. aiuI 

J. J- 1- 

War-man, sb. warrior, L’^ I/s L. v. 2. 
War-marked, adj. bearing the marks of war. An. 
and C'l. III. 7. 

Warn, 7 >.f. to summon, John, IT. i ; R .and J. \ 

3, God warn us — God loibid, As You Like Ji. 

IV. I. 

Warp, z'.t. to change, turn, distort. As You Like 
It, II. 7 ; Aii'.s ^\■eIl, \ . 

Warrant, r'.t*. to guarantee, attest, Much Ado, 
IV, I ; Cor. n. j. 'I'o '“cure, M foi M. iv , 
Com. of I'L IV. 4. / .rrl w.inant us ! = 1 uid 

ptotetl us’ As You ^ /ce It, iii. 3. 

Wtirranted, /./. upof a wairanicil need upon 
an occasion wine, rctplucd u warr.tnt or 
guarantee, M. for M. in. 2. 

Warrantise, sb. security, gnarantet , t H VI. i 3. 
W.arranty, sb. autliorisaiion, warrant, permission, 
M. of V. I. I , H.ani. \ . i : 0 th. 2. 

Warrener, sb. the keepci of a warren, a game- 
keeper, Merry Wives, i. 4. 

W.a.sh, sb. used of the sea, Ham 111. o. 

Washford, Wevfoid, 1 H. \'L 1^. 7. 
Waspish-headed, adj. irritable, iiciulant, Temp. 

IV. I. 

Wassail, sb a drinking bout, carousing, L’s L’s I , 

V. 2 ; Macb. I. 7. 

Waste, sb. In the way of w'aste -- for the purpose 
of ruini^ig us, Merrv Wives, i' ?. 

Wat, a f.inuliar w'ord fur a hare, Ven. and A. 697. 
Watch, sb. As,int of sleep, wakefulness, Ham. in 
2, -A watch candle which ma’ked the hour>, 
R. III. V. 3. A stated interval of time, R, II 
V. 5. T'.t. to keep from sleeping, and so to 

lame, Tam of S. iv. 1 ; 'Fr. am’ Cr iii. 2 ; Oih 

III, 3. z'. 7 . to keep awake, sit uji, R. IL 11. 1, 

Watch-case, sb, a sentrj’-liox, 2 H. IV. iii. i. 
Watching, sb. winking, Macb. v. i. 

Water-gall, sb. a secondary’ rainbow, Lucr, 11^88. 
Watensh, adj. \vell-w’.ater^, Lear, i. i. Watery’, 

0th. IM. 3. 

Water-nigs, sb, rough water-dogs, Macb. ill. r. 
Waters, sb. For all waters — ready lor anything, 
Tw N. IV. 2. The origin of the CKpresSioii is 
not certain. 

Water-work, sb. p.iinting in water colour, 2 H. 

IV. II. I. ^ , 

Watery, adj. watering, as with eager desire, Ir. 
ard Cr. ni. 2. 

Wave, 7/./, to beckon. Ham. i, 4. z>.{. to w’aser. 

Cor. II. 2. 


Wawl, ^ /. to cry as an infant, Lear, i\. 6. 

W.i\, sb. a man of wax is a man as perfect as if 
he had been modelled in W'av, K. and J. 1. 3 
In ‘a wide sea of wax,’ Tun. of A. 1. i, tliere is 
a reference to w'riting tablets coveied with wax 
T'./ to glow. Cor. 11. 2; Ham. I. 3. 

Waxen, gnnv. Waxen in llieir mirth = grow' iiu i - 
, ricr.uid merrier, M. N’s Dr. 11. 1. adj. sol; :is 
wax, penetsMble. R. II, i.a. PerLshable, easi’v 
effaced, H. V. 1. 2. | 

Way, sb. couise of life orcph^ct, practice 
V 3 H. Vlll. I. 3; 
thinking, H. V ill. V. t. 
v/ays, in the pluasc ‘ come yi 
akmg. As You Like It, 1. 2 : 1 
Weaken, :• t. to grow W'eak, Leai 
Weal, sb wrlf.iie, happiness, John, 

1 ; H.uu. in. 3 Cornmouwe.iltl 
Macb. m. 4 ; \ . 2; Lear, i. 4. 

Wealsintu, sb. conimonw'callh s men. 

Cor. It. I. 

Wealth, sb. W'elfaie, prosperity, M. ot 
Ham. IV 4. 

M'eajxnicd, adj. armed wdth a weapon, Otr 
Wear, sb. Lishion, M forM. in 2 , As Vov 
It, It. 7 : All’s Well, J. 1 ; Wmr. 'F. iv. 4. 
to he worn, he in f.ishion. All's Well, 1. fw* 

{ w'ear out, 1 IL IV. n. 4 , A en. and A. sc-b 
grow' fitted b) use like a gainient, ‘ 

4. r./. to faiigtie, exhaust, As You lake h 

i 4 ; All s Well, V. J. 

W* ath< r, sb Keeps the w'eafhei - keeps on iL 
windward side, has the advantage, 'I'l. and ti 

Wv.itlu r-biiten, adj. toirodul by tlie weathtr ' 
U uu '1 . V 

We.ither-fi lid, 71./. to protect from ibe weatbei, 
'Femp \ t. 

W'eb and pm, sb. the disease of the eyes now' 
calltd tatarait, Leai, in. 4, 

Wt<., ad; xeiy small, tiny, Merry Wives, i. 4. 
Weed, sb. a garment, M. N’s Dr. n, 1 ; (, or. 

n. 3 I J 

^\ ceding, 7/' w"(-(L, I/s I/s L I. I. f 

Week, sb. 'I o be in by tlie week, js a colidipi^i 
pbiasc for being a close priso^gr px, p. 

Wcei., 7'/. to sui>|>ose, H. A'L n. 5: 

IJ VIII V. 1. 

Wetpmg-npc, at'; re.ady to weep, I^’s L's L 

V. 2; 3 IL VI I 4. 

Weepings, sb. lamentations, Corn, of E. i. j. 

Weet, 7/ / tit know-, An. and Cl 1 ?. 

Wcigli out =- outweigh, IL VIJL m r. 
j Weird, attj. fatal, belonging to fate. The weiid 
Ms? er-. are the fates, iVlaib. i. j ; 1. 5 , in r. 
Welkin, sb. the sky. Temp. r. 2 ; 'I'vo ?f n. p 
L'sed ,'idjcctive-ly, sky blue. Wint. 'F, i. i 
Well, %b. a spring of w.ite‘r, Sonn. cluv J Pass. 
Pilgr 281. 

Weii-a day, int. alas f Mcny Wives, Til. 3 ; Tw. 

N. IV. 2. Hsed substantively', Per. n. 4. 

Wei! a-near, int. alas ! I ke wcli-a-day, Per. in 

Well-breathed, adj, well exercised, in good train- 
intr, \'en. and A. ^78. 

Well favoured, ad^ goixJ -looking, Two (L 11. j ; 
Mu< h Ado, ill, 3. 

Welbfotighten, ad/, well fought H, V. iv. 6. 

J Well dc'-irf’d. ad/, much sought after, in great 

; request, OMi. n. 1. 
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Well-famed, adj. famous, Tr. and Cr. iv. 5. 
Well-found, fortunately met with, Coi. 11. 2. 

Well-furnished, skilled, All's Well, ii. i. 
Well-jjraced, ad), graceful, R. II. v. 2. 
Well-learned, adj. well-instructed, versed in learn- 
ing, R. III. iii. 5. 

Well liking, adj. in good condition, plump, L’s 
L’s L. V. 2. 


Well seen, adj. well skilled, Tam. of S. i. 2. 
Well-took, adj. well taken. Ham. ii. 2. 

• hook, sfi. a .’.edging bill, with a curved 
^Uade lon*^, handle, i H. IV. ii. 4. j 

Wend, E- i- 1 1 N's Dr. 

ho ! a cry of the watermen on the 
s, Tw. N. 111. I. 

Wei"*#' windpipe, Temp. iii. 2. 

\VVialr ^ ^ ~ what manner of fool is 

' -^.iMuch Ado, I. 3. 

sb. either the burden or refrain of a song, 
^ ♦he spinning-wheel to which it might be sung, 

t )a.m. IV. 5. to fetch a co.npass, go round, 

^r. I. 6. To roam, Tr. and Cr. v. 7. 

Reeling, adj. roaming, Oth. i. 1. 
eels, to go on wheels — to go smoothly round, 
n. and Cl. ii. 7. To set on wheels = to cause 
* ^ '^smoothly. Two G. III. I. In each instance 
5, pun intended. 

Jhitsun, 2 H. IV. 11. i. 
pi pimple, pustule, wheal, H. V. ni. 6. 
^dj, covered with whelks or knobs, 
^ 6 . 

7 . to overwhelm, jMerrjr Wives, ii. 2. 

1 exclamation of impatience. Temp. 1. 


vr , 


it. to ov 
A exclar 

/l. I. I. 


h as, adzf. when, Ven. and A. 999 ; Sonn. 

) jClix ; Pass. Pilgr. 299. Since, Tit. And. iv. 4. 
d When ? can you tell ? an expression of contempt. 
Com. of E. 111. I ; i H. IV. ii. i. 

Where, used substantively, Lear, i. i. ad 7 f. 
whereas, M. of V. iv. i ; i H. VI. v. 3 ; Cor. i. i. 

Whereagainst, adv. against which, Cor iv. 5. 

Wh< reas, adv. where, 2 H. VI, i. 2. 

'’ktC'ein, adv. in what dress. As You Like It, 

Whiffler, sb. v ne who went in front of a procession 
to clear the way. He was so called from the 
wiffle or staff witu whic’ he was armed, which 
was originally a kind oi jtxe. The whifflers in 
Norwich carried a sword of lath or latten, 
H. V. v. chor. 

While, conj. till, Macb. iii. i. 

While as, conj. while, 2 H. VI. i. i. 

While-ere, adz>. a short time before, Temp. iii. 2. 

Whiles, conj. while. Temp. ii. i ; As You Like It, 
IV. 3. Till, Tw. N. IV. 3. 

Whipping-cheer, sb. the entertainment of the lash, 
2 H. IV. V. 4. 


Whipster, sh. a schoolboy still liable to be whipped, 
Oth. v. 2. 

Whipstock, sh. the handle of a whip, Tw. N. ii. 
3 ; Per. ii. 2. 

Whir, v.t. to hurry away. Per. iv. i. 

Whist, hushed, still, Temp. i. 2. 

Whit, sb. No whit = no jot, not at all, R. II. 11. 
1 ; J. C. ii. I. Not a whit, Ham. v. 2. Ne’er 
a whit, Tam. of S. i. i. 

White, sb, the bull’s eye of a target, Tam. of S. 


Whitely, adj. pale-faced ; the old reading in L's 
L's L. 111. 1. 

Whither, adz'. whithersoev'er, r H. IV. v. 3. 

Whiting-time, sb. bleaching-time. Merry Wives, 
III. 3. 

Whitster, sb. a bleacher. Merry Wives, iii. 3. 

Whittle, sb. a common clasp-knife, Tim. of A. v. i. 

Who, jron. he who, Two G. v. 4 ; Oth. ni. 3. 
Whoever, Wint. T. v. i ; J. C. 1. 3 ; Ham. iv. 5. 

Whole, adj. sound, Macb. in. 4. Restored to 
health, 2 H. IV. iv. i ; J. C. ii. i. 

Wholesome, adj. sound, healthy, Ham. i. 5 ; in. 4. 

Wh'^obub, sb. hubbub, outcry, Wint. T. iv. 4. 

Whoreson, sb.^ bastard, Lear, i. i. U.sed with 
coarse familiarity as a substantive, R. and J. 
iv^. 4; H. VIII. I. 3; and as an adjective, 
Temp. I. T ; 2 H. IV. i. 2. 

Why. For why — because, Two G. iii. 1 ; R. II. 

V. I. 

Wicked, adj. baneful, mischievous. Temp. i. 2. 

Wide, adz). wide of the mark, far from the pur- 
pose, remote from. Much Ado, iv. i ; Tr. and 
Cr. 111. I ; Merry Wives, iii, i. 

Widow, z>.t. to dower, M. for M. v. i. To be 
widow to, An. and Cl. i. 2. 

Widowhood, sb. rights as widow, Tam. of S. 

II. I. 

Wight, sb. a person, being, Tr. and Cr. i\’. 2 ; 
Oth. 11. 3. 

Wightly, adj. nimble, L’s L's L. in. x. The old 
reading is ‘ whitely,’ and is perhaps right, 
though it introduces an inconsistency. 

W’lld, ^j. rash, heedless, Wint. 1 '. n. 1 ; iv, 4 ; 
Cor. IV. I. sb. weald, i H. IV. n. i. 

Wilderness, sb. wildness, M. for M. iii. i. 

Wildly, adv. disorderly, in confusion, John, iv. 2. 

Wild-mare, sb. to ride the wild -mare i.s to play at 
see-saw, 2 H IV. 11. 4. 

Wilful-blame, adj. deliberately incurring blame, 
I H. IV. in. 1. _ 

Wilful-opposite, adj. wilfully obstinate, caprici- 
ously hostile, John, v. 2. 

Wimpled, adj. bbndfolded, L’s L’s L. ni. i. A 
wimple was a wrapper for the neck. 

Winchester goose, sb. A cant name for a venereal 
swelling in the groin, the stews in Southwark 
being in the jurisdiction of the Bishop of Win- 
chester, I H. VI. I. 3. 

Wincot, Wilmecote, near Stratford-on-Ayon, Tam. 
of S. ind. 2. Called Woncot in 2 H. IV. v. i. 

Wind, sb. To have the wind of = to keep to 
windward of, be in a position of advantage, 
Tit. And. IV. 2. v.t. to scent, Tit. And. iv. i. 
To make to turn or wheel, i H. IV. iv. 1. To 
enshrine, enfold, M. N’s Dr. iv. i. v.i. to 
v/heel, J. C. iv, 1. To gain one’s confidence 
surreptitiously, Lear, i. 2. v.r. to insinuate 
oneself. Cor. iii. 3. 

Windgallc, sb. swellings near the fetlocks of a 
horse, Tam. of S. iii. 2. 

Windlasses, sh. circuitous courses, roundabout 
ways, Ham. n. i. 

Window-bars, sb. lattice-work embroidery worn 

I by women across the bosom, Tim. of A* iv. 3. 

Windowed, p.p. placed in a window. An. and Cl. 
IV. 14. Full of holes, Lear, nr. 4. 

Windnng, adj. winding, Temp. iv. i. 

Wmd-shaked, adj. tossed by the wind, Oth. 


V. 2. 

White-livered, adj. cowardly, faint-hearted, H. V. 
III. 2 ; R. HI, iv. 4. 


II. I. 

Wind-swift, adj. swift as the wind, R. and J* 
II. 5- 
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Windy, adj. I'o keep on tlic windy side is to be 
in a pobition of advantage. The figure is taken 
from seamanship, and is equivalent to keep to 
windward oi', have the weather-gage of, Much 
Ado, II. I ; Tw. N. iii. 4. 

Wink, sd, the closing of the c^'cs, Temp. 11. 1 ; 
Wint. T. I. 2. 7 >.i. to clos>e the eyes. Temp. 

II. I ; Ven. and A. 90. 

Winking, adj. closed, John, ii. 1. Blind, with 
closed eyes, Cym. 11. 4, sh. ‘ given my heart a 
winking ' = closed the eyes of my heart. Ham. 
II. 2. 

Winter-ground, t’./. to protect a plant from frost, 
Cyrn. iv. 2. 

Wipe, s 3 . a mark of infamy, a brand, Lucr. 537. 
Wise, sA mannei, fashion, Pass. Pilgr. 277. 

•'W iseness, wisdom, Ham. v. i. 

Whsh, z/.A to commend, Tam. of S. i. i . i. 2. 

To desire, M. for M. v. i ; LS L’s L. v. 2. 
Wishful, ndj. longing, 3 H. VI. 111. i. 

Wisp, sb. A wisp of straw was the badge of a 
scold, 3 H. VI. II. 2. 

Wist, knew, i H. VI. iv. 1. 

Wistly, ad%>. wistfully, Lucr. 1355; R. II. v. 4. 
Wit, !>o. mental faculty, sense. Much Ado, i. i ; 
Tw. N. IV. 2. Intelligence, wisdom, Two G. 

I. I ; Merry Wives, v. 5 , Lucr. 153. z>.i. to 

know. Per. iv. 4. To wit = namely, that is to 
say, M. ofV. ii. 9; H. V. i. 2. 

Witch, 7 b. used of a man, Com. of E. iv. 4 ; An. 

and Cl. I. 2 ; Cym. i. 6. 

Wit-cracker, sb. a jester, Much Ado, v. 4. 

With, prefi. aftei passive participles = by. Temp. 

II. 2 ; Much Ado, ii. i ; W ml T. y. 2. He is 
not with himself s= he is hc^ide himself, Tit. 
And. I. I. 

Withers, sb. the iuncture of the shoulder bones 
of a horse at the bottom of the neck, Ham. 

III. 2 ; I H. IV. n. 1. 

Withold, a corruption of Vitalis, Lear, iii. 4. 
Without, / at/, beyond, M. N’s Dr. iv. \ ; Temp, 
y. I. 

Without-door, ad/, e.xternal, Wjnt. T. ir. i. 
Witness, sb. testimony, evidence, Merry Wives, 

IV. 2 : Ham. i. 2. 

Wit-snapper, sb. a picker up of wit, M. of V. 
HI. 5 - 

Wittily, adv. ingeniously, Ven. and A. 471. 
Witting, knowing, i H._VI. ii. 5. 

Wittingly, a/?', knowingly, intentionally, 3 H. 
VI. II. 2 ; Ham. v. i. 

Wittol, sb. a contented cuckold, who is aware of 
his wife’s unfaithfulness, Merry Wives, ii. 2. 
VVittolly, adj. cuckoldly, JNIerry Wive-., ii. 2. 
Witty, ad/, cunning, Much Ado, iv. 2; R. III. 

IV. 2. Intelligent, 3 H. VI. i. 2. 

Wive, v.t. and v.i. to marry, M. of V. i. 2 ; Tw. 
N. V. I. 

Woe, sb. used adjectively, woeful, sorry, Temp. 

V. i; 2 H. VI. III. 2; An. and Cl. iv. 14*, 
Sonn. Lxxi. 

Wolvish ravening, adj. devouring greedily like a 
wolf, R. and J. in. 2. 

Woman, v.t. ‘Can woman me ' = can make me 
show my woman's feelings, All’s Well, in. 2. 
Woman-queller, sb. a woman - slayer, 2 H. IV. 
II. I. 

Woman-tired, adj. henpecked, Wint. T. ii. 3. 
Womb, v.t. to enclose, Wint. T. iv. 4. 

Womby, adj. hollow, H. V. ii. 4. 

Wonder, v.t. to wonder at, Lucr. 1596. 


Wondered,^./, able to peiform wonders, Temp. 

IV. I. 

Wonder of = wonder at, M. N’s Dr. iv. 1. 
Wonder- wounded, adj. struck with astonishment. 
Ham. V. I. 

Wood, adj. mad, M. N’s Dr. n. i ; i H. VT. iv. 
7 ; Ven. and A. 740. 

Woodbine, sb. the bindweed or convolvulus, JM, 
N’s Dr. II. I ; iv. i. 

Woodland, sb. forest land ; used adiect*' ;ly, 
All’s Well, IV. 5. 

Woodman, sb. a forester, huntsman, Merry Wives, 

V. 5 ; Cym. m. 6. Used in a wanton sense, M. 
for M. IV. 3. 

Woodmonger, sb. a dealer in wood, H. vi»i. 
Woollen, sb. To lie in the woollen (Much Ado, ii. 
1) is generally explained to he in the blankets 
without sheets. But it may mean to be buried 
in flannel, a piactice enforced by law in Shake- 
speare’s time. adj. coarsely dres&ed. Cor. 

III. 2. 

Woolward, adj. To go woolward = to wear w'oollen 
only, without linen, a form of penance, L’s L’s 

L. V. 2. 

Woo’t = wilt thou, 2 H. IV. 11. i ; Ham. v. i. 
Word, sb. a watchword. Ham. i. 5 ; Lear, iv. 6. 
A motto, Per. ii 2. ‘With a word,’ or ‘at a 
word ’ — in short, in truth. Merry Wives, i, 1 ; 

1 H. IV. II. 2. ‘ I am at a word ’ = 1 am a.s 

good as my word, Merry Wives. 1. 3. bee 2 H. 

IV. III. 2. z’.t. to describe, Cym. 1. 4. To ply 
or put off with words, An. and Cl. v. 2. To 
repeal m words, Cym. iv. 2. 

Work, sb. a fortification, H. VIII. v. 4; 0 th. 

III." 2 . 

Working, sb. an operation of the mind, Ham. 11. 

2 ; 2 H. IV. IV. 2. Action, 2 H. IV. v. 2. 
Worky-day, adj. work-day, common, An. and Cl. 

1. 2. 

World, sb. to go to the world = to be married, 
Much Ado, II. I ; All’s Well, i. 3. A wonrian 
of the world - a manied woman, As You Like 
It, V. 3. 

Worm, sb. a serpent, M. for M. iii. i ; Macb. in. 
4. Used as an expression of pity or contenipt, 
like creature. Temp. ui. i ; Merry Wives, 

Worser, adj. and ndv. worse, Temp. iv. 1 ; Ham. 

III. 4 ; Oth. I. I ; IV. 1. ^ 

Worship, sb. honour, dignity, Wint. T. 1. 2 ; 
John, IV. 3; R. III. I. 1. v.t. to honour, H. 

V. I. 2 ; 1 H. VI. IV. 2. 

Worth, sb. wealth, Tw. N. in. 3 *. Lear, iv. 4 : 
Oth. I. 2. His worth of contradiction his 
full quota or proportion, Cor. in. 3. 

Worthy, v.t. to gain reputation tor, make a hero 
of, Lear, ii. 2. 

V/ot = know, L’s l/^ L. i. i ; H. V. iv. i. 
Woiting, pr. p. knowing, Wint. T. in. 2. 

Would = wouldst, Merry Wives, n. 2; H. V. 
v. 2. . 

Wound,/./, twined, twLsted about, Temp. ll. 2. 
Woundless, at^J. invulnerable, Ham. iv. i. 
Wrangler, sb. an opponent, adversary’, H. V. i. 2 ; 
Tr. and Cr. 11. 2. 

Wrath, adj. wroth, angry, M. N’s Dr. ii. 1. 
Wrath-kindled, adj. inflamed by anger, R. II. 

I, I. 

Wreak, sb. revenge, Cor. iv. $ ; Tit. And. iv. 3 ; 

IV. 4. v.t. to revenge, R. and J. m. 5 > Tit. 
And. IV. 3. 
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Wreakful, adj. revengeful, Tit. And. \ . 2 ; Tim. 
of A. IV. 3. 

Wrcp.the, v.t. to twine, fold, Two G. 11. 1. 
WiCathed, p.p, twined, folded, As You Like It, 

IV. 3 ; Yen. and A ; Tit. And. n. 3. 
Wrecicful, adj, destructive, Sonn. Lxv. 

Wrest, sb. a tuning-key, Tr. and Cr. iii. 3 
Wretch, sh^ used as a term of endearment, R. and 

J. I. 3 ; Oth. in. 3 ; An. and Cl. v. 2. 
Wretched, adj. hateful, vile, R. III. v. 2 . Lucr. 

999 

Wring, x>,L to writhe, Much Ado, v. i ; Cym. 

III. 6 . 

Wringing, sb. torture, H. V. iv. i 
Wri»icle, xht, to make wrinkled, Tr. and Cr. 
II. 2. 

Writ, sb. Scripture, All’s Well, 11. 1 ; 2 H. VI. 1. 
3 ; R. III. I, 3. A written document, Ham. v. 
2 ; Tit. And. ii. 3. * For the law of writ and 

the liberty ’ may mean for observing the parts 
set down for them, and for freedom of improvK- 
ing, Ham. 11. 2. Or it may refer to the two 
forms of dramatic composition as represented by 
Seneca and Plautus respectively. 

Write, v.t. to describe oneself, claim to be, All’s 
Well, ii. 3 ; 2 H ly. I. 2 ; Lear, v. 3. ‘Writ as 
little beard ’ = claimed or professed to have as 
little beard. All’s Well, ii. 3. 

Writhled, adj. shrivelled, wrinkled, i H. VI. ii. 3. 
Wrong, sb. ‘ You have done yourself some 
wrong ’ = you have not done yourself justice ; 
an ironical way of saying you have uttered a 
falsehood, Temp. i. 2. 

Wroth, sb. wrath, so spelt for the rhyme, M. of 

V. II. g. So ‘ wrath ’ for ‘ wroth,’ M. W ’s Dr. 

11. X. 

Wry, v.t. to swerve, Cym. v. i. 

Yare, adj. ready, active, quick. Temp. v. \ \ M. 
for M. iv. 2 ; d’w. N. nr. 4 , An. and Cl. iii. 7. 
As an adverb. Temp. i. i ; An. and Cl. v. 2. 
Yaiely, adv. briskly, deftly, Temp. i. i ; An. and 
Cl. II. 2. 


THE 


Yaw, v.t. to move unsteadily, as a ship which 
does not answer her helm, Ham. v. 2. An 
intentionally obscure passage, 

Yclad,/./. clad, 2 H. VI. i. i. 

Ycle]ped, or Ycliped, /./ called, L’s L’s L. i. i 
V. 2. 

Yead, diminutive of Edward, Merry Wives, i, i 
Yearn, v.t. and v.i. to grieve, Merr>" Wives, 111 
5 . R. 11. v. 5 ; H. V. II. 3 ; J. C. ii. 2. 

Yedwaid, Edward, i H. IV. i. 2. 

Yellowness, sb. jealousy, Merry Wives, i. 3. 
Yellows, sb. the jaundice in horses, Tam. of S. 
III. 2. 

Yeoman sh. the attendant upon a sheriff's officer, 

2 H. IV. n. 1. 

Vcrk, z\t. to jerk, kick, H. V. iv. 7. To strike 
with a quick motion. Oth. i. 2. 

Vest, sb. foam, Wint. 'F. iii. 3. 

Yesty, foamy, frothy, Macb. iv. i : Ham.v. 2. 
Yield, z>.t. to reward, requite, An. and Cl. iv. 2. 
Yoke-fellow, sb. companion, H. V. ii. 3 ; iv, 6 ; 
Lear, iii. 6. 

Yond, adv. yonder, Temp. i. 2 ; R. II. in. 3. 

Yore, sb. t3f yore — of old time, Sonn. lxviii. 
Young, adj. early, R. and J. i. i. Recent, H. 
VIIL III. 2. 

Youngling, sb. a youngster, stripling, Tit. And. 

II. I . IV. 2. 

Youngly, adv. early in life, Cor. 11. 3 *, Sonn. xi. 
Younker, sb. a youngster, novice, i H. IV. iii. 3 . 

3 H. VI. n. I. 

Y-ravish, z\t. to ravish, Per. in. prol. 

Yslaked,/./. sunk to repose. Per. iii. prol. 

Zany, sb. a buffoon, who awkwardly imitated the , 
real fool, L’s L's L. v. 2 ; Tw. N. i. 5. Zanni 'j 
is John in the dialect of Bergamo. 

Addenda. 

By-peep, v.i. to peep slily, leer, Cym. i. 6. 

Fats, sb. vats, An. and CJ. n. 7. 

Oblivious, adj. c? using forgetfulness, Macb. v. 3. 


END 
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